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THE    PROPHETESS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS.  ' 


CaAmonn,  Emperor  <tf  Rome. 

CVmbob,  King  of  Persia. 

Dhkxbs,  qf  a  Private  Soldier  elected  Co-Emperor, 

oAtTward  eaUed  DiocLmAif. 
MAxiMunAK.  Nephew  to  Dioclm,  and  Emperor  fty 

hie  Donation, 
TovonvB  Apsr,  Murderer  (ifyv»xRKiAJiVB,  the  late 

Emperor, 
Nieut,  a  noble  Soldier^  Servant  to  the  Emperor. 
CAMimiUB,  a  Captain,  and  creature  of  Apkb. 
GiTA,  a  Jester,  Servant  to  Dioclcb,  a  merry  Knave. 
Perrian  Lords. 
Scnalon. 
SoUien. 
GnanL 
8iiitan> 


Ambuaadon. 

Lictora. 

FUunen. 

Countrymeiu 

Shepherds. 

Attendants. 

Spirits. 

Chorus. 

AvaauA,  Sitter  to  Chabiitus. 

Cassana,  SxMter  to  Coaaoa,  a  Captive,  waiting  on 

AvaauA. 
DaLPHiA,  a  Prophetess. 

DausuxA,  Niece  to  DaLraiA,  inLovewitk  DiocLas. 
^She-Derfl. 


SCENE, ROMC,    AND   OTHER   PaRTS  OF   TBE    EmPIRI  ;    IV    PART    OP   THE 

Fourth  Act,  Persia. 


ACT    I. 


I 


I 


I 


SCENE  I.<»RoMB.    An  Apartment  in  the 

Palace, 

Enter  CHAamim.  AtmauA,  and  NioEa. 

Char,  Ycra  buz  into  my  head  strange  likelihoods, 
And  fill  me  fall  of  doubts :  But  what  proofs,  Niger, 
What  certainties,  that  mj  most  noble  brother 
Came  to  his  end  by  murder  ?    Tell  me  that ; 
Asmre  me  by  some  drcnmstanoe. 

Niger.  I  will,  sir  ; 
And  as  I  tell  yon  truth,  so  the  gods  prosper  me  ! 
I  have  often  named  this  Aper. 

Char.  True,  you  have  done ; 
Aad  in  mysterioos  senses  I  hare  heard  yon 
Break  out  o'  th'  sudden,  and  abruptly. 

Niger.  True,  sir ; 
Fear  of  your  unbelief  and  the  time's  giddiness, 
Made  me  I  durst  not  then  go  further.     So  your 

grace  please. 
Out  of  your  wonted  goodness,  to  give  credit, 
I  duJl  unfold  the  wonder. 

Aur,  Do  it  boldly : 
Ton  shall  have  both  our  hearty  loves  and  hearings. 

Niger.  This  Aper  then,  this  too-much-honour'd 
villain, 
(For  he  deserves  no  mention  of  a  good  man) — 
Onat  sir,  give  ear— this  most  ungrateful,  spiteful. 
Above  the  memory  of  mankind  mischievous. 
With  his  own  bloody  hands 

CAor.  Take  heed ! 

Niger.  I  am  in,  sir ; 
And,  if  I  make  not  good  my  story 

VOt.  II. 


Aur.  Forward! 
I  see  a  truth  would  break  out :  Be  not  fearful. 

Niger.  I  say,  this  Aper,  and  his  damn'd  ambi- 
tion. 
Cut  off  your  brother's  hopes,  his  life,  and  fortunes ; 
The  honour 'd  Numerianus  fell  by  him, 
Fell  basely,  most  untimely,  and  most  treacherously ; 
For,  in  his  litter,  -na  he  bore  him  company, 
Most  privately  and  cunningly  he  kill'd  him. 
Yet  still  he  fills  the  faithful  soldiers'  ears 
With  stories  of  his  weakness ;  of  his  life ; 
That  he  dare  not  venture  to  appear  in  open, 
And  shew  his  warlike  face  among  the  soldiers. 
The  tenderness  and  weakness  of  his  eyes, 
Being  not  able  to  endure  the  sun  yet : 
Slave  that  he  is,  he  gives  out  this  infirmity 
(Because  he  would  dispatch  his  honour  too) 
To  arise  from  wantonness,  and  love  of  women ; 
And  thus  he  juggles  still. 

Aur,  Oh,  most  pernicious, 
Most  bloody,  and  most  base  !    Alas,  dear  brother, 
Art  thou  accused,  and  after  death  thy  memory 
Loaden  with  shames  and  lies  .'  those  pious  tears 
Thou  daily  shower'dst  upon  my  father's  monument, 
(When  in  the  Persian  expedition 
He  fell  unfortunately  by  a  stroke  of  thunder) 
Made  thy  deftime  and  sins  ?  those  wept-out  eyes. 
The  £edr  examples  of  a  noble  nature, 
Those  holy  drops  of  love,  tum'd  by  depravers 
(Malicious  poison'd  tongues)  to  thy  abuses  ? 
We  must  not  suffer  this. 

CAar.  It  shews  a  truth  now : 
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And  rare  this  Aper  is  not  right  nor  honest, 
He  will  not  now  come  near  me. 

Niger,  No ;  he  dare  not : 
He  has  an  inmate  here,  that's  called  a  consdeDce, 
Bids  him  keep  off. 

Char.  My  brother  hononr'd  him, 
Made  him,  first,  captain  of  his  guard,  his  next 

friend ; 
TheD  to  my  mother  (to  assure  him  Dearer) 
He  made  him  husband. 

Niger.  And  withal  ambitious  ; 
For  when  he  trod  so  nigh,  his  false  feet  itchM,  sir, 
To  step  into  the  state. 

Aur.  If  yon  believe,  brother, 
Aper  a  bloody  knave,  as  'tis  apparent, 
Let's  leaye  disputing,  and  do  something  noble. 

Char.  Sister,  be  ruled.  I  am  not  yet  so  powerful 
To  meet  him  in  the  field  :  He  has  under  him 
The  fiower  of  all  the  empire,  and  the  strength. 
The  Britain  and  the  German  cohorts  ;  pray  you  be 

patient.*^ 
Niger,  how  stands  the  soldier  to  him  ? 

Niger,  In  fear  more,  sir, 
Than  love  or  honour:    He  has    lost  their  fair 

affections. 
By  his  most  covetous  and  g^reedy  griping. 
Are  you  desirous  to  do  something  on  him, 
That  all  the  world  may  know  you  loved  your 
And  do  it  safely  too,  without  an  army  ?      [brother 

Char.  Most  willingly. 

Niger.  Then  send  out  a  proscription, 
Send  suddenly ;  and  to  that  man  that  executes  it, 
(I  mean  that  brings  his  head)  add  a  fair  payment. 
No  common  sum  :  Then  you  shall  see,  I  fear  not. 
Even  from  his  own  camp,  from  those  men  that 

follow  him. 
Follow  and  flatter  him,  we  shall  find  one. 
And,  if  he  miss,  one  hundred,  that  will  venture  it. 

Aur.  For  his  reward,  (it  shall  be  so,  dear  brother. 
So  far  I'll  honour  him  that  kills  the  villain  ; 
For  so  far  runs  my  love  to  my  dead  brother) 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  base,  old,  or  crooked. 
He  shall  have  me :  Nay,  which  is  more,  I'll  loye 
I  will  not  be  denied.  [him. 

Char.  You  shall  not,  sister : 
But  you  shall  know,  my  love  shall  go  along  too. — 
See  a  proscription  drawn ;  and  for  his  recompense, 
My  sister,  and  half  partner  in  the  empire ; 
And  I  will  keep  my  word. 

Aur.  Now  you  do  bravely. 

Niger.  And,  though  it  cost  my  life,  Til  see  it 
published. 

Char.  Away  then,  for  the  business. 

Niger.  I  am  gone,  sir  : 
You  shall  have  all  dispatched  to-night. 

Char.  Be  prosperous. 

Aur.  And  let  the  villain  fall. 

Niger.  Fear  nothing,  madam.  lExeunL 


SCENE  11.—^  Roam  in  the  House  of  the 

Prophetess. 

Enter  Du^phia  aiMl  DausuxA. 

Drus.  'Tis  true,  that  Diodes  is  courteous. 
And  of  a  pleasant  nature,  sweet  and  temperate ; 
His  cousin  Maximinian,  proud  and  bloody. 

Delp.  Yes,  and  mistrustful  too,  my  girl :  Take 
heed: 
Although  he  seem  to  love  thee,  and  affect, 


Like  the  more  courtier,  curious  compliment. 
Yet  have  a  care. 

Drus.  You  know  all  my  affection. 
And  all  my  heart-desires,  are  set  on  Diocles : 
But,  aunt,  how  coldly  he  requites  this  courtesy, 
How  dull  and  heavily  he  looks  upon  me  1 
Although  I  woo  him  sometimes  beyond  modesty. 
Beyond  a  virgin's  care,  how  still  he  slights  me  !' 
And  puts  me  still  off  with  your  prophecy. 
And  the  performance  of  your  late  prediction. 
That  when  he  is  emperor,  then  he  will  marry  me ! 
Alas,  what  hope  of  that  ? 

Deip.  Peace,  and  be  patient ; 
For  though  he  be  now  a  man  most  miserable. 
Of  no  rank,  nor  no  badge  of  honour  on  him. 
Bred  low  and  poor,  no  eye  of  favour  shining ; 
And  though  my  sure  prediction  of  his  rising, 
Which  can  no  more  fail  than  the  day  or  night  does^ 
Nay,  let  him  be  asleep,  will  overtake  him, 
Haye  found  some  rubs  and  stops,  yet  (bear  me, 

niece, 
And  hear  me  with  a  faith,)  it  shall  come  to  him. 
ril  tell  thee  the  occasion. 

Drus.  Do,  good  aunt ; 
For  yet  I  am  ignorant. 

Delp.  Chiding  him  one  day. 
For  being  too  near  and  sparing  for  a  soldier. 
Too  griping,  and  too  greedy,  he  made  answer, 
**  When  I  am  Cesar,  then  I  will  be  liberal :" 
I  presently,  inspired  with  holy  fire. 
And  my  prophetic  spirit  burning  in  me. 
Gave  answer  from  the  gods ;  and  this  it  was  : 
Imperator  eris  Romm,  cum  Aprum  grandem  in- 

terfeceris : 
"  Thou  shalt  be  emperor,  oh  Diocles, 
When  thou  hast  kill'd  a  mighty  boar.*'   From  that 

time. 
As  giving  credit  to  my  words,  he  has  employed 
Much  of  his  life  in  hunting :  Many  boars. 
Hideous  and  fierce,  with  his  own  hands  he  has 
But  yet  not  lighted  on  the  fital  one,      [kill'd  too, 
Should  raise  him  to  the  empire.  Be  not  sad,  niece  ; 
Ere  long  he  shall.    Come  ;  let's  go  entertain  him  : 
For  by  this  time,  I  guess,  he  comes  from  hunting  : 
And,  by  my  art,  I  find  this  very  instant 
Some  great  design's  a-foot 

Drus.  The  gods  give  good,  aunt  I  IBxeunt. 


SCENE  III The  Street  before  the  same. 

Enter  D10CLB8,  MAZiMiinAN,  aiMl  GaxA,  carrying  a  Boar. 

Dio.  Lay  down  the  boar. 

Geta.  With  all  my  heart ;  I  am  weary  on't : 
I  shall  turn  Jew,  if  I  carry  many  such  burdens. 
Do  you  think,  master,  to  be  emperor 
With  killing  swine  ?  You  may  be  an  honest  butcher. 
Or  allied  to  a  seemly  family  of  souse-wives. 
Can  you  be  such  an  ass,  my  reTerend  master. 
To  think  these  springs  of  pork  will  shoot  up  Cesars  ? 

Maxi.  The  fool  says  true. 

Dio.  Come,  leave  your  fooling,  sirrah. 
And  think  of  what  thou  shalt  be  when  I  am  emperor. 

Geta.  'Would  it  would  come  with  thinking !  for 
then  o'  my  conscience 
I  should  be  at  least  a  senator. 

AfoJti.  A  sowter ; 
For  that's  a  place  more  fitted  to  thy  nature. 
If  there  could  be  such  an  expectation. 
Or,  say  the  devil  oould  perform  this  wonder. 
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Can  snch  a  rascal  as  thou  art  hope  for  honour? 
Soch  a  log-cuTjiag  lout  ? 

Geta,  Yea ;  and  bear  it  too, 
And  bear  it  swimminglj.   I  am  not  the  first  ass,  sir, 
Uai  borne  good  office,  and  performed  it  reverendly. 

Dto.  Thou  being  the  eon  of  a  tiler,  canst  thou  hope 
To  be  a  senator  ? 

Gfta.  Thou  being  the  son  of  a  tanner,  canst  thou 
To  be  an  emperor  ?  [hope 

Dio.   Thou  8a3r'st  true,  Geta;  'there's  a  stop 
Bat  yet  the  bold  and  Tirtuous [indeed  : 

Geta.  You  are  right,  master. 
Right  as  a  gun !    For  we,  the  virtuous, 
Though  we  be  kennel-rakers,  scabs,  and  scoundrels. 
We,  the  discreet  and  bold — And  yet,  now  I  re- 
We  tilers  may  deserve  to  be  senators,  [member  it, 
(And  there  we    step  before  you    thick-skinn'd 

tannera) 
For  we  are  bom  three  stories  high ;  no  base  ones, 
None  of  your  groundlings,  master. 

Dio,  I  like  thee  well ; 
Thou  hast  a  good  mind,  as  I  have,  to  this  honour. 

Geta,  As  good  a  mind,  sir,  of  a  simple  plaisterer : 
And,  when  I  come  to  execute  my  office. 
Then  you  shall  see 

Mart,  What? 

Geta.  An  officer  in  fury. 
An  officer  as  he  ought  to  be.     Do  you  laugh  at  it  ? 
Is  a  senator,  in  hope,  worth  no  more  reverence  ? 
By  these  hands,  I'll  clap  you  by  the  heels  the  first 
hour  of  it ! 

Matt,  O'  my  conscience,  the  fellow  believes ! 

Dio.  Ay,  do,  do,  Geta ; 
For  if  I  once  be  emperor 

Geta.  Then  will  I 
(For  wise  men  must  be  had  to  prop  the  republic) 
Not  bate  you  a  single  ace  of  a  sound  senator. 

Dio.  But  what  shall  we  do  the  whilst  ? 

Geta.  Kill  swine,  and  souse  'em, 
And  eat  'em  when  we  have  bread. 

Mojti.  Why  didst  thou  run  away 
When  the  boar  made  toward  thee  ?  art  thou  not 
valiant? 

Geta,  No,  indeed  am  I  not ;  and  'tis  for  mine 
honour  too : 
1  took  a  tree,  'tis  true,  gave  way  to  the  monster ; 
Hark  what  Discretion  says  :  **  Let  fury  pass ; 
From  the  tooth  of  a  mad  beast,  and  the  tongue  of 
Freserve  thine  honour."  [a  slanderer, 

Dio.  He  talks  like  a  fuU  senator. 
Go,  take  it  up,  and  carry  it  in.  'Tis  a  huge  one ; 
We  never  kill'd  so  large  a  swine ;  so  fierce  too, 
I  never  met  with  yet. 

Mast.  Take  heed  !  it  stirs  again.— 
How  nimbly  the  rogue  runs  up  1  he  climbs  like  a 
squirreL 

Dto.  Come  down,  you  dunce !  Is  it  not  dead  ? 

Geta.  I  know  not 

Dio.  His  throat  is  cut,  and  his  bowels  out. 

Geta.  That's  all  one. 
1  am  sure  his  teeth  are  in ;  and,  for  anything  I  know, 
He  may  have  pigs  of  his  own  nature  in's  belly. 

Dto.  Come,  take  him  up,  I  say,  and  see  him 
dress'd ; 
He  is  Cat,  and  will  be  lusty  meat ;  away  with  him, 
And  get  some  of  him  ready  for  our  dinner. 

Geta.  Shall  he  be  roasted  whole. 
And  served  up  in  a  souse-tub  ?  a  portly  service ! 
ini  run  i»  th'  wheel  myself. 

Magi»  Sirrah,  leave  your  prating, 


And  get  some  piece  of  him  ready  presently  ; 
We  are  weary  both,  and  hungry. 

Geta.  I'll  about  it 
What  an  inundation  of  brewis  shall  I  swim  in  ! 

lExit  into  the  hmtte  with  the  bo(^. 

Dio.  Thou  art  ever  dull  and  melancholy,  cousin. 
Distrustful  of  my  hopes. 

Afajei.  Why,  can  you  blame  me  ? 
Do  men  give  credit  to  a  juggler  ? 

Dio.  Thou  know'st  she  is  a  prophetess. 

Maxi.  A  small  one. 
And  as  small  profit  to  be  hoped  for  by  her. 

Dio.  Thou  art  the  strangest  man  ! — How  does 
The  boar  came  near  you,  sir.  [thy  hurt  ? 

Meuei.  A  scratch,  a  scratch. 

Dio,  It  aches  and  troubles  thee^  and  that  makes 
thee  angry. 

Masi,  Not  at  the  pain,  but  at  the  practice,  uncle, 
The  butcherly  base  custom  of  our  lives  now  : 
Had  a  brave  enemy's  sword  drawn  so  much  from 
Or  danger  met  me  in  the  head  o'  th'  army,     [me. 
To  have  blush' d  thus  in  my  blood  had  been  mine 

honour ; 
But  to  live  base,  like  swine-herds,  and  beHeve  too ! 
To  be  fool'd  out  with  tales,  and  old  wives'  dreams, 
Dreams  when  they  are  drunk ! 

Dio.  Certain,  you  much  mistake  her. 

Maxi.  Mistake  her  ?   hang  her  !    To  be  made 
her  purveyors. 
To  feed  her  old  chaps,  to  provide  her  daily. 
And  bring  in  feasts,  whilst  she  sits  farting  at  us. 
And  blowing  out  her  prophecies  at  both  ends  ! 

Dio.  Pr'ythee  be  wise  :  Dost  thou  think,  Maxi- 
minian, 
So  great  a  reverence,  and  so  staid  a  knowledge — 

Majfi,  Sur-reverence,  you  would  say!     What 
truth  ?  what  knowledge  ? 
What  anything,  but  eating,  is  good  in  her  ? 
*Twould  make  a  fool  prophesy,  to  be  fed  continually. 
What  do  you  get  ?  Your  lalx>ur  and  your  danger, 
Whilst  she  sits  bathing  in  her  larded  fiiry. 
Inspired  with  full  deep  cups,  who  cannot  prophesy? 
A  tinker,  out  of  ale,  will  give  predictions  ; 
But  who  believes  ? 

Dto.  She  is  a  holy  druid, 
A  woman  noted  for  that  faith,  that  piety, 
Beloved  of  Heaven. 

Maxi.  Heaven  knows,  I  do  not  believe  it. 
Indeed,  I  must  confess,  they  are  excellent  jugglers; 
Their  age  upon  some  fools  too  fiings  a  confidence : 
But  what  grounds  have  they,  what  elements  to  work 

on? 
Shew  me  but  that  I  the  sieve  and  sheers  ?  a  learned 
I  have  no  patience  to  dispute  this  question,    [one. 
'Tis  so  ridiculous !  I  think  the  devil  does  help  'em ; 
Or  rather,  mark  me  well,  abuse  'em,  uncle : 
For  they  are  as  fit  to  deal  with  him,  these  old 

women. 
They  are  as  jump  and  squared  out  to  his  nature-— 

Dio.  Thou  bast  a  perfect  malice. 

Maxi,  So  I  would  have 
Against  these  purblind  prophets ;  for,  look  ye,  sir. 
Old  women  will  lie  monstrously,  so  will  the  devil, 
Or  else  he  has  had  much  wrong ;  upon  my  know- 
Old  women  are  malicious,  so  is  he ;  [ledge 

They  are  proud,  and  covetous,  revengeful,  lecherous, 
All  which  are  excellent  attributes  o'  th'  devil : 
They  would  at  least  seem  holy,  so  would  he ; 
And,  to  veil  o'er  these  villainies,  they  would  pro- 
phesy; 
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He  gives  them  leave  now  and  then  to  use  their 

cunningSy 
Which  is  to  kill  a  cow,  or  blast  a  harvest, 
Make  young  pigs  pipe  themselves  to  death,  choke 
And  chafe  a  dairy.wench  into  a  fever        [poultry, 
With  pumping  for  her  butter : 
But  when  he  makes  these  agents  to  raise  emperors, 
When  he  disposes  fortune  as  his  servant. 
And  ties  her  to  old  wives'  tails 

Dio.  Go  thy  ways  ; 
Thou  art  a  learned  scholar,  against  credit. 
You  hear  the  prophecy. 

Majti.  Yea  ;  and  I  laugh  at  it. 
And  so  will  any  man  can  tell  but  twenty. 
That  is  not  blind  as  you  are,  blind  and  ignorant. 
Do  you  think  she  knows  your  fortune  ? 

Dio.  I  do  think  it. 

Mtuei.  I  know  she  has  the  name  of  a  rare  sooth- 
sayer; 
But  do  you  in  your  consdence  believe  her  holy  ? 
Inspired  with  such  prophetic  fire  ? 

Dio,  Yes,  in  my  conscience. 

Mojei.  And  that  you  must,  upon  necessity. 
From  her  words,  be  a  Cssar  ? 

Dio,  IflUve 

Magi,  There's  one  stop  yet. 

Dio,  And  follow  her  directions. 

Maxi.  But  do  not  juggle  with  me. 

Dio.  In  faith,  cousin, 
So  full  a  truth  hangs  ever  on  her  prophecies, 
That  how  I  should  think  otherwise 

Maxi.  Very  well,  sir ; 
You  then  believe  (for  methinks  'tis  most  necessary) 
She  knows  her  own  fate  ? 

Dio.  I  believe  it  certain. 

Maxi.  Dare  you  but  be  so  wise  to  let  me  try  it? 
For  I  stand  doubtfiiL 

Dio.  How. 

Maxi.  Come  nearer  to  me, 
Because  her  cunning  devil  shall  not  prevent  me ; 
Close,   close,   and  hear. — If   she  can  turn  this 

destiny, 
ril  be  of  your  faith  too.  C  Whimpers  DtocLss. 

Dio.  Forward,  I  fear  not ; 
For  if  she  knows  not  this,  sure  she  knows  nothing. 

Enter  Dblphia. 

I  am  so  confident 

Maxi.  'Faith,  so  am  I  too, 
That  I  shall  make  her  devil's  sides  hum. 

Dio.  She  comes  here ; 
Go  take  your  stand. 

Maxi.  Now  holy,  or  you  howl  for't  I      lRetire$. 

Dio.  'Tis  pity  this  young  man   should  be  so 
stubborn  : 
Valiant  he  is,  and  to  his  valour  temperate. 
Only  distrustful  of  deUys  in  fortune  ; 
I  love  him  dearly  well. 

Delp.  Now,  my  son  Diocles, 
Are  you  not  weary  of  your  game  to-day  ? 
And  are  you  well  ? 

Dio.  Yes,  mother,  well  and  lusty ; 
Only  you  make  me  hunt  for  empty  shadows. 

Delp,  You  must  have  patience :  Rome  was  not 
built  in  one  day  ; 
And  he  tiiat  hopes,  must  give  his  hopes  their  cur- 
You  have  kill'd  a  mighty  boar.  [rents. 

Dio.  But  I'm  no  emperor. 
Why  do  you  fool  me  thus,  and  make  me  follow 
Your  flattering  expectation  hour  by  hour? 


Rise  early,  and  sleep  late  ?  to  feed  your  appetites. 
Forget  my  trade,  my  arms  ?  forsake  mine  honour? 
Labour  and  sweat  to  arrive  at  a  base  memory  ? 
Oppose  myself  to  hazards  of  all  sorts. 
Only  to  win  the  barbarous  name  of  butcher  ? 

Delp.  Son,  you  are  wise. 

Dio.  But  you  are  cunning,  mother ; 
And  with  that  cunning,  and  the  faith  I  give  you. 
You  lead  me  blindly  to  no  end,  no  honour. 
You  find  you  are  daily  fed,  you  take  no  labour. 
Your  family  at  ease,  they  know  no  market ; 
And  therefore,  to  maintain  this,  you  speak  darkly. 
As  darkly  still  yon  nourish  it ;  whilst  I 
(Being  a  credulous  and  obsequious  coxcomb) 
Hunt  daily,  and  sweat  hourly ;  to  find  out. 
To  clear  your  mystery,  kill  boar  on  boar. 
And  make  your  spits  and  pots  bow  with  my  bounties : 
Yet  I  still  poorer,  further  still 

Delp,  Be  provident. 
And  tempt  not  the  gods'  dooms ;  stop  not  the  glory 
They  are  ready  to  fix  on  you ;  you  are  a  fool  then  : 
Cheerful  and  grateful  takers  the  gods  love, 
And  such  as  wait  their  pleasures  with  fiill  hopes ; 
The  doubtful  and  distrustful  man  Heaven  frowns  at 
What  I  have  told  you  by  my  inspiration, 
I  tell  you  once  again,  must  and  shall  find  you. 

Dio.  But  when  ?  or  how  ? 

Delp.  Cum  Aprum  interfecerit, 

Dio.  I  have  kill'd  many. 

Delp.  Not  the  boar  they  point  you ; 
Nor  must  I  reveal  further,  till  you  clear  it : 
Tlie  lots  of  glorious  men  are  wrapt  in  mysteries. 
And  so  deliver'd ;  common  and  slight  creatures. 
That  have  their  ends  as  open  as  their  actions, 
Easy  and  open  fortunes  follow. 

Maxi,  [Coming  silently  forward  with  hit  bow 
bent,]  I  shall  try 
How  deep  your  inspiration  lies  hid  in  you. 
And  whether  your  brave  spirit  have  a  buckler 
To  keep  this  arrow  oiT ;  I'll  make  you  smoke  else. 

Dio.   Knowing  my  fortune  so  precisely,  punc- 
tually, 
And  that  it  must  fall  without  contradiction. 
Being  a  stranger,  of  no  tie  unto  you, 
Met^ks  you  should  be  studied  in  your  own ; 
In  your  own  destiny,  methinks,  most  perfect : 
And  every  hour,  and  every  minute,  mother, 
(So  great  a  care   should  Heaven  have  of  her  mi- 
nisters) 
Methinks  your  fortunes  both  ways  should  appear 

to  you. 
Both  to  avoid,  and  take.     Can  the  stars  now. 
And  all  those  influences  you  receive  into  you, 
Or  secret  inspirations  you  make  show  of. 
If  an  hard  fortune  hung,  and  were  now  ready 
To  pour  itself  upon  your  life,  deliver  you  ? 
Can  they  now  say,  "  Take  heed  ? " 

Delp.  Ha  ?  Pray  you  come  hither. 

Maxi.  I  would  know  that :  I  fear  your  devil  will 

cozen  you ;  lAparL 

And,  stand  as  close  as  you  can,  I  shall  be  with  you. 

Delp.  I  find  a  present  ilL 

Dio.  How  ? 

Delp.  But  I  scorn  it. 

Maxi.  Do  you  so  ?  do  you  so  ?  lApart. 

Delp.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  it,  Diocles. 
Is  it  not  strange,  these  wild  and  foolish  men 
Should  dare  to  oppose  the  power  of  destiny  ? 
That  power  the  gods  shake  at  ?  Look  yonder,  son. 

Maxi.  Have  you  spied  me  ?  then  have  at  you. 
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Deip.. Do;  shoot  boldly; 
Hit  me,  and  spare  not,  if  thou  canst. 

Dio,  Shoot,  cousin. 

M(ui.  I  cannot ;  mine  ann*8  dead ;  I  have  no 
feeling ! 
Or,  if  I  coold  shoot,  so  strong  is  her  arm'd  virtue, 
She  would  catch  the  arrow  flying. 

Delp.  Poor  donbtful  people  I 
I  pity  yonr  weak  faiths. 

Dw.  Your  nsercy,  mother ! 
And,  from  this  hour,  a  deity  I  crown  you. 

Delp*  No  more  of  that. 

Mori,  Oh,  let  my  prayers  prevail  too ! 
Here,  like  a  tree  I  di^ell  else  :  Free  me,  mother, 
And,  greater  than  great  Fortune,  Til  adore  thee  ! 

Delp,  Be    free    again,   and    have    more    pure 
thoughts  in  you. 

Dio,  Now  I  believe  your  words  most  constantly ; 
And  when  I  have  that  power  you  have  promised  to 


Delp.  Remember  then  your  vow :    My  niece 
Drusilla, 
I  mean  to  marry  her,  and  then  you  prosper. 
Dio.  I  shall  forget  my  life  else.  [worship. 

D€ip.  I  am  a  poor  weak  woman;    to  me  no 

EnUr  NiOKR,  Gbta,  and  Soldiers. 

Geta.  And  shall  he  have  as  you  say,  that  kills  this 

Delp,  Now  mark,  and  understand.         [Aper — 

Niger,  The  proscription's  up, 
r  th'  market-place  'tis  up ;  there  you  may  read  it : 
He  shall  have  half  the  empire. 

Geta,  A  pretty  &rm,  i'&ith. 

yiger.  And  the  emperor's  sister,  bright  Aurelia, 
Her  to  his  wife. 

Geta,  You  say  weQ,  friend :  But  hark  you ; 
Who  shall  do  this? 

Niger,  You,  if  you  dare. 

Geia,  I  tbink  so : 
Yet  I  could  poison  him  in  a  pot  of  perry ; 
He  loves  that  vengeancely.     But  when  I  have  done 
May  I  lie  with  the  gentlewoman  ?  [this, 

Niger,  lie  with  her  ? 
What  else,  man  ? 

Geta,  Yes,  man  ;  I  have  known 
A  man  married  that  never  lay  with  his  wife : 
Those  dancing  days  are  done. 

•  Niger,  These  are  old  soldiers, 
Aad  poor,  it  seems.     I'll  try  their  appetites. — 
'Stve  ye,  brave  soldiers ! 


Maxi,  Sir,  you  talk'd  of  proscriptions .' 

Niger,  'Tis  true  ;  there  is  one  set  up  from  the 
Against  Volutins  Aper.  [emperor, 

Dio,  Aper? 

Delp,  Now ! 
Now  have  you  found  the  boar  ? 

Dio,  I  have  the  meaning ; 
And,  blessed  mother 

Niger,  He  has  scorned  his  master, 
And  bloodily  cut  off  by  treachery 
The  noble  brother  to  him. 

Dio,  He  lives  here,  sir, 
Sickly  and  weak. 

Niger,  Did  you  see  him  ? 

Mojci,  No. 

Niger,  He  is  murder'd ; 
So  you  shall  find  it  mentioned  from  the  emperor. 
And,  honest  faithful  soldiers,  but  believe  it ; 
For,  by  the  gods,  you'll  find  it  so ;  he's  murder'd ! 
The  manner  how,  read  in  the  large  proscription. 

Delp,  It  is  most  true,  son,  and  he  cozens  you ; 
Aper's  a  villain  false. 

Dio,  I  thank  you,  mother. 
And  dare  believe  you. — Hark  you,  sir!   the  re- 

compense 
As  you  related 

Niger,  Is  as  firm  as  fiuth,  sir. 
Bring  him  alive  or  dead. 

Maxi,  You  took  a  fit  time. 
The  general  being  out  o'  the  town  ;  for  though  we 

love  him  not. 
Yet,  had  he  known  this  first,  you  had  paid  for't 
dearly. 

Dio,  'Tis  Niger;  now  I  know  him,  honest  Niger, 
A  true  sound  man :  and  I  believe  him  constantly. 
Your  business  may  be  done,  make  no  great  hurry 
For  your  own  safety. 

Niger,  No ;  I  am  gone,  I  thank  you.         lExH, 

Dio,  Pray,  Maximinian,  pray. 

Maxi,  I'll  pray  and  work  too. ' 

Dio,  I'll  to^the  market-place,  and  read  the  offer; 
And,  now  I  have  found  the  boar 

Delp,  Find  your  own  faith  too. 
And  remember  what  you  have  vow'd. 

Dio.  Oh,  mother ! 

Delp,  Prosper. 

Geta,  If  my  master  and  I  do  do  this,  there's  two 
emperors. 
And  what  a  show  vrill  that  make  !    how  we  shall 
bounce  it !  \,Exeunt. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Ro(m  in  the  Houte  of  the 

Prophetess, 
Bnier  DauauxA  and  Dblphia. 

Drus.  Leave  us,  and  not  vouchsafe  a  parting 
To  her,  that  in  his  hopes  of  greatness  lives,  [kiss 
And  goes  along  with  him  in  all  his  dangers  ? 

Delp,  1  grant  'twas  most  inhuman. 

Drus.  Oh,  you  give  it 
Too  mild  a  name !  'twas  more  than  barbarous ! 
And  you  a  partner  in  it. 

Delp,  I,  DrusilU  ?  [that  vastness, 

Dnu,  Yes ;  you  have  blown  his  swoln  pride  to 
As  he  believes  the  earth  is  in  his  fathom  : 
This  makes  him  quite  forget  his  humble  being : 


And  can  I  hope  that  he,  that  only  fed 
With  the  imagined  food  of  future  empire. 
Disdains  even  those  that  gave  him  means,  and  life, 
To  nourish  such  desires,  when  he's  possess'd 
Of  his  ambitious  ends  (which  must  fall  on  him, 
Or  your  predictions  are  false)  will  ever 
Descend  to  look  on  me  ? 

Delp,  Were  his  intents 
Perfidious  as  the  seas  or  winds ;  his  heart 
Composed  of  falsehood ;  yet  the.  benefit. 
The  greatness  of  the  good  he  has  from  you, 
(For  what  I  have  coi^rr'd  is  thine,  Drusilla) 
Must  make  him  firm  and  thankful :  But  if  all 
Remembrance  of  the  debts  he  stands  engaged  for. 
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Find  a  quick  grave  in  hia  ingratitade, 
My  powerful  art,  that  guides  him  to  this  height, 
Shall  make  him  curse  the  hour  he  e'er  was  raised, 
Or  sink  him  to  the  centre. 

Drtu.  I  had  rather 
Your  art  could  force  him  to  return  that  ardour 
To  me,  I  bear  to  him  ;  or  give  me  power 
To  moderate  mj  passions  :  Yet  I  know  not ; 
I  should  repent  your  grant,  though  you  had  sign'd 
(So  well  I  find  he's  worthy  of  all  service.)  [it 

But  to  believe  that  any  check  to  him 
In  his  main  hopes,  could  yield  content  to  me, 
Were  treason  to  true  love,  that  knows  no  pleasure. 
The  object  that  it  dotes  on  ill  affected  ! 

Delp,  Pretty  simplicity  !  I  love  thee  for't, 
And  will  not  sit  an  idle  looker-on, 
And  see  it  cozen'd.     Dry  thy  innocent  eyes, 
And  cast  off  jealous  fears,  (yet  promises 
Are  but  lip-comforts)  and  but  fancy  aught 
That's  possible  in  nature,  or  in  art. 
That  may  advance  thy  comfort,  and  be  bold 
To  tell  thy  soul  'tis  thine  ;  therefore  speak  freely. 

Drtu,  You  new- create  me!  To  conceal  from  you 
My  virgin  fondness,  were  to  hide  my  sickness 
From  my  physician.     Oh,  dear  aunt,  I  languish 
For  want  of  Diodes*  sight.    He  is  the  sun 
That  keeps  my  blood  in  a  perpetual  spring  ; 
But,  in  his  absence,  cold  benumbing  winter 
Seizes  on  all  my  faculties.     Would  you  bind  me 
(That  am  your  slave  already)  in  more  fetters, 
And,  in  the  place  of  service,  to  adore  you  ? 
Oh,  bear  me  then  (but  'tis  impossible, 
I  fear,  to  be  effected)  where  I  may 
See  how  my  Diocles  breaks  through  his  dangers, 
And  in  what  heaps  his  honours  flow  upon  him. 
That  I  may  meet  him  in  the  height  and  pride 
Of  all  his  glories,  and  there  (as  your  gift) 
Challenge  him  as  mine  own. 

Delp.  Enjoy  thy  wishes : 
This  is  an  easy  boon,  which,  at  thy  years, 
I  could  have  given  to  any ;  but  now  grown 
Perfect  in  all  the  hidden  mysteries 
Of  that  inimitable  art,  which  makes  us 
Equal  even  to  the  gods,  and  nature's  wonders, 
It  shall  be  done  as  fits  my  skill  and  glory  : 
To  break  through  bolts  and  locks,  a  scholar's  prize 
For  thieves  and  pick-locks !  to  pass  through  an  army 
Cover'd  with  night,  or  some  disguise,  the  practice 
Of  poor  and  needy  spies  I  No,  my  DrusiUa, 
From  Ceres  I  will  force  her  winged  dragons. 
And  in  the  air  hang  over  the  tribunal, 
The  music  of  the  spheres  attending  on  us. 
There,  as  his  good  star,  thou  shalt  shine  upon  him, 
If  he  prove  true,  and  as  his  angel  guard  him  : 
But  if  he  dare  be  false,  I,  in  a  moment, 
Will  put  that  glorious  light  out,  with  such  horror 
As  if  the  eternal  night  had  seized  the  sun. 
Or  all  things  were  retum'd  to  the  first  chaos. 
And  then  appear  like  furies. 

Drug.  I  will  do 
Whate'er  you  shall  command. 

Delp.  Rest  then  assured, 
I  am  the  mistress  of  my  art,  and  fear  not. 

I8<ift  Music.  Bxeunt, 
— ♦'^ 

SCENE  II.— T^  Camp  of  Apeh. 
EnUr  Apkr,  Camurius,  Guard,  with  a  LitUr  covered. 

Aper,  Your  care  of  your  sick  emperor,  fellow- 
Boldien, 


In  colours  to  the  life  doth  shew  your  love. 

And  zealous  duty  :  Oh,  continue  in  it ! 

And  though  I  know  you  long  to  see  and  hear  him, 

Impute  it  not  to  pride  or  melancholy, 

That  keeps  you  from  your  wuhes  ;  such  state- vices 

(Too,  too  familiar  with  great  princes)  are 

Strangers  to  all  the  actions  of  the  life 

Of  good  Numerianus.     Let  your  patience 

Be  the  physician  to  his  wounded  eyes, 

(Wounded  with  pious  sorrow  for  his  father) 

Which  time  and  your  strong  patience  will  recover. 

Provided  it  prove  constant  lOoes  to  the  Litter. 

1  Guard.  If  he  counterfeit, 

lApart  to  the  other  Guards. 

I  will  hereafter  trust  a  prodigal  heir, 
When  he  weeps  at  his  nither's  funeral. 

2  Guard.  Or  a  young  widow,  following  a  bed- 

rid husband 
(After  a  three  years'  groaning)  to  the  fire. 

3  Guard.  Note  his  humility,  and  with  what  soft 
He  does  inquire  his  pleasures.  [murmurs 

1  Guard.  And  how  soon 
He  is  instructed. 

2  Guard.  How  he  bows  again  too. 

Aper,  All  your  commands,  dread  Cesar,   I'll 
impart 
To  your  most  ready  soldier,  to  obey  them  ; 
So  take  your  rest  in  peace.  [  Turning  from  the  litter 

to  the  Guards.]— It  is  the  pleasure 
Of  mighty  Caesar  Chis  thanks  still  remember'd 
For  your  long  patience,  which  a  donative. 
Fitting  his  state  to  give,  shall  quickly  follow) 
That  you  continue  a  strict  guard  upon 
His  sacred  person,  and  admit  no  stranger 
Of  any  other  legion  to  come  near  him  ; 
You  being  most  trusted  by  him.     I  receive 
Your  answer  in  your  silence.^ — Now,  Camurius, 

lApart  to  him. 
Speak  without  flattery :  Hath  thy  Aper  acted 
This  passion  to  the  life  ? 

Cam.  I  would  applaud  him, 
Were  he  saluted  Cesar :  But  I  fear 
These  long-protracted  counsels  will  undo  us  ; 
And  'tis  beyond  my  reason,  he  being  dead. 
You  should  conceal  yourself,  or  hope  it  can 
Continue  undiscovered. 

Aper.  That  I  have  kiU'd  him. 
Yet  feed  these  ignorant  fools  with  hopes  he  lives. 
Has  a  main  end  in*t.    The  Pannonian  cohorts 
(That  are  my  own,  and  sure)  are  not  come  up ; 
The  German  legions  waver ;  and  Charinus, 
Brother  to  this  dead  dog,  (hell's  plagues  on  Niger !) 
Is  jealous  of  the  murder,  and,  I  hear, 
Is  marching  up  against  me.     'Tis  not  safe. 
Till  I  have  power  to  justify  the  act, 
To  shew  myself  the  author :  Be  therefore  careful 
For  an  hour  or  two  (till  I  have  fully  sounded 
How  the  tribunes  and  centurions  stand  affected) 
That  none  come  near  the  litter.     If  I  find  them 
Firm  on  my  part,  I  dare  profess  myself ; 
And  then,  live  Aper's  equal  I 

Cam.  Does  not  the  body 
Begin  to  putrify  ? 

Aper.  That  exacts  my  haste  : 
When,  but  even  now,  I  feign'd  obedience  to  it, 
As  I  had  some  great  business  to  impart. 
The  scent  had  almost  choak'd  me ;  be  therefore 
All  keep  at  distance.  [curious. 

Cam.  1  am  taught  my  parts ; 
Haste  you,  to  perfect  yours.  {Exit  Apkr. 
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1  Guard,  I  hid  rather  meet 
Ao  enemy  i'  th'  field,  than  stand  thus  nodding 
Like  to  a  nig-gown*d  watchman. 

Enter  Dioclmh,  MAxiMiwiAit,  and  Geta. 

Jforl.  The  watch  at  noon  ? 
This  is  a  new  device. 

Cam,  Stand! 

Dh,  I  am  arm'd 
Apinst  all  danger. 

Mast.  If  I  fear  to  follow, 
A  coward*!  name  pursue  me  ! 

Dio,  Now,  my  fate, 
Guide  and  direct  me ! 

Cam,  You  are  rude  and  saucy, 
With  your  forbidden  feet  to  touch  this  ground, 
Sscred  to  Caesar  only,  and  to  these 
That  do  attend  his  person  !  Speak,  what  are  you  ? 

Dio.  What  thou,  nor  any  of  thy  faction  are, 
Nor  erer  were  ;  soldiers,  and  honest  men. 

Com.  So  blunt  ? 

Geta.  Nay,  you  shall  find  he's  good  at  the  sharp 
too. 

Dio.  No  instruments  of  craft,  engines  of  murder, 
That  sore  the  emperor  only  with  oil'd  tongues, 
Sooth  and  applaud  his  rices,  play  the  bawds 
To  all  his  appetites ;  and  when  you  have  wrought 
So  fiu-  upon  his  weidcness,  that  he's  grown 
Odious  to  the  subject  and  himself, 
And  can  no  further  help  your  wicked  ends* 
Too  rid  him  out  o'  th'  way. 

Cam.  Treason! 
•  Dio.  Tis  truth. 
And  I  will  make  it  good. 

Cam,  Lay  hands  upon  'em ; 
Or  kill  them  suddenly  ! 

Geta,  I  am  out  at  that ; 
I  do  not  like  the  sport. 

Dh.  What's  he  that  is 
Owner  of  any  Tirtue  worth  a  Roman, 
Or  does  retain  the  memory  of  the  oath 
He  made  to  Caesar,  that  dares  lift  his  sword 
Agaiost  the  man  that  (careless  of  his  life) 
Cones  to  discover  such  a  horrid  treason, 
As,  when  you  hear't,  and  understand  how  long 
YoQ  have  been  abused,  vnll  run  you  mad  with  fury  ? 
I  am  no  stranger,  but  (like  you)  a  soldier, 
Trua'd  up  one  from  my  youth :  And  there  are 

some 
With  whom  I  have  served,  and  (not  to  praise 

mysdO 
Most  needs  confess  they  have  seen  Diocles, 
Id  the  late  Britain  vrars,  both  dare  and  do 
Beyond  a  common  man. 

1  Guard.  Diocles  ? 

2  Guard.  I  know  him ; 

T^  bravest  soldier  of  the  empire. 

Cam.  SUnd! 
If  thou  advance  an  inch,  thou  art  dead. 

Dio.  Die  thou,  {KilU  CAMumios. 

That  durst  oppose  thyself  against  a  truth 
,  ^t  will  break  out,  though  mountains  cover  it ! 
'      Geta,  I  fear  this  is  a  sucking  pig,  no  boar, 
He  falls  so  easy. 

Dio.  Hear  me,  fellow-soldiers ; 
And  if  I  make  it  not  apparent  to  you 
This  is  an  act  of  justice,  and  no  murder. 
Cut  me  in  pieces.    I'll  disperse  the  cloud 
That  hath  so  long  obscured  a  bloody  act 
Ne'er  equall'd  yet.  You  all  know  with  what  favours 


The  good  Numerianus  ever  graced 
The  provost  Aper  ? 

Guard.  True. 

Dh.  And  that  those  bounties 
Should  have  contained  him  (if  he  e'er  had  leam'd 
The  elements  of  honesty  and  truth) 
In  loyal  duty  :  But  Ambition  never 
Looks  backward  on  Desert,  but  with  blind  haste 
Boldly  runs  on :  But  I  lose  time.  You  are  here 
Commanded  by  this  Aper  to  attend 
The  emperor's  person,  to  admit  no  stranger 
To  have  access  to  him,  or  come  near  his  litter. 
Under  pretence,  forsooth,  his  eyes  are  sore, 
And  his  mind  troubled  :  No,  my  friends,  you  are 
The  good  Numerianus  now  is  past  [cozen'd ; 

The  sense  of  wrong  or  injury. 

{Opent  the  litter,  and  discovert  the  dead  bodp  of 

fiVHERlAHim. 

Guard.  IIow  I  dead  ? 

Dio.  Let  your  own  eyes  inform  you. 

Geta.  An  emperor's  cabinet  ? 
Fough !  I    have    known  a   charnel-house  smell 

sweeter. 
If  emperor's  flesh  have  this  savour,  what  will  mine 
When  I  am  rotten  ?  [do 

1  Guard.  Most  unheard-of  villainy  ! 

2  Guard.  And  with  all  cruelty  to  be  revenged. 

3  Guard.  Who  is  the  murderer?   Name  him, 
Punish  it  in  his  family.  [that  we  may 

Dio.  Who  but  Aper  ? 
The  barbarous  and  most  ingrateful  Aper  ? 
His  desperate  poniard  printed  on  his  breast 
This  deadly  wound.  Hate  to  vow'd  enemies 
Finds  a  full  satisfaction  in  death. 
And  tyrants  seek  no  further  :  He,  a  subject. 
And  bound  by  all  the  ties  of  love  and  duty. 
Ended  not  so ;  but  does  deny  his  prince 
(Whose  ghost,  forbade  a  passage  to  his  rest, 
Mourns  by  the  Stygian  shore)  his  fimeraUrites. 
Nay,  weep  not ;  let  your  loves  speak  in  your  anger ; 
And,  to  confirm  you  gave  no  suffrage  to 
The  damned  plot,  lend  me  your  helping  hands. 
To  wreak  the  parricide ;  and  if  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  Diocles  to  deserve  it. 
Make  him  your  leader. 

Guard.  A  Diocles,  a  Diocles ! 

Dio.  We'll  force  him  frt)m  his  guards.^ — ^And 
now,  my  stars. 
If  you  have  any  good  for  me  in  store. 
Shew  it,  when  I  have  slain  this  fatal  Boar ! 

lExeunL 


SCENE  III.— Rome.    B^ore  the  Capitol. 

Enter  on  a  Cloud,  Dklphia  and  Drvsilla,  in  a  Throne, 
draum  by  Drctgons. 

Delp.  Fix  here,  and  rest  awhile  your  sail-stretched 
wings, 
That  have  out-striptthe  winds.  The  eye  of  Heaven 
Durst  not  behold  your  speed,  but  hid  itself 
Behind  the  grossest  clouds  ;  and  the  pale  moon 
Pluck'd  in  her  silver  horns,  trembling  for  fear 
That  my  strong  spells  should  force  her  from  her 
Such  is  the  power  of  art.  [sphere : 

Dru*.  Good  aunt,  where  are  we  ? 

Deip.  Look   down,    Drusilla,    on  these  lofty 
towers. 
These  spacious  streets,  where  every  private  house 
Appears  a  palace  to  receive  a  king  : 
The  site,  the  wealth,  the  beauty  of  the  place, 
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Will  soon  inform  thee  'tis  imperious  Rome, 
Rome,  the  great  mistress  of  the  conquered  world. 

Dtus,  But,  without  Diocles,  it  is  to  me 
Like  any  wilderness  we  ha^e  pass'd  o'er : 
Shall  I  not  see  him  ? 

Delp.  Yes,  and  in  fiill  glory, 
And  glut  thy  greedy  eyes  with  looking  on 
His  prosperous  success.     Contain  thyself ; 
For  though  all  things  beneath  us  are  transparent, 
The  sharpest-sighted  (were  he  eagle-eyed) 
Cannot  discoTcr  us.  Nor  will  we  hang 
Idle  spectators  to  behold  his  triumph ; 
But,  when  occasion  shall  present  itself, 
Do  something  to  add  to  it. 

BnUr  DiocLBS,  MAzriaiiaAM,  Okta,  Apsapuariied, 
Senators,  Officers,  %pUh  Ou  litter. 

See,  he  comes. 

Drua.  How  god^like  he  appears !  With  tnch  a 
grace. 
The  giants  that  attempted  to  scale  Heaven, 
When  they  lay  dead  on  the  Fhlegrean  plain, 
Mars  did  appear  to  Jove. 

Delp,  Forbear. 

i>to.  Look  on  this,  . 

And  when  with  horror  thou  hast  riew'd  tny  deed, 
Thy  most  accursed  deed,  be  thine  own  judge. 
And  see  (thy  guilt  consider'd)  if  thou  canst 
Persuade  thysdf,  whom  thou  stand'st  bound  to  hate. 
To  hope  or  plead  for  mercy. 

Aper.  I  confess 
My  life's  a  burden  to  me. 

Z>to.  Thou  art  like  thy  name, 
A  cruel  Boar,  whose  snout  hath  rooted  up 
The  fruitful  vineyard  of  the  oommonwealUi. 
I  long  have  hunted  for  thee ;  and  since  now 
Thou  art  in  the  toil,  it  is  in  vain  to  hope 
Thou  ever  shalt  break  out.  Thou  dost  deserve 
The  hangman's  hook,  or  to  be  punished 
More  majorum,  whipt  with  rods  to  death, 
Or  any  way  that  were  more  terrible : 
Yet,  since  my  future  fate  depends  upon  thee. 
Thus  to  fulfil  great  Delphia's  prophecy, 
Aper  (thou  f&tal  Boar)  receive  the  honour 
To  fall  by  Diodes'  hand !— [JSTi/^  Apek.]  Shine 

clear,  my  stars. 
That  usher'd  me  to  taste  this  common  air. 
In  my  entrance  to  the  world,  and  give  applause 
To  this  great  work  I 

Delp,  Strike  music  from  the  spheres  !     iMutic, 

Drut,  Oh,  now  you  honour  me  1 

Dio,  Ha !  in  the  air  ? 

All.  Miraculous  I 

Most,  This  shews  the  gods  approve 
The  person  and  the  act.  Then  if  the  senate 
(For  in  their  eyes  I  read  the  soldiers'  love) 
Think  Diocles  worthy  to  supply  the  place 
Of  dead  Numerianus,  as  he  stands 
His  heir  in  his  revenge,  with  one  consent 
Salute  him  emperor. 

Sen,  Long  Uve  Diocles  I 
Augustus,  Paier  Patrim,  and  all  titles 
That  are  peculiar  only  to  the  Csesars, 
We  gladly  throw  upon  him. 

Guard.  We  confirm  it. 
And  will  defend  his  honour  with  our  swords 
Against  the  world.  Raise  him  to  the  tribunal. 

1  Sen,  Fetch  the  imperial  robes ;  and,  as  a  sign 
We  give  him  absolute  power  of  life  and  death, 
Bind  this  sword  to  his  side. 


2  Sen.  Omit  no  ceremony 
That  may  be  for  bis  honour.  iSonff. 

Maxi,  Still  the  gods 
Express  that  they  are  pleased  with  this  election. 

Geta,  My  master  is  an  emperor,  and  I  feel 
A  senator's  itch  upon  me :  'Would  I  could  hire 
These  fine  invisible  fiddlers  to  play  to  me 
At  my  instalment. 

Dio,  I  embrace  your  loves. 
And  hope  the  honours  that  you  heap  upon  me 
Shall  be  with  strength  supported :  It  shall  be 
My  study  to  appear  another  Atlas, 
To  stand  firm  underneath  this  heaven  of  empire, 
And  bear  it  boldly.     I  desire  no  titles, 
But  as  I  shall  deserve  'em.     I  will  keep 
The  name  I  had,  being  a  private  man. 
Only  with  some  small  difteVence ;  I  will  add 
To  Diocles  but  two  short  pyUables, 
And  be  call'd  Dioclesianus. 

Geta,  That  is  fine  I 
m  follow  the  fashion ;  and,  when  I  am  a  senator, 
I  will  be  no  more  plain  Geta,  but  be  call'd 
Lord  Gretianus. 

Drua,  He  ne'er  thinks  of  me. 
Nor  of  your  fiivour. 

Enter  Ntokr. 

Delp,  If  he  dares  prove  false. 
These  glories  shall  be  to  him  as  a  dream. 
Or  an  enchanted  banquet. 

Niger,  From  Charinus, 
From  great  Charinus,  who  with  joy  hath  heard 
Of  your  proceedings,  and  confirms  your  honours : 
He,  with  his  beauteous  sister,  fair  Aurelia, 
Are  come  in  person,  like  themselves  attended. 
To  gratulate  your  fortune.  ILoud  mutic. 

Dio.  For  thy  news, 
Be  thou  in  France  pro-consul. 

Enter  CHAnofus,  AuBaz.iA,  and  Attendants 

Let  us  meet 
The  emperor  with  all  honour,  and  embrace  him. 

Drua.  Oh,  aunt,  I  fear  this  princess  doth  eclipse 
Tlie  opinion  of  my  beauty,  though  I  were 
Myself  to  be  the  judge  I 

Delp,  Rely  on  me. 

Char,  'Tis  virtue,  and  not  birth,  that  makes  us 
noble : 
Great  actions  speak  great  minds,  and  such  should 

govern ; 
And  yon  are  graced  with  both.  Tlius,  as  a  brother, 
A  feUow,  and  co-partner  in  the  -empire, 
I  do  embrace  you.     May  we  Uve  so  far 
From  difference,  or  emulous  competition. 
That  all  the  world  may  say,  although  two  bodies. 
We  have  one  mind ! 

Aur.  When  I  look  on  the  trunk 
Of  dear  Numerianus,  I  should  wash 
His  wounds  with  tears,  and  pay  a  sister's  sorrow 
To  his  sad  fate ;  but  since  he  lives  again 
In  your  most  brave  revenge,  I  bow  to  you, 
As  to  a  power  that  gave  him  second  life. 
And  will  make  good  my  promise.     If  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  me  that  may  deserve  you, 
And  that  in  being  your  wife,  I  shali  not  bring 
Disquiet  and  dishonour  to  your  bed, 
(Although  my  youth  and  fortune  should  require 
Both  to  be  sued  and  sought  to)  here  I  yield 
Myself  at  your  devotion. 

Dio.  Oh,  you  gods. 
Teach  me  how  to  be  thankful !    You  have  pour'd 
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All  blessiogs  on  me,  that  ambitions  man 
Could  erer  fanqr :  Till  this  happy  minute 
I  ne*er  saw  beaaty,  or  believed  there  could  be 
Pdfection  in  a  woman  I  I  shall  liye 
To  senre  and  honour  yon.     Upon  my  knees 
I  thus  receire  you  ;  and,  so  you  Touchsafe  it* 
Tliis  day  I  am  doubly  married,  to  the  empire, 
And  your  best  self. 

Deip.  False  and  perfidious  villain  ! 

Drtu,  Let  me  ftdl  headlong  on  him !     Oh,  my 
Una  I  foresaw  and  fear'd.  [stars  ! 

Ckar.  Call  forth  a  fiamen. 
This  knot  shall  now  be  tied. 

Deip,  But  I  will  loose  it, 
If  art  or  hell  have  any  strength. 

{ThuruUr  and  lightning. 

Enter  a  Flamen. 
Char.  Prodigious ! 
Mast.  How  soon  the  day*8  o'ercast  I 
Fiamen.  The  signs  are  fotal ; 


Juno  smiles  not  upon  thu  match,  and  'shews  too 
She  has  her  thunder. 

Z>to.  Can  there  be  a  stop 
In  my  full  fortune  ? 

Char.  We  are  too  violent, 
And  I  repent  the  haste :   We  first  should  pay 
Our  latest  duty  to  the  dead,  and  then 
Proceed  discreetly.    Let's  take  up  the  body  ; 
And  when  we  hare  placed  his  ashes  in  his  urn, 
Well  try  the  gods  again ;  for,  wise  men  say, 
Marriage  and  obsequies  do  not  suit  one  day. 

lExeunt  eUt  but  Dki^hia  and  UnvsihLA. 

Deip.  So ;  *tis  deferred  yet,  in  despite  of  false- 
Comfort,  Drusilla ;  for  he  shall  be  thme,     [hood. 
Or  wish,  in  Tain,  he  were  not.     I  will  punish 
His  perjury  to  the  height. — Mount  up,  my  birds. 
Some  rites  I  am  to  perform  to  HecatI, 
To  perfect  my  designs ;  which,  once  performed. 
He  shall  be  made  obedient  to  thy  call. 
Or  in  his  ruin  I  will  bury  all.   iAscend  in  the  throne. 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  h-^Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  MAzunNiAN. 


If&rt.  What  powerful  star  shined  at  this  man's 
I  nativitv, 

\nd  bless'd  his  Lomely  cradle  with  full  glory  ? 
^^t  throngs  of  people  press  and  buz  about  him, 
lod  with  tiidr  hamming  flatteries  sing  him  Cesar  ? 
Snghim  aloud,  and  grow  hoarse  with  saluting  him  ? 
low  die  fierce-minded  soldier  steals  in  to  him, 
Abres  and  courts  his  honour  ?  at  his  devotion 
Ttdr  lives,  their  virtues,  and  their  fortunes  laying  ? 
Ckrinus  sues,  the  emperor  entreats  him. 
Ad,  as  a  brighter  flame,  takes  his  beams  firom 

him ; 
Hubless'd  and  bright  Aurelia,  she  dotes  on  him  ; 
Anc  as  the  god  o^  love,  bums  incense  to  him ; 
An  ^es  live  on  him  :  Yet  I  am  still  Maximinian, 
Stilhbe  same  poor  and  wretched  thing,  his  servant. 
Wha  have  I  got  by  this  ?  where  lies  my  glory  ? 
Howun  I  raised  and  honoured  ?  I  have  gone  as  far 
To  wio  this  pnrblind  honour,  and  have  pass'd 
Aa  xatxj  dangerous  expeditions, 
Aa  DoUe,  and  as  high ;  nay,  in  his  destiny, 
^^hibt'twas  unknown,  have  run  as  many  hazards, 
And  doie  as  much,  sweat  through  as  many  perils ; 
Only  tb  hangman  of  Volutins  Aper, 
Which  .  mistook,  has  made  him  emperor, 
And  mehis  slaye. 

.   Enter  DaLpmA  and  Diutsilla. 

De/p.  8tand  still !  he  cannot  see  us, 
Tni  I  plfeae.   Mark  him  well ;  this  discontentment 
1  have  foiled  into  him,  for  thy  cause,  Drusilla. 

ifoxt.  Can  the  gods  see  this. 
See  it  witl  justice,  and  confer  their  blessings 
On  him,  tiat  never  flung  one  grain  of  incense 
Upon  tiiciraltars  ?  never  bow'd  his  knee  yet  ? 
Aad  I  that  have  march'd  foot  by  foot,  struck 

AM,  whust  le  was  a-gleaning,  have  been  prajring. 
Contemning  lit  base,  covetous 

Delp.^  Not  we'll  be  open.       {Thejf  c(me forward. 

Mast.  Bios  me  1  and  with  all  reverence 

IKneelt. 


Deip.  Stand  up,  son. 
And  wonder  not  at  thy  ungrateful  unde : 
I  know  thy  thoughts,  and  I  appear  to  ease  'em. 

Maxi.  Oh,  mother,  did  I  stand  the  tenth  part 
to  you 
Engaged  and  fetter'd,  as  mine  uncle  does. 
How  would  I  serve,  how  would  I  fall  before  you ! 
The  poorer  powers  we  worship 

Deip.  Peace,  and  flatter  not ; 
Necessity  and  anger  draw  this  from  you. 
Of  'both  which  I  will  quit  you.     For  your  uncle 
I  spoke  this  honour,  and  it  fell  upon  him. 
Feu  to  his  full  content :  He  has  forgot  me. 
For  all  my  care,  forgot  me,  and  his  vow  too ; 
As  if  a  dream  had  yanish'd,  so  he  has  lost  me, 
And  I  him ;  let  him  now  stand  fast !  Come  hither  ; 
My  care  is  now  on  you. 

Maxi.  Oh,  blessed  mother ! 

Deip,  Stand  still,  and  let  me  work. — So  1 — Now, 
Maximinian, 
Go,  and  appear  in  court,  and  eye  Aurelia ; 
Believe  what  I  have  done  concerns  you  highly. 
Stand  in  her  view,  make  your  addresses  to  her ; 
She  is  the  stair  of  honour.    I'll  say  no  more. 
But  Fortune  is  your  servant :  Go. 

Maxi,  With  reverence. 
All  this  as  holy  truths lExit, 

Deip.  Believe,  and  prosper. 

Drtis.  Yet  all  this  cures  not  me  !     But  as  much 
As  much  belief  from  Dioclesian [credit, 

Deip.  Be  not  dejected  ;  I  have  wam'd  you  often, 
The  proudest  thoughts  he  has  I'll  humble. — Who's 
this? 

Enter  Gcta,  Liotors,  and  Soiton^  with  petitions. 

Oh,  'tis  the  fool  and  knave  grown  a  grave  officer. 
Here's  hot  and  high  preferment. 

Geta.  What's  your  bill  ? 
For  gravel  for  the  Appian  way,  and  pills  ? 
Is  the  way  rheumatic  ? 

1  Suit.  "lis  piles,  an't  please  you. 

Geta.  Remove  me  those  piles  to  Port  Esquiline, 
Fitter  the  place,  my  ftiend  :  you  shall  be  paid. 

1  Suit,  I  thank  your  worship. 
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Geta.  Thank  me  when  joa  have  it. 
Thank  me  another  way,  yon  are  an  aas  elae : 
I  know  my  office.    Yoa  are  for  the  street!,  nr. 
Lord,  how  ye  throng  I    That  knave  haa  eaten  gar- 
Whip  him,  and  bring  him  back.  [lick  ; 

3  SuU,  I  beseech  your  worship  ; 

Here's  an  old  reckoning  for  the  dang  and  dirt,  sir. 
Geia,  It  stinks  like  thee ;  away  !     Yet  let  him 
tarry  ; 
His  bill  shall  quit  his  breath.    Give  your  petitions 
In  seemly  sort,  and  keep  your  hats  off,  decently. 

[JUads. 

'^For  scouring  the  water-courses  through  the 
A  fine  periphrasis  of  a  kennel-raker  !  [cities  \" 
Did  you  scour  all,  my  friend?    You  had  some 

business ; 
Who  shall  scour  you  ?  You  are  to  be  paid  I  take  it. 
When  surgeons  swear  you  haye  performed  your 

4  Suit.  Your  worship's  merry.  [office. 
Geta,  We  must  be  sometimes  witty, 

To  knick  a  knare ;  'tis  as  useful  as  our  gravity. 
I'll  take  no  more  petitions :  I  am  pester'd ! 
Give  me  some  rest. 

4  SuU,  1  have  brought  the  gold,  an't  please  you, 
About  the  place  you  promised. 

Geia,  See  him  enter'd. 
How  does  your  daughter  ? 

4  Suit,  Better  your  worship  thinks  of  her.' 

Geta,  This  is  with  the  least    But  let  me  see 
your  daughter : 
*Tls  a  good  forw^d  maid  ;  I'll  join  her  with  you. — 
I  do  beseech  ye  leave  me  ! 

Liot.  Ye  see  the  edile*s  busy. 

Geta,  And  look  to  your  places,  or  I'll  make  ye 
smoke  else  I — 
Sirrah,  I  drank  a  cup  of  wine  at  your  house  yester- 
A  good  smart  wine.  L'^7* 

Liet,  Send  him  the  piece ;  he  likes  it. 

Geta*  And  eat  the  best  wild  boar  at  that  same 
farmer's. 

2  Suit,  I  have  half  left  yet ;  your  worship  shall 
command  it. 

Geta,  A  bit  will  serve.    Give  me  some  rest! 
Gods  help  me. 
How  shall  I  labour  when  I  am  a  senator  1 

Delp,  'Tis  a  fit  place  indeed. — 'Save  your  mas- 
Do  you  know  us,  sir?  [tership ! 

Geta,  These  women  are  still  troublesome. 
There  be  houses   providing  for   such  wretched 

women. 
And  some  small  rents  to  set  ye  a-spinning. 

Drus.  Sir, 
We  are  no  spinsters  ;  nor,  if  you  look  upon  us, 
So  wretched  as  you  take  us. 

Delp,  Does  your  mightiness, 
That  is  a  great  destroyer  of  your  memory, 
Yet  understand  our  faces  ? 

Geta,  Pr'ythee  keep  off,  woman ! 
It  is  not  fit  I  should  know  every  creature. 
Although  I  have  been  familiar  with  thee  heretofore, 
I  must  not  know  thee  now ;  my  place  neglects  thee. 
Yet,  because  I  deign  a  glimpse  of  your  remem- 
brances. 
Give  me  your  suits,  and  wait  me  a  month  hence. 

Delp,  Our  suits  are,  sir,  to  see  the  emperor. 
The  emperor  Dioclesisn,  to  speak  to  him, 
And  not  to  wait  on  you.  We  have  told  you  all,  sir. 

Geta,  I  laugh  at  your  simplicity,  poor  women. 
See  the  emperor  ?  Why,  you  are  deceived ;  now 
The  emperor  appears  but  once  in  seven  years. 


And  Chen  he  dunes  not  on  inch  weeds  as  yon  are. — 
Forward,  and  keep  your  state  :  and  keep  beggars 

Drue,  Here  is  a  pretty  youth.  [from  me. 

lExeuHt  Gmta,  Liotors,  and  Suitoni. 

Delp,  He  shall  be  pretty. 
Or  I  will  want  my  will.  Since  you  are  so  high,  sir, 
I'll  raise  you  higher,  or  my  art  shall  fail  me. — 

Bnttr  DiocLxsiAN. 

Stand  close ;  he  comes. 

Dio,  How  am  I  cross'd  and  tortured  ! 
My  most-wish'd  happiness,  my  lovely  mistress, 
That  must  make  good  my  hopes,  and  link   my 

greatness. 
Yet  severed  from  mine  arms !      Tell  me,  high 

Heaven, 
How  have   I  sinn'd,  that  you  should  speak  in 

thunder. 
In  horrid  thunder,  when  my  heart  was  ready 
To  leap  into  her  breast  ?  the  priest  was  ready  ? 
The  joyful  virgins  and  the  young  men  ready  ? 
When  Hymen  stood,  with  all  his  flames  about  him, 
Blessing  the  bed  ?  the  house  with  full  joy  sweating  ? 
And  Expectation,  like  the  Roman  eagle. 
Took  stand,  and  call'd  all  eyes?    It  was  your 

honour ; 
And,  ere  you  give  it  full,  do  you  destroy  it  ? 
Or  was  there  some  dire  star,  some  devil,  that  did  it  ? 
Some  sad  malignant  angel  to  mine  honour  ? 
With  you  I  dare  not  rage. 

Delp,  With  me  thou  canst  not, 
Though  it  was  I.  Nay,  look  not  pale  and  frighted  ^ 
I'll  fright  thee  more :    With  me  thou  canst  net 

quarrel. 
I  raised  the  thunder  to  rebuke  thy  falsehood, 
(Look  here)  to  her  thy  falsehood.     Now  be  ang^. 
And  be  as  great  in  evU  as  in  empire. 

Dio,  Bless  me,  ye  powers  ! 

Delp,  Thou  hast  full  need  of  blessing. 
'Twas  I  that,  at  thy  great  inauguration. 
Hung  in  the  air  unseen ;  'twas  1  that  honour'dchee 
With  various  musics,  and  sweet-sounding  airs; 
'Twas  I  inspired  the  soldier's  heart  with  wonler. 
And  made  him  throw  himself  with  love  and  dity. 
Low  at  thy  feet ;  'twas  I  that  fiz'd  him  to  tlee. 
But  why  did  I  all  this  ?  To  keep  thy  honest;. 
Thy  vow,  and  faith  :  That  once  forgot  and  sighted, 
Aurelia  in  regard,  the  marriage  ready. 
The  priest  and  all  the  ceremonies  present, 
'Twas  I  that  thunder'd  loud,  'twas  I  that  thraten'd, 
'Twas  I  that  cast  a  dark  face  over  Heaven. 
And  smote  ye  all  with  terror. 

Drus,  Yet  consider, 
As  you  are  noble,  as  I  have  deserved  youi 
For  yet  you  are  free :  If  neither  faith  nor  promise, 
The  deeds  of  elder  times,  may  be  rememler'd, 
Let  these  new-dropping  tears,  (for  I  stiUlove  you) 
These  handa  held  up  to  Heaven 

Dio,  1  must  not  pity  you  ; 
'Tis  not  wise  in  me. 

Delp,  How !  not  wise  ? 

Dio,  Nor  honourable. 
A  princess  is  my  love,  and  dotes  upor  me ; 
A  fair  and  lovely  princess  is  my  mistsss : 
I  am  an  emperor.     Consider,  Prophdess, 
Now  my  embraces  are  for  queens  anc  princesses. 
For  ladies  of  high  mark,  for  divine  bauties : 
To  look  so  low  as  this  dieap  commm  sweetness 
Would  speak  me  base,  my  names  and  (lories  nothing. 
I  grant  1  made  a  vow  ;  what  was  I  Chen  ? 
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As  die  if  now,  of  no  sort,  (hope  made  me  pnomlse) 
Bat  [as]   now  I  am,    to   keep  this  tow  were 

monstrous, 
A  madness,  and  a  low  inglorious  fondness. 
Delp,  Take  heed,  proud  man ! 
Drus.  Princes  may  love  with  titles, 
But  I  with  truth. 

Delp,  Take  heed  !  Here  stands  thy  destiny ; 
Ilij  fitte  here  follows. 

Dio,  Thou  doting  sorceress, 
Wouldsthaye  me  love  this  thing,  that  is  not  worthy 
To  kneel  unto  my  saint,  to  kiss  her  shadow  ? 
Gfeat  princes  are  her  slares  ;  selected  beauties 
Bov  at  her  beck ;  the  mighty  Persian's  daughter 
(Bright  as  the  breaking  East,  as  mid-day  glorious) 
Waits  her  comnumds,  and  grows  proud  in  her 

pleasures. 
rU  see  her  honoured ;  some  match  I  shall  think  of. 
That  diall  advance  ye  both  ;  mean  time,  I'll  favour 
ye.  lExU, 

Delp.  Meantime,  I'll  haunt  thee ! — Cry  not, 
wench  ;  be  confident. 
Ere  long,  thou  shalt  more  pity  him  (observe  me) 
And  pity  him  in  truth,  than  now  thou  seek'st  him  : 
My  art  and  I  are  yet  companions.     Come,  girl. 

lExeunt, 

SCENE  II The  Court  of  the  Edile. 

GtKA  disewered  fn  his  chair  ;  Lictors  and  Suitors  about 

him, 

Geta,  I  am  too  merciful,  I  find  it,  friends. 
Of  too  soft  a  nature,  to  be  an  officer ; 
1  bear  too  much  remorse. 

1  Liet.  'Tis  your  own  fault,  sir ; 

For,  look  yon,  one  so  newly  warm  in  office 
Shook!  lay  about  him  blindfold,  like  true  justice  : 
Hit  where  it  will,  the  more  you  whip  and  hang,  sir, 
(Though  without    cause;   let  that  declare  itself 
The  more  you  are  admired.  [afterward) 

Geta,  1  think  I  shall  be. 

2  Lkt.  Your  worship  is  a  man  of  a  spare  body. 
And  prone  to  anger. 

Geta.  Nay,  I  will  be  angry ; 
And  the  best  is,  I  need  not  shew  my  reason. 

2  Lict,  You  need  not,  sir ;  your  place  is  without 
reason; 
And  what  you  want  in  growth  and  full  proportion, 
Make  up  in  rule  and  rigour. 

Getm.  A  rare  counsellor ! 
Instruct  me  further.     Is  it  fit,  my  friends* 
The  emperor,  my  master  Dioclesian, 
Should  now  remember  or  the  times  or  manners 
Hue  call'd  him  plain  down  Diocles  ? 

1  Liet,  He  must  not ; 

It  stands  not  with  his  royalty. 

Geta.  I  grant  ye, 
I  bemg  then. the  edile  Getianus, 
A  man  of  place,  and  judge,  is  it  held  requisite 
I  should  commit  to  my  consideration 
Those  rascals  of  removed  and  ragged  hours, 
That  with  unreverend  mouths  call'd  me  slave  Geta  ? 

2  Liet,  You  must  forget  their  names;    your 

honour  bids  you. 

Geta.  I  do  forget ;  but  I  will  hang  their  natures. 
1  will  ascend  my  place,  which  is  of  justice ; 
And,  Mercy,  I  forget  Uiee. 

SftU.  A  rare  magistrate  ! 
Another  Solon  sure. 

Geta,  Bring  out  the  offenders. 


I  Liet.  There  are  none  yet,  sir ;  but  no  doubt 
there  will  be. 
But^if  you  please  touch  tome  tilings  of  those 
natures — 
Geta.  And  am  I  ready,  and  mine  anger  too. 
The  melancholy  of  a  magistrate  upon  me. 
And  no  offenders  to  execute  my  fury  ? 
Ha !  no  offenders,  knaves  ? 

1  Liet,  There  are  knaves  indeed,  sir ; 

But  we  hope  shortly  to  have  'em  for  your  worship. 
Geta,  No  men  to  hang  or  whip  ?    Are  ye  good 
officers. 
That  provide  no  fuel  for  a  judge's  fury  ? 
In  this  place  something  must  be  done  ;  this  chair, 

I  tell  ye. 
When  I  sit  down,  must  savour  of  severity : 
Therefore,  I  warn  ye  all,  bring  me  lewd  people, 
Or  Ukely  to  be  lewd,  (twigs  must  be  cropt  too  ;) 
Let  me  have  evil  persons  in  abundance. 
Or  make  'em  evil ;  'tis  all  one,  do  but  say  so. 
That  I  may  have  fit  matter  for  a  magistrate. 
And  let  me  work.     If  I  sit  empty  once  more. 
And  lose  my  longing,  as  I  am  true  Edile, 
And  as  I  hope  to  rectify  my  country. 
You  are  those  scabs  111  scratch  off  from  the  com- 
monwealth, 
You  are  those  rascals  of  the  state  I  treat  of;   . 
And  you  shall  find  and  feel 

2  Liet,  You  shall  have  many. 
Many  notorious  people. 

Geta.  Let  'em  be  people. 
And  take  ye  notorious  to  yourselves.     Mark  me. 
And  you  the  rest  of  my  officials  ;        [my  Lictors, 
If  1  be  angry,  (as  my  place  will  ask  it) 
And  want  fit  matter  to  dispose  my  authority, 
I'll  hang  a  hundred  of  ye :  I'll  not  stay  longer. 
Nor  inquire  no  further  into  your  offences  ; 
It  is  sufficient  that  I  find  no  criminals. 
And  therefore  I  must  make  some  ;  if  I  cannot, 
Suffer  myself ;  for  so  runs  my  commission. 

Suit.  An  admirable,  zealous,  and  true  justice  ! 

1  Liet.  I  cannot  hold !  If  there  be  any  people. 
Of  what  degree  soever,  or  what  quality, 
That  would  behold  the  wonderful  works  of  justice 
In  a  new  officer,  a  man  conceal'd  yet. 
Let  him  repair,  and  see,  and  hear,  and  wonder 
At  the  most  wise  and  gracious  Getianus  ! 

Enter  Dblphla  and  Dbusilla. 

Geta.  This  qualifies  a  little. — ^What  are  these  ? 

Delp,  You  shall  not  mourn  still :     Times  of 
recreation. 
To  allay  this  sadness,  must  be  sought. — -What's 
A  superstitious  flock  of  senseless  people       [here  ? 
Worshipping  a  sign  in  office  ? 

Geta.  Lay  hold  on  her,  [Guards  seixe  her. 

And  hold  her  fast. 

She  will  slip  through  your  fingers  like  an  eel  else ; 
I  know  her  tricks.  Hold  her,  I  say,  and  bind  her  ; 
Or,  bang  her  first,  and  then  I'll  tell  her  wherefore. 

Delp.  What  have  I  done  ? 

Geta.  Thou  hast  done  enough  to  undo  thee  ; 
Thou    hast   pressed   to  the  emperor's  presence 

vrithout  my  warrant, 
I  being  his  key  and  image. 

Delp.  You  are  an  image  indeed, 
And  of  the  coarsest  stuff,  and  the  worst  making. 
That  e'er  I  look'd  on  yet : 
I'll  make  as  good  an  image  of  an  ass. 

Geta.  Besides,  thou  art  a  woman  of  a  lewd  life. 
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Deip,  I  am  no  whore,  sir ;  nor  no  common  fame 
Has  yet  proclum'd  me  to  the  people  Tidous. 

Geta.  Thon  art  to  me  a  damnable  lewd  woman, 
Which  is  as  much  as  all  the  people  swore  it 
I  know  thou  art  a  keeper  of  tame  devils : 
And  whereas  great  and  grave  men  of  my  place 
Can  bj  the  laws  be  allow'd  but  one  a-piece, 
For  their  own  services  and  recreations, 
Thou,  like  a  traitorous  quean,  keep'st  twenty  devils, 
Twenty  in  ordinary  I 

Delp.  Fray  you,  sir,  be  pacified : 
If  that  be  all,  and  if  you  want  a  servant. 
You  shall  have  one  of  mine  shall  serve  for  nothing, 
Faithful,  and  diligent,  and  a  wise  devil  too ; 
Think  for  what  end. 

Geta.  Let  her  alone :  'Tis  useful ; 

[Guards  reUa$t  her. 
We  men  of  business  must  use  speedy  servants. 
Let  me  see  your  fieunily. 

Delp.  Think  but  one,  he  is  ready. 

Geia,  A  devil  for  intelligence  ?  No,  no, 
He'll,  lie  beyond  all  travellers.    A  state-devil  ? 
Neither ;  he  will  undo  me  at  mine  own  weapon. 
For  execution  ?    He  will  hang  me  too. 
I  would  have  a  handsome,  pleasant,  and  a  fine  she- 
To  entertain  the  ladies  that  come  to  me ;      [devil, 
A  travelled  devil  too,  that  speaks  the  tongues. 
And  a  neat  carving  devil. 

IMutie,   DcLPHiA  cat^ures. 

Enter  a  She-devU. 

Delp.  Be  not  fearful. 

Geia.  A  pretty  brown  devil,  i'faith.    May  I  not 
kiss  her? 

Delp.  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too ;  she  is  your 
Fear  not,  her  lips  are  cool  enough.  [servant. 

Geia.  She  is  marvellous  well  mounted.    What's 

Delp.  Lucifera.  [her name? 

Geta,  Come  hither,  Lucifera,  and  kiss  me. 

Delp.  Let  her  sit  on  your  knee. 

Geta,  The  chair  turns !  Hey,  boys ! 
Pleasant,  i'faith  !  and  a  fine  fsMsetious  devil.  [.Dance. 

Delp.  She  would  whisper  in  your  ear,  and  tell 
you  wonders. 

Geta.  Come  ! — ^What's  her  name  ? 

Delp.  Lucifera. 

Geta.  Come,  Lucie ; 
Come,  speak  thy  mind. — I  am  certain  burnt  to 
ashes !  iExeunt  all  but  Geta. 

I  have  a  kind  of  glass-house  in  my  cod-piece ! 
Are  these  the  flames  of  state  ?    I  am  roasted  over, 
Over,  and  over-roasted.     Is  this  office  ? 
The  (Measure  of  authority  ?     I'll  no  more  on't ; 
Till  I  can  punish  devils  too,  I'll  quit  it. 
Some  other  trade  now,  and  some  course  less  dan- 
gerous, 
Or  certai^y  I'll  tile  again  for  two-penoe.      lExU. 


SCENE  III.— ^n  Apartment  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  CHAiuinni,  AinutLrA,  Cassaha,  Ambaaaadora,  and 

Attendanta. 

Aur,  Never  dispute  with  me ;  you  cannot  have 
her. 
Nor  name  the  greatness  of  your  king;  I  scorn  him. 
Your  knees  to  me  are  nothing ;  should  he  bow  too, 
It  were  his  duty,  and  my  power  to  slight  him. 

Char.  She  is  her  woman,  (never  sue  to  me) 
And  in  her  power  to  render  her  or  keep  her ; 


And  she,  my  sister,  not  to  be  compell'd. 
Nor  have  her  own  snatch'd  from  her. 

Atnb,  We  desire  not, 
fiut  for  what  ransom  she  shall  please  to  think  of; 
Jewels,  or  towns,  or  provinces. 

Aur.  No  ransom ; 
No,  not  your  king's  own  head,  his  crown  upon  it. 
And  all  the  low  subjections  of  his  people. 

Amb.  Fair  princes  should  have  tender  thoughts* 

Aur.  Is  she  too  good 
To  wait  upon  the  mighty  emperor's  sister  ? 
What  princess  of  that  sweetness,  or  that  excellence. 
Sprung  from  the  proudest  and  the  mightiest  mo- 

narchs. 
But  may  be  highly  blest  to  be  my  servant  ? 

Cat,  'Tis  most  true,  mighty  lady. 

Aur.  Has  my  fair  usage 
Made  you  so  much  despise  me  and  your  fortune. 
That  you  grow  weary  of  my  entertainments  ? 
Henceforward,  as  you  are,  I  wiU  command  you, 
And  as  you  were  ordain'd,  my  prisoner, 
My  slave,  and  one  I  may  dispose  of  any  way ; 
No  more  my  fair  companion.    Tell  your  king  so  ; 
And  if  he  had  more  sisters,  I  would  have  'em, 
And  use  'em  as  I  please.    You  have  your  answer. 

Amb,  We  must  take  some  other  way :   Force 
must  compel  it.         IExeunt  Ambassadors. 

Enter  MAZiMnjAN. 

Maxi,  [Apart.]   Now,  if  thou  be'st  a  pro- 
phetess,  and  canst  do 
Things  of  that  wonder  that  thy  tongue  delivers, 
Canst  raise  me  too,  I  shall  be  bound  to  speak  thee: 
I  half  believe ;  confirm  the  other  to  me, 
And  monuments  to  all  succeeding  ages, 

Of  thee,  and  of  thy  piety Now  she  eyes  me. 

Now  work,  great  power  of  art !     She  moves  unto 

me : 
How  sweet,  how  fair,  and  lovely  her  asp^ts  are  I 
Her  eyes,  like  bright  Eoan  flames,  shoot  through 
me. 

Aur.  Oh,  my  fair  friend,  where  have  you  been? 

Maxi.  What  am  I  ? 
What  does  she  take  me  for  .>    Work  still,  work 
strongly  I 

Aur,  Where  have  you  fled  my  loves  and  my  em. 

Maxi.  I  am  beyond  my  wits !  [braces  ? 

Aur.  Can  one  poor  thunder. 
Whose  causes  are  as  common  as  his  noises, 
Make  you  defer  your  lawful  and  free  pleasures  ? 
Strike  terror  to  a  soldier's  heart,  a  monarch's  ? 
Through  all  the  fires  of  angry  Heaven,  through 

tempests 
That  sing  of  nothing  but  destruction, 
Even  underneath  the  bolt  of  Jove,  then  ready. 
And  aiming  dreadfully,  I  would  seek  you» 
And  fly  into  your  arms. 

Maxi.  I  shall  be  mighty. 
And  (which  I  never  knew  yet)  I  am  goodly ; 
For  certain,  a  most  handsome  man. 

Char,  Fy,  sister ! 
What  a  forgetful  weakness  is  this  in  you  I 
What  a  light  presence !  These  are  words  and  offers 
Due  only  to  your  husband,  Dioclesisn ; 
This  free  behaviour  only  fais. 

Aur,  'Tis  strange, 
That  only  empty  names  compel  affections : 
This  man  you  see,  give  him  what  name  or  title. 
Let  it  be  ne'er  so  poor,  ne'er  so  despised,  brother, 
This  lovely  man—- 
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Mori,  Though  I  be  hang*d,  Til  forward  I 
For,  certain,  I  am  excellent,  and  knew  not. 

Aur.  This  rare  and  sweet  yonng  man — See  how 
he  looks,  sir. 

Mturi,  I'U  jostle  hard,  dear  uncle. 

Jur.  This  thing,  I  say. 
Let  him  be  what  he  will,  or  bear  what  fortune, 
This  most  uneqaall'd  man,  this  spring  of  beauty, 
Deserres  the  bed  of  Juno. 

Char»  You  are  not  mad  ? 

Mast,  I  hope  she  be;  I  am  sure  I  am  little  better. 

Aur.  Oh,  fair,  sweet  man ! 

Ckmr,  For  shame,  refrain  this  impudence  I 

Man.  Would  I  had  her  alone,  that  I  might  seal 
this  blessing ! 
Sue,  sure  she  should  not  beg.  If  this  continue, 
As  I  hope  Heaven  it  will,  uncle,  I'll  nick  you, 
ru  nick  you,  by  this  life!  Some  would  fear  killing 
In  the  pursuit  now  of  so  rare  a  venture  : 
I  am  covetous  to  die  for  such  a  beauty. 

Enter  Dioclksian. 

Mine  uncle  comes ;  now,  if  she  stand,  I  am  happy. 

Char.  Be  right  again,  for  honour's  sake  1 

Dio.  Fair  naistress 

Aur,  What  man  is  this  ?    Away  !  what  saucy 
feUow  ? 
Dare  any  such  base  groom  press  to  salute  me  ? 

Dio.  Have  you  forgot  me,  fair  ?  or  do  you  jest 
with  me  ? 
Illtell  you  what  I  am.  Come,  pray  you  look  lovely. 
Nothing  but  frowns  and  scorns  ? 

Aur.  Who  is  this  fellow  1 

Dio.  I'll  tell  you  who  I  am ;  I  am  your  husband. 

Aur.  Husband  to  me  ? 

Dio.  To  you.     I  am  Diodesian. 

Mojn,  More  of  this  sport,  and  I  am  made,  old 
mother ! 
Elect  but  this  thou,  hast  begun 

Dio.  I  am  he,  lady. 
Revenged  your  brother's  death,  slew  cruel  Aper ; 
I  am  his  the  soldier  courts,  the  empire  honours. 
Tour  brother  loves ;  am  he,  my  lovely  mistress. 
Will  make  yon  empress  of  t^e  world. 

Mtuti.  Still  exceUent! 
Now  I  see  too,  mine  uncle  may  be  cozen'd ; 
An  emperor  may  suffer  like  another. 
Wdl  said,  old  mother  I  hold  but  up  this  miracle — 

Aur,  Thou  liest !  thou  art  not  he ;  thou  a  brave 
feUow  ? 

Char.  Is  there  no  shame,  no  modesty,  in  women? 

Aur,  Thou  one  of  high  and  full  mark  ? 

Dio,  Gods,  what  ails  she  ? 

Aur,  Generous  and  noble  ?  Fyl  thou  liest  most 
basely. 
Thy  hee^  and  all  asp^  upon  thee,  tells  me 
Thou  art  a  poor  Dalmatian  slave,  a  low  thing. 
Not  worth  the  name  of  Roman :  Stand  off  further! 

Dio.  What  may  this  mean  ? 

Aur.  Come  hiUier,  my  Endymion  ; 
Come,  shew  thyself,  and  all  eyes  be  bless*d  in  thee ! 

Dio.  Ha!  what  is  this? 

Aur.  Thou,  fair  star  that  I  live  by. 
Look  lovely  on  me,  break  into  full  brightness  ! 
hock ;  here's  a  face  now  of  another  making, 
Another  mould ;  here's  a  divine  proportion ; 
Eyes  fit  for  Phoebus'  self,  to  gild  the  world  with ; 
And  there's  a  brow  arch*d  like  the  state  of  Heaven : 
IdKk  how  it  bends,  and  with  what  radiance. 
As  if  the  synod  of  die  gods  sat  under : 


Look  there,  and  wonder!    Now  behold  that  fellow. 
That  admirable  thing,  cut  with  an  axe  out< 

Maxi.  Old  woman,  though  I  cannot  give  thee 

recompence,  lAtide, 

Yet,  certainly,  I'll  make  thy  name  as  glorious 

Dio,  Is  this  in  truth  ? 

Char.  She  is  mad,  and  you  must  pardon  her. 

Dio.  She  hangs  upon  him ;  see  1 

Char.  Her  fit  is  strong  now. 
Be  not  you  passionate. 

Dio,  She  kisses ! 

Char.  Let  her ; 
'Tis  but  the  fondness  of  her  fit. 

Dio.  I  am  fool'd  ! 
And  if  I  suffer  this 

Char,  Pray  you,  friend,  be  pacified ; 
This  will  be  off  anon.     She  goes  in.  lExit  Aurblu. 

Dio.  Sirrah! 

Maxi.  What  say  you,  sir  f 

Die  How  dare  thy  lips,  thy  base  lips 

Maxi,  I  am  your  kinsman,  sir,  and  no  such  base 
I  sought  no  kisses,  nor  I  had  no  reason  [one. 

To  kick  the  princess  from  me  ;  'twas  no  manners : 
I  never  yet  compell'd  her ;  of  her  courtesy 
What  she  bestows,  sir,  I  am  thankful  for. 

Dio.  Be  gone,  villain  ! 

Maxi.  I  will,  and  I  will  go  off  with  that  glory. 
And  magnify  my  fate.  lExit. 

Dio.  Good  brother,  leave  me : 
I  am  to  myself  a  trouble  now. 

Char.  I  am  sorry  for't. 
You'll  find  it  but  a  woman-fit  to  try  you. 

Dio,  It  may  be  so ;  I  hope  so. 

Char.  1  am  ashamed,  and  what  I  think  I  blush  at. 

iExU. 

Dio.  What  misery  hath  my  great  fortune  bred 
me! 
And  how  far  must  I  suffer  !     Poor  and  low  states, 
Though  they  know  wants  and  hungers,  know  not 

these, 
Know  not  these  killing  fates :  Little  contents  them, 
And  with  that  little  they  live  kings,  commanding 
And  ordering  both  their  ends  and  loves.     Oh, 

Honour ! 
How  greedily  men  seek  thee,  and,  once  purchased. 
How  many  enemies  to  man's  peace  bring'st  thou ! 
How  many  griefig  and  sorrows,  that  like  sheers. 
Like  ftital  sheers,  are  sheering  off  our  lives  still ! 
How  many  sad  eclipses  do  we  shine  through ! 
When  I  presumed  I  was  bless'd  in  this  fair  woman — 
Enter  Dblphsa  and  Drusilla  veiled,  and  stand  apart. 

Delp.  Behold  him  now,  and  tell  me  how  thou 
likest  him. 

Dio,  When  all  my  hopes  were  up,  and  Fortune 
dealt  me 
Even  for  the  greatest  and  the  happiest  monarch. 
Then  to  be  cozen'd,  to  be  cheated  basely'! 
By  mine  own  kinsman  cross'd  1     Oh,  villain  kins- 
man! 
Curse  of  my  blood !  because  a  little  younger, 
A  little  smoother-faced !     Oh,  false,  false  woman. 
False  and  forgetful  of  thy  foith  !     I'U  kill  him. 
But  can  I  kill  her  hate  too  ?   No.     He  wooes  not, 
Nor  worthy  is  of  death  ;  because  she  follows  him. 
Because  she  courts  him,  shall  I  kill  an  innocent  ? 
Oh,  Diodes !  'Would  thou  hadst  never  known  this, 
Nor  surfeited  upon  this  sweet  ambition, 
That  now  lies  bitter  at  thy  heart !     Oh,  Fortune, 
That  thou  hast  none  to  fool  and  blow  like  bubbles. 
But  kings,  and  their  contents ! 
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ACT   IT. 


Delp,  What  think  you  now,  ^rl  7 

Drtw.  Upon  my  life,  I  pity  his  misfortune. 
See  how  he  weeps  I  I  cannot  hold. 

Delp.  Away,  fool ! 
He  most  weep  bloody  tears  before  thoa  hast  him. — 
How  fare  you  now,  brave  Dioclesian  ? 

[ComeM  forward* 
What !  lazy  in  your  loves  ?  Has  too  much  pleasure 
DuU'd  your  most  mighty  faculties  ? 

Dto.  Art  thou  there, 
More  to  torment  me  ?    Dost  thou  come  to  mock 
me? 

Delp.  I  do !  and  I  do  laugh  at  all  thy  sufferings : 
I,  that  have  wrought  'em,  come  to  scorn  &iy 

wailings. 
I  told  thee  once,  ''  This  is  thy  fiite,  this  woman ; 
And  as  thou  usest  her,  so  thou  shalt  prosper." 
It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  turn  this  destiny, 
Nor  stop  the  torrent  of  those  miseries 
(If  thou  neglect'st  her  still)  shall  fall  upon  thee. 
Sigh  that  thou  art  dishonest,  false  of  faith. 
Proud,  and  dost  think  no  pofrer  can  cross  thy 

pleasures  ; 
Thou  wilt  find  a  fate  above  thee. 

Drus,  €rood  aunt,  speak  mildly : 
See  how  he  looks  and  suffers. 

Dio,  I  find  and  feel,  woman, 
That  I  am  miserable. 

Delp.  Thou  art  most  miserable. 

Dio.  That  as  I  am  the  most,  I  am  most  miser- 
But  didst  thou  work  this  ?  [able. 

Delp.  Yes,  and  will  pursue  it 

Dio.  Stay  there,   and  have  some  pity.    Fair 
Drusilla, 
Let  me  persuade  thy  mercy,  (thou  hast  loved  me) 
Although  I  know  my  suit  will  sound  unjustly. 
To  make  thy  love  the  means  to  lose  itself. 
Have  pity  on  me  1 

Drttj.  I  will  do. 

Delp.  Peace,  niece ! 
Although  this  softness  may  become  your  love. 
Your  care  must  scorn  it.    Let  him  still  contemn 

thee. 
And  still  ril  work ;  the  same  affection 
He  ever  shews  to  thee,  be  it  sweet  or  bitter. 
The  same  Aurelia  shall  shew  him  ;  no  further : 
Nor  shall  the  wealth  of  all  his  empire  free  this. 


Dio.  I  must  speak  fair. — Lovely  young  maid, 
forgive  me, 
Look  gently  on  my  sorrows !  You  that  grieve  too, 
I  see  it  in  your  eyes,  and  thus  I  meet  it. 

IKiwether. 
Drue.  Oh,  aunt,  I  am  bless'd  I 
Dio.  Be  not  both  young  and  cruel  ; 
Again  I  beg  it,  thus. 

Enter  Aub,eua. 

Drue.  Thus,  sir,  I  grant  it. 
He's  mine  own  now,  aunt. 

Delp.  Not  yet,  girl ;  thou  art  cosen'd. 

Aur.  Oh,  my  dear  lord,  how  have  I  wrong'd 
your  patience ! 
How  wander'd  from  the  truth  of  my  affections  ! 
How,  like  a  wanton  fool,  shunn'd  that  I  loved  most ! 
But  you  are  full  of  goodness  to  forgive,  sir. 
As  I  of  grief  to  beg,  and  shame  to  take  it : 
Sure  I  was  not  myself !  some  strange  illusion. 
Or  what  you  please  to  pardon 

Dio.  All,  my  dearest ; 
All,  my  delight !  and  with  more  pleasure  take  thee. 
Than  if  there  had  been  no  such  dream ;  for,  certain. 
It  was  no  more. 

Aur.  Now  you  have  sealed  forgiveness, 
I  take  my  leave  ;  and  the  gods  keep  your  goodness ! 

lExit. 

Delp.  You  see  how  kindness  prospers  :  Be  but 
so  kind 
To  marry  her,  and  see  then  what  new  fortunes. 
New  joys  and  pleasures,  far  beyond  this  lady, 
Beyond  her  greatness  too 

Dio.  m  die  a  dog  first ! 
Now  I  am  reconciled,  I  will  enjoy  her 
In  spite  of  all  thy  spirits,  and  thy  witchcrafts. 

Delp.  Thou  shalt  not,  fool  I 

Dio.  I  will,  old  doting  devil ! 
And  wert  thou  any  thing  but  air  and  spirit, 
My  sword  should  tell  thee 

Delp.  I  contemn  thy  threatenings ; 
And  thou  shalt  know  I  hold  a  power  above  thee. — 
We  must  remove  Aurelia.  Come. — Farewell,  fool ! 
When  thou  shalt  see  me  next,  thou  shalt  bow  to 
me. 

Dto.  Look  thou  appear  no  more  to  cross  my 
pleasures !  lExeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Chorus. 


So  fuU  of  matter  is  our  history. 

Yet  mix'd,  I  hope,  with  sweet  variety. 

The  accidents  not  vulgar  too,  but  rare, 

And  fit  to  be  present^i,  that  there  wants 

Room  in  this  narrow  stage,  and  time,  to  express, 

In  action  to  the  life,  our  Dioclesian 

In  his  full  lustre :  Yet,  as  the  statuary, 

That  by  the  large  size  of  Alcides'  foot, 

Guess'd  at  his  whole  proportion ;  so  we  hope 

Your  apprehensive  judgments  will  conceive 

Out  of  the  shadow  we  can  only  shew. 

How  fair  the  body  was  ;  and  will  be  pleased, 

Out  of  your  wonted  goodness,  to  behold, 

As  in  a  silent  mirror,  what  we  cannot. 


With  fit  conveniency  of  time  allowed 
For  such  presentments,  clothe  in  vocal  sounds. 
Yet  vrith  such  art  the  subject  is  oonvey*d. 
That  every  scene  and  passage  shall  be  clear. 
Even  to  the  grossest  understander  here. 

ilmui  mmsie. 

DUMB   SHOW. 

EnleTt  at  one  door,  Djblpria  and  Ambaandors ;  thep 
whisper  together  /  thep  take  an  oath  upon  her  hand  : 
she  circles  them^  kneeling^  with  her  magic  rod  ;  thep 
rise  and  draw  their  swords.  Enter^  at  the  other 
door,  DiocLBsiAN,  Cbmusvs,  Maximinlan.  Niokr, 
AuacLiA,  Casbana,  and  Guard  ;  Chaxikub  and  Nkikr 
persuading  Aumiua  ;  $he  infers  to  embrace  Maximi* 
HI  AN;  DiocLBSTAir  drawt  his  sword,  keeps  tj/T  Max- 
iMiwiAir,  turns  to  Auhklia,  kneels  to  her,  taps  hie 
sword  at  her  feet  /  she  scorn^Mp  turns  awap  .• 
DsLPHiA  gives  a  sign  g  ike  h  inhaiirliiri  and  Boldiera 
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ruth  upon  them,  ttize  on  Aorklia,  Caisama,  Cha- 
KRVB,  and  BtAxnuKiAK;  Dioclbsian  and  others 
0§tT  to  retcue  them  ;  Dblpuia  raises  a  mist.  Exeunt 
Ambaasadon  and  Prisoners,  and  the  rest  discontented. 

The  skilfiil  Delpbia  finding;,  by  sure  proof, 

The  presence  of  Aurelia  dimm'd  the  beauty 

Of  her  Dnisilla ;  and,  in  spite  of  charms, 

The  emperor  her  brother,  great  Charinns, 

Still  orged  her  to  the  lore  of  Dioclesian, 

Deals  with  the  Persian  L^ates  that  were  bound 

For  the  ransom  of  Cassana,  to  remove 

AoreUa,  Maximinian,  and  Charinus, 

Oat  of  the  sight  of  Rome  ;  but  takes  their  oaths 

(In  lieu  of  her  assistance)  that  they  shall  not. 

On  tny  terms,  when  they  were  in  their  power, 

Presnme  to  touch  their  lives  :  This  yielded  to, 

They  lie  in  ambush  for  'em.     Dioclesian, 

Still  mad  for  fair  Aurelia,  that  doted 

As  much  on  Maximinian,  twice  had  kilPd  him. 

Bat  that  her  frown  restrained  him :  He  pursues 

her 
With  all  humility,  but  she  continues 
Proud  and  disdainfuL    The  sign  given  by  Delphia, 
The  Persians  break  through,  and  seixe  upon 
Charinui  and  his  sister,  with  Maximinian, 
And  free  Cassana.    For  their  speedy  rescue,        • 
Enraged  Dioclesian  draws  his  sword. 
And  bids  his  guard  assist  liim  :  Then  too  weak 
Had  been  all  opposition  and  resistance 
The  Persians  could  have  made  against  their  fury. 
If  Delphia  by  her  cunning  had  not  raised 
A  foggy  mist,  which  as  a  cloud  conceal'd  them, 
Deceiving  their  pursuers.  Now  be  pleased. 
That  yonr  imaginations  may  help  you 
To  thmk  them  safe  in  Persia,  and  Dioclesian 
For  this  disaster  circled  round  with  sorrow, 
Yet  mindful  of  the  wrong.  Their  future  fortunes 
We  will  present  in  action ;  and  are  bold, 
la  that  which  follows,  that  the  most  shall  say, 
'Tvas  well  begun,  but  the  end  crown'd  the  play. 

lExit. 


SCENE  U,— Before  the  Capitol, 
Enter  DmcuuiAn,  Niokr,  Senators,  and  Guard. 

Dh.  Talk  not  of  comfort !  I  have  broke  my 
faith. 
And  the  gods  fight  against  me :  And  proud  man. 
However  magnified^  is  but  as  dust 
Before  the  r^tging  whirlwind  of  their  justice. 
What  is  it  to  be  great,  adored  on  earth. 
When  the  immortal  powers  that  are  above  us 
Tom  all  our  blessings  into  horrid  curses, 
And  laugh  at  our  resistance,  or  prevention. 
Of  what  they  purpose  !  Oh,  the  furies  that 
I  feel  within  me !  whipp'd  on,  by  their  angers, 
For  my  tormentors  !  Could  it  else  have  been 
In  nature,  that  a  few  poor  fugitive  Persians, 
Unfiioided,  and  unarmed  too,  could  have  robb'd 

me 
(In  Rome,  tb«  world's  metropolis,  and  her  glory ; 
10  Rome,  where  I  command,  environed  round 
With  such  invincible  troops  that  know  no  fear. 
But  want  of  noble  enemies)  of  those  jewels 
I  prixed  above  my  life,  and  1  want  power 
To  free  them,  if  those  gods  I  have  provoked 
Had  not  given  spirit  to  the  undertakers, 
And  ia  tbrir  deed  protected  'em  ? 

Niger,  Great  Caesar, 
Tour  safety  does  confirm  you  are  their  care ; 


And  that,  howe'er  their  practices  reach  others. 
You  stand  above  their  malice. 

1  Sen,  Rome  in  us 
Offers  (as  means  to  further  your  revenge) 
The  lives  of  her  best  citizens,  and  all 
They  stand  possessed  of. 

1  Guard.  Do  but  lead  us  on 

With  that  invincible  and  undaunted  courage 
Which  waited  bravely  on  you,  when  you  appeared 
The  minion  of  Conquest,  married  rather 
To  glorious  Victory,  and  we  will  drag 
(Though  all  the  enemies  of  life  conspire 
Against  our  undertakings)  the  proud  Persian 
Oat  of  his  strongest  hold. 

2  Guard,  Be  bat  yourself. 
And  do  not  talk,  but  do. 

3  Guard.  You  have  hands  and  swords, 
Limbs  to  make  up  a  well-proportion'd  army, 
That  only  want  in  you  an  head  to  lead  us. 

Dto.  The  gods   reward   your  goodness!    and 
believe, 
Howe'er  (for  some  great  sin)  I  am  mark'd  out 
The  object  of  their  hate,  though  Jove  stood  ready 
To  dart  his  three-fold  thunder  on  this  head. 
It  could  not  fright  me  from  a  fierce  pursuit 
Of  my  revenge.    I  will  redeem  my  friends. 
And,  with  my  friends,  mine  honour ;  at  least,  hXL 
Like  to  myself,  a  soldier. 

Niger,  Now  we  hear 
Great  Dioclesian  speak. 

Dto.  Draw  up  our  legions : 
And  let  it  be  your  care,  my  much  loved  Niger, 
To  hasten  the  remove.    Ajad,  fellow-soldiers. 
Your  love  to  me  will  teach  you  to  endure 
Both  long  and  tedious  marches. 

1  Guard.  Die  he  accursed, 
That  thinks  of  rest  or  sleep  before  he  seta 
His  foot  on  Persian  earth  ! 

Niger,  We  know  our  glory. 
The  dignity  of  Rome,  and,  what's  above 
All  can  be  urged,  the  quiet  of  your  mind. 
Depends  upon  our  haste. 

Dio,  Remove  to-night ; 
Five  day»  shall  bring  me  to  you. 

All.  Happiness 
To  Csesar,  and  glorious  victory !  iExeunt, 

Dio,  The    chearfulness  of   my  soldiers    gives 
assurance 
Of  good  success  abroad,  if  first  I  make 
My  peace  at  home  here.  There  is  something  chides 

me. 
And  sharply  tells  me,  that  my  breach  of  faith 
To  Delphia  and  Drusilla  is  the  ground 
Of  my  misfortunes  :  And  I  must  remember 
While  I  was  loved,  and  in  great  Delphia's  grace, 
She  was  as  my  good  angel,  and  bound  Fortune 
To  prosper  my  designs  :  I  must  appease  her. 
Let  others  pay  their  knees,  their  vows,  their  prayers, 
To  weak  imagined  powers  ;  she  is  my  all. 
And  thus  I  do  invoke  her. — Knowing  Delphia, 

IKneeU. 

Thou  more  than  woman  !  and,  though  thou  vouch- 

safest 
To  grace  the  earth  with  thy  celestial  steps. 
And  taste  this  grosser  air,  thy  heavenly  spirit 
Hath  free  access  to  aU  the  secret  counsels 
Which  a  full  senate  of  the  gods  determine 
When  they  consider  man ;  the  brass-leaved  book 
Of  fate  lies  open  to  thee,  where  thou  read'st, 
And  feishionest  the  destinies  of  men 
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At  thy  wish'd  pleasure ;  look  upon  thy  creature, 
Andy  as  thou  twice  hast  pleased  to  appear 
To  reprehend  my  fidsehood,  now  vouchsafe 
To  see  my  low  submission ! 

DxLPHiA  and  Drdbujua  appear. 

Delp,  What's  thy  will? 
False,  and  unthankful,  (and  in  that  desenring 
All  human  sorrows)  dar  st  thou  hope  from  me 
Relief  or  comfort  ? 

Dio,  Penitence  does  appease 
The  incensed  powers,  and  sacrifice  takes  off 
Their  heavy  angers :  Thus  I  tender  both  ; 
The  master  of  great  Rome,  and,  in  that,  lord 
Of  all  the  sun  gives  heat  and  being  to. 
Thus  sues  for  mercy.  Be  but  as  thou  wert. 
The  pilot  to  the  bark  of  my  good  fortunes, 
And  once  more  steer  my  actions  to  the  port 
Of  glorious  Honour,  and  if  I  fall  off 
Hereafter  from  my  faith  to  this  sweet  virgin, 
Join  with  those  powers  that  punish  perjury 
To  make  me  an  example,  to  deter 
Others  from  being  frdse  I 

DruM*  Upon  my  soul, 
You  may  believe  him  I  Nor  did  he  e'er  purpose 
To  me  but  nobly ;  he  made  trial  how 
I  could  endure  unkindness ;  I  see  truth 
Triumphant  in  his  sorrow.    Dearest  aunt. 
Both  credit  him,  and  help  him  I  and,  on  assurance 
That  what  I  plead  for  you  cannot  deny, 
I  raise  him  thus,  and  with  this  willing  kiss 
I  seal  his  pardon. 

Di^.  Oh,  that  I  e'er  look'd 
Beyond  this  abstract  of  all  woman's  goodness  ! 

Delp»  I  am  thine  again;  thus  I  confirm  our 
league. 
I  know  thy  wishes,  and  how  much  thou  suffer'st 
In  honour  for  thy  friends  ;  thou  shalt  repair  all, 
For  to  thy  fleet  I'll  give  a  fore-right  wind 
To  pass  the  Persian  Gulf ;  remove  all  lets 
That  may  molest  thy  soldiers  in  their  march 
That  pass  by  land ;  and  Destiny  is  false. 
If  thou  prove  not  victorious.    Yet  remember. 
When  thou  art  raised  up  to  the  highest  point 
Of  human  happiness,  such  as  move  beyond  it 
Must  of  necessity  descend.    Think  on't ; 
And  use  those  blessings  that  the  gods  pour  on  you 
With  moderation  1 

Dio,  As  their  oracle, 
I  hear  you  and  obey  you,  and  will  follow 
Your  grave  directions. 

De^,  You  will  not  repent  it  lExeunt 


SCENE  lU.^The  Roman  Camp, 

Enter  Niom,  Gbta,  Guard,  and  Boldiera,  wifk  entignt, 

Niger.  How  do  you  like  your  entrance  to  the  war  ? 
When  the  whole  body  of  the  army  moves. 
Shews  it  not  gloriou^y  ? 

Geta.  'Tis  a  fine  May-game ; 
But  eating  and  drinking,  I  think,  are  forbade  in*t ; 
(I  mean,  with  leisure)  we  walk  on,  and  feed 
Like  hungry  boys  that  haste  to  school ;  or,  as 
We  carried  fish  to  the  city,  dare  stay  no  where. 
For  fear  our  ware  should  stink. 

1  Guard.  That's  the  necessity 
Of  our  speedy  march. 

Geta,  Sir,  I  do  love  my  ease,. 


And  though  I  hate  all  seats  of  judicature, 
I  mean  in  the  city,  for  conveniency, 
I  still  will  be  a  justice  in  the  war. 
And  ride  upon  my  foot-dotfa.    I  hope  a  captain 
(And  a  gown'd  captain  too)  may  be  dispensed  with. 
I  tell  you  (and  do  not  mock  me),  when  I  was  poor, 
I  could  endure,  like  others,  cold  and  hunger ; 
But  since  I  grew  rich,  let  but  my  finger  ache. 
Or  feel  but  Sie  least  pain  in  my  great  toe. 
Unless  I  have  a  doctor,  mine  own  doctor. 
That  may  assure  me,  I  am  gone. 

Niger.  Come,  fear  not ; 
You  shall  want  nothing. 

1  Guard,  We  will  make  you  fight 
As  you  were  mad. 

Geta,  Not  too  much  of  fighting,  friend ; 
It  is  thy  trade,  that  art  a  common  soldier ; 
We  officers,  by  our  place,  may  share  the  spoil. 
And  never  sweat  fort. 

2  Guard,  You  shall  kill,  for  practice. 
But  your  dozen  or  two  a-day. 

Geta,  Thou  talk'st  as  if 
Thou  wert  lousing  thyself;  but  yet  I  will  make 

danger ; 
If  I  prove  one  o'  th'  worthies,  so :  However, 
1*11  have  the  fear  of  the  gods  before  my  eyes, 
And  do  no  hurt,  I  warrant  you. 

Niger,  Come,  march  on, 
And  humour  him  for  our  mirth. 

1  Guard.  'Tis  a  fine  pea-goose. 

Niger,  But  one  that  fools  to  the  emperor,  and, 
in  that, 
A  wise  man,  and  a  soldier. 

1  Guard,  True  morality !  lExeuni. 


SCENE  IV.— Persia.    The  Rogal  Court, 

Enter  Oosrob,  Casbaha,  Persians ;  and  CRAamus,  Maxt- 
MimAir,  AoaKLiA,  bound,  ¥tith  Soldiers  and  Attenda&ts. 

Coaroe,  Now,  by  the  Persian  gods,  most  truly 
welcome! 
Encompass'd  thus  with  tributary  kings, 
I  entertain  you.    Lend  your  helping  hands 
To  seat  her  by  me ;  and,  thus  raised,  bow  all. 
To  do  her  honour. — Oh,  my  best  Cassana^ 
Sister,  and  partner  of  my  life  and  empire, 
We'll  teach  thee  to  forget,  with  present  pleasures. 
Thy  late  captivity ;  and  this  proud  Roman, 
That  used  thee  as  a  slave,  and  did  disdain 
A  princely  ransom,  shall,  if  she  repine. 
Be  forced  by  various  tortures  to  adore 
What  she  of  late  contemn'd. 

Caa,  All  greatness  ever 
Attend  Cosroe !    Though  Persia  be  styled 
The  nurse  of  pomp  and  pride,  we'll  leave  to  Rome 
Her  native  cruelty. — For  know,  Aurelia, 
(A  Roman  princess,  and  a  Cesar's  sister) 
Though  late,  like  thee,  captived,  I  can  forget 
Thy  barbarous  usage ;  and  though  thou  to  me. 
When  I  was  in  thy  power,  didst  shew  thyself 
A  most  insulting  tyranness,  I  to  thee 
May  prove  a  gentie  mistress. 

Aur.  Oh,  my  stars  1 
A  mistress  ?  Can  I  live,  and  owe  that  name 
To  flesh  and  blood  ?  I  was  bom  to  command, 
Train'd  up  in  sovereignty ;  and  I,  in  death, 
Can  quit  the  name  of  slave :  She,  that  scorns  life, 
May  mock  captivity. 

Char.  Rome  will  be  Rome 
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When  we  are  nothing ;  and  her  power's  the  same, 
Which  yon  once  quaked  at. 
Mojei.  Diodesian  lires ; 
(Hear  it,  and  tremble !)  lives,  thoa  king  of  Persia, 
The  master  of  his  fortune,  and  his  honour : 
And  though  by  devilish  arts  we  were  surprised, 
And  made  the  prey  of  magic  and  of  theft, 
And  not  won  nobly,  we  shall  be  redeemed, 
And  by  a  Roman  war ;  and  every  wron^ 
We  suffer  here,  with  interest  be  return  d 
On  the  insulting  doer  I 

1  Pen,  Sure  these  Romans 
Are  more  than  men. 

2  Pen.  Their  great  hearts  will  not  yield ; 
They  cannot  bend  to  any  adverse  fate, 

Soch  is  their  confidence. 

Ciuroe.  They  then  shall  break ! — 
Why,  yon  rebellious  wretches,  dare  you  still 
Contend,  when  the  least  breath  or  nod  of  mine 
Marks  you  out  for  the  fire,  or  to  be  made 
The  prey  of  wolves  or  vultures  ?  The  vain  name 
Of  Roman  legions  I  slight  thus,  and  scorn ; 
And  for  that  boasted  bugbear,  Dioclesian, 
MThich  you  presume  on,  would  he  were  the  master 
Bnt  of  the  spirit  to  meet  me  in  the  field ! 
He  soon  should  find,  that  our  immortal  squadrons, 
That  with  full  numbers  ever  are  supplied, 
(Coold  it  be  possible  they  should  decay) 
Dare  front  his  boldest  troops,  and  scatter  'em. 
As  an  high-towering  falcon  on  her  stretches 
Severs  the  fearful  fowL     And,  by  the  sun, 
The  moons,  the  winds,  the  nourishers  of  life, 
And  by  this  sword,  the  instrument  of  death. 
Since  that  you  Hy  not  humbly  to  our  mercy, 
Bat  yet  dare  hope  your  liberty  by  force, 
If  DiodesisQ  dare  not  attempt 
To  free  you  with  his  sword,  all  slavery 
That  crnehy  can  find  out  to  make  you  wretched, 
FaDs  heavy  on  you  ! 

ifon.  If  the  sun  keeps  his  course. 
And  the  earth  can  bear  his  soldier's  march,  I  fear 

Aur,  Or  liberty,  or  revenge  !  [not. 

Char.  On  that  I  build  too.  {A  trumpet, 

Amr.  A  Roman  trumpet  ? 

MMjei.  'Tis :  Comes  it  not  like 
A  pardon  to  a  man  condemn'd  ? 

Enttr  NiOBR. 

Cotroe,  Admit  him..— 
The  purpose  of  thy  coming  ? 

^iger.  My  great  master, 
The  lord  of  Rome,  (in  that  all  power  is  spoken) 
Hopbg  that  thou  wilt  prove  a  noble  enemy. 
And  (in  thy  bold  resistance)  worth  his  conquest, 
Defies  thee,  Cosroe. 

Majfi.  There  is  fire  in  this. 

^iger.  And  to  enconrage  thy  laborious  powers 
^  tug  for  empire,  dares  thee  to  the  field. 
With  this  assurance ;  if  thy  sword  can  win  him, 
Or  force  his  legions  with  thy  barbed  horse 
Bnt  to  forsake  their  ground,  that  not  alone 
Wn^'d  Victory  shall  take  stand  on  thy  tent. 
Bat  all  the  provinces  and  kingdoms  held 
By  die  Roman  garrisons  in  this  eastern  world. 
Shall  be  delivered  up,  and  he  himself 
Acknowledge  thee  his  sovereign.     In  return 
Of  this  large  offer,  he  asks  only  this, 
^«t  till  the  doubtful  die  of  war  determine 
^^  has  most  power,  and  should  command  the 
other, 
▼ot.  n. 


Thou  wouldst  entreat  thy  prisoners   like   their 

births, 
And  not  their  present  fortune ;  and  to  bring  'em 
Guarded  into  thy  tent,  with  thy  best  strengths, 
Thy  ablest  men  of  war,  and  thou  thyself 
Sworn  to  make  good  the  place.     And  if  he  fail 
(Maagre  all  opposition  can  be  made) 
In  his  own  person  to  compel  his  way. 
And  fetch  them  safely  off,  the  day  is  thine. 
And  he,  like  these,  thy  prisoner. 
Cotroe.  Though  I  receive  this 
But  as  a  Roman  brave,  I  do  embrace  it. 
And  love  the  sender.     Tell  him,  I  will  bring 
My  prisoners  to  the  field,  and,  without  odds, 
Against  his  single  force,  alone  defend  'em ; 
Or  else  with  equal  numbers.  [Ejnt  Nioir.] — Cou 

rage,  noble  princes ! 
And  let  posterity  record,  that  we 
This  memorable  day  restored  to  Persia 
That  empire  of  the  world  great  Philip's  son 
Ravish'd  from  us,  and  Greece  gave  up  to  Rome. 
This  our  strong  comfort,  that  we  cannot  fall 
Ingloriously,  since  we  contend  for  all.        lExeunt. 

IFUmritkf  eUamts. 


SCENE  v.— The  Field  of  Battle  on  the  Persian 

Frontiers, 

Enter  Gxta,  Guard,  and  Soldiers. 

Geta.  I'll  swear  the  peace  against  *em!  I  am 
hurt: 
Run  for  a  surgeon,  or  I  faint ! 

1  Guard.  Bear  up,  man ; 
'Tis  but  a  scratch. 

Geta,  Scoring  a  man  o'er  the  coxcomb 
Is  but  a  scratch  with  you.  Pox  o'  your  occupation, 
Your  scurvy  scuffling  trade !    1  was  told  before. 
My  face  was  bad  enough  ;  but  now  I  look 
Like  Bloody-Bone,  and  Raw-Head,  to  fright  chil- 

dnm: 
I  am  for  no  use  else. 

2  Guard.  Thou  shalt  fright  men. 

1  Guard.  You  look  so  terrible  now !    But  see 

your  face 
I'  th'  pummel  of  my  sword. 
Geta,  I  die !  I  am  gone  ! 
Oh,  my  sweet  physiognomy ! 

Enter  three  Persians. 

2  Guard,  They  come  ; 
Now  fight,  or  die  indeed. 

Geta.  I  will  'scape  this  way. 
I  cannot  hold  my  sword :  What  would  you  have 
Of  a  maim'd  man  ? 

1  Guard,  Nay,  then  I  have  a  goad 
To  prick  you  forward,  ox. 

2  Guard,  Fight  like  a  man. 
Or  die  like  a  dog. 

Geta.  Shall  I,  like  Csesar,  fall 
Among  my  friends  ?  no  mercy  ?   Et  fu ,  Brute  9 
You  shall  not  have  the  honour  of  my  death  ; 
I'll  fall  by  the  enemy  first.  IThepjIght, 

1  Guard,  Oh,  brave,  brave  Geta ! 

[Persians  driven  cff. 
He  plays  the  devil  now. 

EnUr  NiGBR. 

Niger.  Make  up  for  honour ! 
The  Persians  shrink ;  the  passage  is  laid  open ; 
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Great  Dioclesian,  like  a  second  Mars, 

(His  strong  arm  govem'd  by  the  fierce  Bellona) 

Performs  more  than  a  man:    His  shield,  struck 

full 
Of  Persian  darts,  which  now  are  his  defence 
Against  the  enemies'  swords,  still  leads  the  way. 
Of  all  the  Persian  forces,  one  strong  squadron, 

lAlarms  continued. 

In  which  Cosroe  in  his  own  person  fights. 

Stands  firm,  and  yet  unrouted:  Break  through  that, 

The  day  and  all  is  ours.  IRetreat  tounded, 

AIL  Victory,  victory  I  lExeunL   Flourish. 


SCENE  Yl,—Befare  the  Tent  qfDiocLESiAN. 

SnUr  {in  triumpht  with  Roman  ensigns)  Guard,  Dio- 
CLBSiAN,  Chaainus,  Aurklja,  Maximinian,  Niokk, 
Gbta  ;  CofOtOB,  Casbana,  PerdanB.  <u  Prisoners  i 
Dblphia  and  Druuixa,  privately. 

Dio.  I  am  rewarded  in  the  act ;  your  freedom 
To  me's  ten  thousand  triumphs :  You,  sir,  share 
In  all  my  glories.    And,  unkind  Aurelia, 
From  bcnng  a  captive,  still  command  the  victor. 
Nephew,  remember  by  whose  gift  you  are  free. 
You  I  afford  my  pity ;  baser  minds 
Insult  on  the  afflicted :  You  shall  know. 
Virtue  and  courage  are  admired  and  loved 
In  enemies ;  but  more  of  that  hereafter. — 
Thanks  to  your  valour  ;  to  your  swords  I  owe 
This  wreath  triumphant.     Nor  be  thou  forgot, 
My  first  poor  bondman  !     Geta,  I  am  glad 
Thou  art  tum'd  a  fighter. 

Geta,  'Twas  against  my  will ; 
But  now  I  am  content  with*t. 

Char,  But  imagine 
What  honours  can  be  done  to  you  beyond  these, 
Transcending  all  example ;  'tis  in  you 
To  will,  in  us  to  serve  it. 

Niger,  We  will  have 
His  statue  of  pure  gold  set  in  the  Capitol, 
And  he  that  bows  not  to  it  as  a  god, 
Makes  forfeit  of  his  head. 

Mcuei,  I  burst  with  envy !  lApart, 

And  yet  these  honours,  which,  conferred  on  me. 
Would  make  me  pace  on  air,  seem  not  to  move 
him. 

Dio,  Suppose  this  done,  or  were  it  possible 
I  could  rise  higher  still,  I  am  a  man ; 
Ajid  all  these  glories,  empires  heap'd  upon  me, 
Confirm'd  by  constant  friends,  and  faithful  guards, 
Cannot  defend  me  from  a  shaking  fever, 
Or  bribe  the  uncomipted  dart  of  Death 
To  spare  me  one  short  minute.    Thus  adom'd 
In  these  triumphant  robes,  my  body  yields  not 
A  greater  shadow  than  it  did  when  I 
Lived  both  poor  and  obscure ;   a  sword's  sharp 

point 
Enters  my  flesh  as  far ;  dreams  break  my  sleep, 
As  when  I  was  a  private  man ;  my  passions 
Are  stronger  tyrants  on  me ;  nor  is  greatness 
A  saving  antidote  to  keep  me  from 
A  traitor's  poison.     Shall  I  praisQ  my  fortune. 
Or  raise  the  building  of  my  happiness 
On  her  uncertain  favour  ?  or  presume 
She  is  my  own,  and  sure,  that  yet  was  never 
Constant  to  any  ?     Should  my  reason  fail  me, 
(As  flattery  oft  corrupts  it)  here's  an  example 
To  speak,  how  far  her  smiles  are  to  be  trusted ; 


The  rising  sun,  this  morning,  saw  this  man 
The  Persian  monarch,  and  those  subjects  proud 
That  had  the  honour  but  to  kiss  his  feet ; 
And  yet,  ere  his  diurnal  progress  ends. 
He  is  the  scorn  of  Fortune.     But  you'll  say. 
That  she  forsook  him  for  his  want  of  courage. 
But  never  leaves  the  bold :  Now,  by  my  hopes 
Of  peace  and  quiet  here,  I  never  met 
A  braver  enemy  !    And,  to  make  it  good, 
Cosroe,  Cassaxia,  and  the  rest,  be  free. 
And  ransomless  return ! 

Cos.  To  see  this  virtue 
Is  more  to  me  than  empire ;  and  to  be 
O'ercome  by  you,  a  glorious  victory. 

Maxi,  What  a  devil  means  he  next !        lAparU 

Dio,  I  know  that  glory 
Is  like  Alcides'  shirt,  if  it  stay  on  us 
Till  pride  hath  mix'd  it  with  our  blood ;  nor  can  we 
Part  with  it  at  pleasure ;  when  we  would  uncase. 
It  brings  along  with  it  both  flesh  and  sinews. 
And  leaves  us  living  monsters. 

Maxi.  'Would  'twere  come  lApart. 

To  my  turn  to  put  it  on  !     I'd  run  the  hazard. 

Dio,  No  ;  I  will  not  be  pluck'd  out  by  the  ears 
Out  of  this  glorious  castle ;  uncompell'd, 
I  will  surrender  rather  :  Let  it  suffice, 
I  have  touch'd  the  height  of  human  happiness. 
And  here  I  fix  nil  ultra.     Hitherto 
I  have  lived  a  servant  to  ambitious  thoughts. 
And  fading  glories ;  what  remains  of  life, 
I  dedicate  to  Virtue ;  and,  to  keep 
My  faith  untainted,  fiirewell,  pride  and  pomp  ! 
And  circumstance  of  glorious  majesty. 
Farewell  for  ever  I — ^Nephew,  1  have  noted. 
That  you  have  long  with  sore  eyes  look'd  upon 
My  flourishing  fortune  ;  you  shall  have  possession 
Of  my  felicity ;  I  deliver  up 
My  empire,  and  this  gem  I  prized  above  it. 
And  all  things  else  that  made  me  worth  your  envy. 
Freely  unto  you. — Gentle  sir,  your  suffrage, 

ITO  CUARIKVS, 

To  strengthen  this.  The  soldier's  love  I  doubt  not : 
His  valour,  gentlemen,  will  deserve  your  favours, 
Which  let  my  prayers  further.    All  is  yours. — 
But  I  have  been  too  liberal,  and  given  that 
I  must  beg  back  again. 

Maxi,  What  am  I  fallen  from  ! 

Dio,  Nay,  start  not :  It  is  only  the  poor  grange. 
The  patrimony  which  my  father  left  me, 
I  would  be  tenant  to. 

Maxi.  Sir,  I  am  yours : 
I  will  attend  you  there. 

Dio,  No  ;  keep  the  court ; 
Seek  you  in  Rome  for  honour :  I  will  labour 
To  find  content  elsewhere.     Dissuade  me  not ; 
By  Heaven,  1  am  resolved !— And  now,  Drusilla, 
Being  as  poor  as-  when  I  vow'd  to  make  thee 
My  wife,  if  thy  love  since  hath  felt  no  change, 
I  am  ready  to  perform  it. 

Drtu,  I  still  loved 
Your  person,  not  your  fortunes ;  in  a  cottage. 
Being  yours,  I  am  an  empress* 

Delp,  And  I'll  make 
The  change  most  happy. 

Dio,  Do  me  then  the  honour. 
To  see  my  vow  perform'd.    You  but  attend 
My  glories  to  the  urn  ;  where  be  it  ashes, 
Welcome  my  mean  estate  !  and,  as  a  due. 
Wish  rest  to  me,  I  honour  unto  you.         iExeunt. 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Chorus. 


Chorus.  The  war  with  glory  ended,  and  Cosroe, 
Acknowled^Dg  his  fealty  to  Charinus, 
Dismiss'd  in  peace,  returns  to  Persia : 
The  mt,  arriving  safely  unto  Rome, 
Are  entertained  with  triumphs  :  Maximinian, 
By  the  grace  and  intercession  of  his  uncle, 
Sthted  CKsar :  But  good  Dioclesian, 
Weary  of  pomp  and  stale,  retires  himself, 
With  a  small  train,  to  a  most  private  grange 
In  Lombardy ;  where  the  glad  country  strives 
With  rural  sports  to  give  him  entertainment ; 
With  which  delighted,  he  with  ease  forgets 
An  specious  trifles,  and  securely  tastes 
The  certain  pleasures  of  a  private  life. 
But  oh.  Ambition,  that  eats  into. 
With  venom 'd  teeth,  true  thankfcdness  and  honour, 
And,  to  support  her  greatness,  fashions  fears. 
Doubts,  and  preventions  to  decline  all  dangers, 
Which,  in  the  place  of  safety,  prove  her  ruin ! 
All  which  be  pleased  to  see  in  Maximinian, 
To  whom  his  conferred  sovereignty  was  like 
A  large  sail  fiU'd  full  with  a  fore-right  wind, 
That  drowns  a  smaller  bark  :  And  he  once  fall'n 
Into  ingratitude,  makes  no  stop  in  mischief. 
But  violently  runs  on.     Allow  Maximinian  all, 
Hoaoor,  and  empire,  absolute  command  ; 
Yet,  being  ill,  long  great  he  cannot  stand.     {.Exit. 


SCENE  II.— Rome.     An  Apartment  in  the 

Palace. 

Enter  Maxuhniam  and  Aurslia. 

Aur.  Why  droops  my  lord,  my  love,  my  life, 
my  Csesar  ? 
How  HI  this  dulness  doth  comport  with  greatness  ! 
Does  not,  with  open  arms,  your  fortune  court  you  ? 
Rome  know  you  for  her  master  ?    I  myself 
Confess  you  for  my  husband  ?  love  and  serve  you? 
If  yoQ  contemn  not  these,  and  think  them  curses, 
1  know  no  blessings  that  ambitious  flesh 
Could  wish  to  feel  beyond  'em. 

Maji.  Best  Aurelia, 
TV  parent  and  the  nurse  to  all  my  glories, 
Tb  not  that,  thus  embracing  you,  I  think 
There  is  a  heaven  beyond  it,  that  begets 
These  sad  retirements  ;  but  the  fear  to  lose 
What  it  is  hell  to  part  with.    Better  to  have  lived 
Poor  and  obscure,  and  never  scaled  the  top 
Of  hilly  empire,  than  to  die  with  fear 
To  be  thrown  headlong  down,  almost  as  soon 
As  we  have  reached  it ! 

Aur.  These  are  panic  terrors 
Too  fashion  to  yourself.     Is  not  my  brother 
(Your  equal  and  co-partner  in  the  empire) 
Vow'd  and  confirm'd  your  friend  ?  the  soldier  con- 
Htth  not  your  uncle  Dioclesian  taken         [stant  ? 
His  last  farewell  o'  th'  world  ?    What  then  can 
shake  you  ? 

^fojri.   The  thought  I   may  be    shaken,   and 
assurance 
That  what  we  do  possess  is  not  our  own, 
But  has  depending  on  another's  favour : 
For  nothing's  more  uncertain,  my  Aurelia, 


Than  power  that  stands  not  on  his  proper  basis, 
But  borrows  his  foundation.     I'll  make  plain 
My  cause  of  doubts  and  fears ;  for  what  should  I 
Conceal  from  you,  that  are  to  be  familiar 
With  my  most  private  thoughts?      Is  not  the 

empire 
My  uncle's  gift  ?  and  may  he  not  resume  it 
Upon  the  least  distaste  ?     Does  not  Charinus 
Cross  me  in  my  designs  ?  and  what  is  majesty 
When  'tis  divided  ?  Does  not  the  insolent  soldier 
Call  my  command  his  donative?  and  what  can  take 
More  from  our  honour  ?    No,  my  wise  Aurelia, 
If  I  to  you  am  more  than  all  the  world, 
As  sure  you  are  to  me  ;  as  we  desire 
To  be  secure,  we  must  be  absolute. 
And  know  no  equal ;  when  your  brother  borrows 
The  littie  splendour  that  he  has  from  us. 
And  we  are  served  for  fear,  not  at  entreaty, 
We  may  live  safe ;  but  till  then,  we  but  walk 
With  heavy  burthens  on  a  sea  of  glass, 
And  our  own  weight  will  sink  us. 

Aur.  Your  mother  brought  you 
Into  the  world  an  emperor  ;  you  persuade 
But  what  I  would  have  counsell  d.    Nearness  of 

blood. 
Respect  of  piety,  and  thankfulness, 
And  all  the  holy  dreams  of  virtuous  fools, 
Must  vanish  into  nothing,  when  Ambition 
(The  maker  of  great  minds,  and  nurse  of  honour) 
Puts  in  for  empire.     On  then,  and  forget 
Your  simple  uncle ;  think  he  was  the  master 
(In  being  once  an  emperor)  of  a  jewel. 
Whose  worth  and  use  he  knew  not   For  Charinus, 
(No  more  my  brother)  if  he  be  a  stop 
To  what  you  purpose,  he  to  me's  a  stranger, 
And  so  to  be  removed. 

Maxi.  Thou  more  than  woman  ! 
Thou  masculine  greatness,  to  whose  soaring  spirit 
To  touch  the  stars  seems  but  an  easy  flight. 
Oh,  how  I  glory  in  thee  1     Those  great  women 
Antiquity  is  proud  of,  thou  but  named, 
Shall  be  no  more  remember' d.    But  pers^er, 
And  thou  shalt  shine  among  those  lesser  lights, 
To  all  posterity,  like  another  Phoebe, 
And  so  adored  as  she  is. 

Enter  CflARunm,  Xtoaa,  and  Guard. 

Anr.  Here's  Charinus, 
His  brow  furrow'd  with  anger. 

Maxi.  Let  him  storm  ! 
And  you  shall  hear  me  thunder. 

Char.  He  dispose  of 
My  provinces  at  his  pleasure  ?  and  confer 
Those  honours,  tiiat  are  only  mine  to  give, 
Upon  his  creatures  ? 

Niger,  Mighty  sir,  ascribe  it 
To  his  assurance  of  your  love  and  favour. 
And  not  to  pride  or  malice. 

Char.  No,  good  Niger ; 
Courtesy  shall  not  fool  me ;  he  shall  know 
I  lent  a  hand  to  raise  him,  and  defend  him, 
While  he  continues  good ;  but  the  same  strength. 
If  pride  make  him  usurp  upon  my  right. 
Shall  strike  him  to  the  centre. — You  are  well  met, 
sir. 

Maxi.  As  you  make  the  encounter.    Sir,  I  hear 
That  you  repine,  and  hold  yourself  much  grieved, 
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In  that,  without  your  good  leave,  I  bestow'd 
The  Oallian  proconsulship  upon 
A  follower  of  mine. 

Char,  'Tis  true ;  and  wonder 
You  durst  attempt  it. 

M<uti,  Durst,  Charmns? 

Char.  Durst; 
Again  I  speak  it.    Think  you  me  so  tame, 
So  leaden  and  unactive,  to  sit  down 
With  such  dishonour  ?  But,  recall  your  grant, 
And  speedily  ;  or,  by  the  Roman  gods, 
Thou  tripp'st  thine  own  heels  up,  and  hast  no  part 
In  Rome,  or  in  the  empire. 

Maxi,  Thou  hast  none. 
But  by  permission.    Alas,  poor  Charinus, 
Thou  shadow  of  an  emperor,  I  scorn  thee, 
Thee,  and  thy  foolish  threats !  The  gods  appoint 
The  absolute  disposer  of  the  earth,  [him 

That  has  the  sharpest  sword :  I  am  sure,  Charinus, 
Thou  wear'st  one  without  edge.  When  cruel  Aper 
Had  killed  Numerianns,  thy  brother, 
(An  act  that  would  have  made  a  trembling  coward 
More  daring  than  Alcides)  thy  base  fear 
Made  thee  wink  at  it ;  then  rose  up  my  nude, 
For  the  honour  of  the  empire,  and  of  Rome, 
Against  the  traitor,  and,  among  his  guards, 
Punish'd  the  treason.    This  bold  danng  act 
Got  him  the  soldiers*  suffrages  to  be  Ciesar. 
And  howsoever  his  too-gentle  nature 
Allowed  thee  the  name  only,  as  his  gift, 
I  challenge  the  succession. 

Char,  Thou  art  cozened. 
When  the  receiver  of  a  courtesy 
Cannot  sustain  the  weight  it  carries  with  it» 
'Tis  but  a  trial,  not  a  present  act. 
Thou  hast  in  a  few  dajrs  of  thy  short  reign, 
In  over-weening  pride,  riot,  and  lusts, 
Shamed  noble  Dioclesian,  and  his  gift ; 
Nor  doubt  I,  when  it  shall  arrive  unto 
His  certain  knowledge,  how  the  empire  groans 
Under  thy  tyranny,  but  he  will  forsake 
His  private  life,  and  once  again  resume 
His  laid-by  majesty;  or,  at  least,  make  choice 
Of  such  an  Atlas  as  may  bear  this  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  thy  shoulders. — ^To  effect  this,  [not 
Lend  your  assistance,  gentlemen  ;  and  then  doubt 
But  that  this  mushroom,  sprung  up  in  a  night, 
Shall  as  soon  wither. — And  for  you,  Aurelia, 
If  you  esteem  jrour  honour  more  than  tribute 
Paid  to  your  loathsome  appetite,  as  a  fury 
Fly  from  his  loose  embraces.     So,  farewell ! 
Ere  long  you  shall  hear  more.  {Exeunt. 

Aur.  Are  you  struck  dumb. 
That  you  make  no  reply  ? 

Meuti,  Sweet,  I  will  do. 
And  after  talk  :  I  will  prevent  their  plots. 
And  turn  them  on  their  own  accursed  heads. 
My  uncle  ?  good !  I  must  not  know  the  names 
Of  piety  or  pity.    Steel  my  heart, 
Desire  of  empire,  and  instruct  me,  that 
The  prince  that  over  others  would  bear  sway^ 
Checks  at  no  let  that  stops  him  in  his  way  I 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.— Loubahot.    Bef&re  the  Farm  of 
Dioclesian.    A  Well  in  the  baok-ground. 

Enter  three  Shepherds  and  two  CountiTmen. 

1  Shep,  Do  you  think  this  great  man  will  con- 
tinue here  ? 


2  Shep.  Continue  here?    what  else?    he  has 

bought  the  great  farm ; 
A  great  man,  with  a  great  inheritance, 
And  all  the  ground  sbont  it,  all  the  woods  too. 
And  stock'd  it  like  an  emperor.     Now,  all  our 

sports  again. 
And  all  our  merry  gambols,  our  May-ladies, 
Our  evening  dances  on  the  green,  our  songs. 
Our  holiday  good  cheer,  our  bagpipes  now,  boys^ 
Shall  make  the  wanton  lasses  slap  again, 
Our  sheep-shearings,  and  all  our  knacks. 

3  Shep.  But  hark  you. 

We  must  not  call  him  emperor. 

1  Countr.  That's  all  one ; 
He  is  the  king  of  good  fellows,  that's  no  treason ; 
And  so  ru  call  him  still,  though  I  be  hang'd  for't. 
I  grant  you  he  has  given  his  honour  to  another 

man. 
He  cannot  give  his  humour ;  he's  a  brave  fellow, 
And  will  love  us,  and  we'll  love  him.  Come  hither, 

Ladon; 
What  new  songs,  and  what  geers  ? 
3  Shep.  Enough.     I'll  tell  ye ; 
He  comes  abroad  anon  to  view  his  grounds. 
And  with  the  help  of  Thirsis,  and  old  Egon, 
(If  his  whorson  cold  be  gone)  and  Amaryllis, 
And  some  few  more  o'  &'  wenches,  we  will  meet 

him, 
And  strike  him  such  new  springs,  and  such  free 

welcomes. 
Shall  make  him  scorn  an  empire,  forget  majesty, 
And  make  him  bless  the  hour  he  lived  here  happy. 

2  Countr.  And  we  will  second  ye,  we  honest 

carters. 
We  lads  o'  th'  lash,  with  some  blunt  entertainment ; 
Our  teams  to  two-penoe,  well  give  him  some  con- 
Or  we'll  bawl  fearfully  I  [tent, 

3  Shep.  He  cannot  expect  now 

His  courtly  entertainments,  and  his  rare  musics. 
And  ladies  to  delight  him  with  their  voices ; 
Honest  and  cheerful  toys  from  honest  meanings. 
And  the  best  hearts  they  have.     We  must  be  neat 
On  goes  my  russet  jerkin  with  blue  buttons,   [all ; 
I  Shep.  And  my  green  slops  I  was  married  in  ; 
my  bonnet, 
With  my  carnation  point  with  silver  tags,  boys ; 
You  know  where  I  won  it. 

1  Countr,  Thou  wilt  ne'er  be  old,  Alexis. 
1  Shep.  And  I  shall  find  some  toys  that  have 
been  favours. 
And  nosegays,  and  such  knacks ;   for  there  be 
wenches. 
3  Shep.  My  mantle  goes  on  too  I  play'd  young 
Paris  in, 
And  the  new  garters  Amaryllis  sent  me. 

1  Countr,  Yes,  yes  ;  we'll  all  be  handsome,  and 

wash  our  fiices. 
Neighbour,  I  see  a  remnant  of  March  dust 
That's  hatch'd  into  your  chi^ :  I  pray  you  be 
And  mundify  your  muzzle.  [careful. 

Enter  Gsta. 

2  Countr.  I'll  to  the  barber's; 

It  shall  cost  me  I  know  what. — ^Who^s  this  ? 

3  Shep.  Give  room,  neighbours  ! 

A  great  man  in  our  state,      (rods  bless  your  wor- 
2  Countr,  Increase  your  mastership!         [ship ! 
Geta.  Thanks,  my  good  people. 
Stand  off,  and  know  your  duties  I — ks  I  take  it. 
You  are  the  labouring  people  of  this  village, 
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And  you  that  keep  die  sheep.      Stand  further  off 
And  mingle  not  with  my  authority  ;  [yet, 

I  am  too  mighty  for  your  company. 

3  Shep^  We  know  it,  sir ;  and  we  desire  your 
worahip 
To  reckon  ns  amongst  your  humble  senrants ; 
And  that  our  country  sports,  sir 

Geta,  For  your  sports,  sir, 
lliey  may  be  seen,  when  I  shall  diink  convenient, 
When,  out  of  my  discretion,  I  shall  view  'em, 
And  hold  'em  fit  for  license. — ^Ye  look  upon  me. 
And  look  upon  me  seriously,  as  you  knew  me  : 
lis  true,  1  have  been  a  rasinJ,  as  you  are, 
A  fellow  of  no  mention,  nor  no  mark, 
Jut  such  another  piece  of  dirt,  so  foshion'd  ; 
Bat  time,  that  purifies  all  things  of  merit. 
Has  set  another  stamp.     Come  nearer  now, 
And  be  not  feaiM  (I  take  off  my  austerity ;) 
And  know  me  for  the  great  and  mighty  steward 
Under  this  man  of  honour ;  know  ye  for  my  vassals, 
And  at  my  pleasure  I  can  dispeople  ye, 
Can  blow  you  and  your  cattle  out  o'  th'  country : 
Bat  fear  me,  and  nave  favour.    Come,  go  along 

wiUi  me. 
And  1  will  hear  your  songs,  and  perhaps  like  'em. 

3  Ship,  I  hope  you  wUl,  sir. 

Geta.  *Tu  not  a  thing  impossible. 
Perhaps  I'll  sing  myself,  the  more  to  grace  ye ; 
And  if  I  like  your  women 

3  Shep.  We'll  have  the  best,  sir. 
Handsome  young  girls. 

Getm,  The  ban^mer  the  better. 
Enter  Dslphia. 
'Bfay  bring  your  wives  too ;  'twill  be  all  one  charge 
For  I  must  know  jrour  families.  [to  ye ; 

Detph.  'Tis  weU  said, 
TIs  well  said,  honest  friends.  I  know  ye  are  hatch- 

Some  pleasurable  sports  for  your  great  landlord ; 
Fill  him  with  joy,  and  win  him  a  friend  to  ye. 
And  make  this  little  grange  seem  a  large  empire. 
Set  out  with  home  contents :  I'll  work  his  fivour, 
Which  daily  shall  be  on  ye. 

3  Shep.  Then  we'll  sing  daily, 
And  make  him  the  best  sports 

Delp,  Instruct  'em,  Gkta, 
And  be  a  merry  man  again. 

Geta,  Will  yon  lend  me  a  devil. 
That  we  may  dance  a  while  ? 

Deip,  I'll  lend  thee  two ; 
And  bagpipes  that  shall  blow  alone. 

Geta,  I  thank  you ; 
Rot  111  know  your  devils  of  a  cooler  complexion 
Come,  foUow,  follow ;  I'll  go  sit  and  see  ye.  [first 

Delp,  Do ;  and  be  ready  an  hour  hence,  and 
bring  'em ; 
F^  in  the  grove  you'll  find  him.  lExeunt. 

Enter  DiocLssiAif  and  Dbusilla. 

Dio.  Comet  Drusilla, 
The  partner  of  my  best  contents !  I  hope  now 
Yon  dare  believe  me. 

Dnu.  Yes,  and  dare  say  to  you, 
I  tbink  you  now  most  happy. 

Dio.  You  say  true,  sweet: 
For,  by  my  soul,  I  find  now  by  experience. 
Content  was  never  courtier. 

^^"w.  I  pray  you  walk  on,  sir ; 
The  cool  shades  of  the  grove  invite  you. 

Dm,  Oh,  my  dearest ! 
When  man  has  cast  off"  his  ambitious  greatness. 


And  sunk  into  the  sweetness  of  himself; 
Built  his  foundation  upon  honest  thoughts ; 
Not  great,  but  good,  desires  his  daily  servants ; 
How  quietly  he  sleeps  !  How  joyfully 
He  wakes  again,  and  looks  on  his  possessions. 
And  from  laa  willing  labours  feeds  with  pleasure ! 
Here  hang  no  comets  in  the  shapes  of  crowns 
To  shake  our  sweet  contents ;  nor  here,  Drusilla, 
Cares,  like  eclipses,  darken  our  endeavours : 
We  love  here  without  rivals,  kiss  with  innocence : 
Our  thoughts  as  gentle  as  our  lips,  our  children 
The  double  heirs  both  of  our  forms  and  faiths. 

Drut,  I  am  glad  ye  make  this  right  use  of  this 
This  sweet  retiredness.  [sweetness, 

Dio.  'Tis  sweet  indeed,  love. 
And  every  circumstance  about  it  shews  it. 
How  liberal  is  the  spring  in  every  place  here ! 
The  artificial  court  shews  but  a  shadow, 
A  painted  imitation  of  this  glory. 
Smell  to  this  flower;  here  Nature  has  her  ex- 
cellence; 
Let  all  the  perfumes  of  the  empire  pass  this. 
The  carefiill'st  lady's  cheek  shew  such  a  colour ; 
They  are  gilded  and  adulterate  vanities. 
And  here  in  poverty  dwells  noble  nature. 
What  pains  we  take  to  cool  our  wines,  to  allay  us, 
And  bury  quick  the  fuming  god  to  quench  us. 

Methinks  ^is  crystal  well [Music  below,"]  Ha ! 

what  strange  music  ? 
'Tis  underneath,  sure ! — How  it  stirs  and  joys  me ! 
How  all  the  birds  set  on !  the  fields  redouble 
Their  odoriferous  sweets  I  Hark  how  the  echoes — 

Enter  Dslphia. 

Drus.  See,  sir,  those  flowers 
From  out  the  well,  spring  to  your  entertainment. 

A  Spirit  rieafrom  the  WeU. 
Dio,  Bless  me ! 

DruM,  Be  not  afraid ;  'tis  some  good  angel 
That's  come  to  welcome  you. 

Delp,  Go  near,  and  hear,  son.  IScng, 

Dio,  Oh,  mother,  thank  you,  thank  you!  this 

was  your  will. 
Delp,  You  shall  not  want  delights  to  bless  your 
presence. 
Now  you  are  honest,  all  the  stars  shall  honour  you. 

Enter  Shepherds  and  Dancers. 

Stay;  here  are  country  shepherds;  here's  some 
sport  too. 

And  you  must  grace  it,  sir ;  'twas  meant  to  wel- 
come you. 

A  king  shall  never  feel  your  joy :  Sit  down,  son. 

A  Dance  q/' Shepherds  and  Shepherdesses ;  one  dieguUed 
a*  Pan  leading  the  men^  another  as  Ceres,  the  maids. 

Hold,  hold !   my  messenger  appears.     Leave  off. 
Leave  off  a  while,  and  breathe.  [friends, 

Dio.  What  news  ?  You  are  pale,  mother. 

Delp.  No  ;  I  am  careful  of  thy  safety,  son. 
Be  not  affrighted,  but  sit  still ;  I  am  with  thee. 

Enter  MAximmAN,  ▲uasuA,  and  Soldiers. 
And  now,  dance  out  your  dance. — Do  you  know 

that  person  ? 
Be  not  amazed,  but  let  him  shew  his  dreadfullest 
Maxi,  How  confident  he  sits  amongst  his  plea- 
sures. 
And  what  a  cheerful  colour  shews  in's  face! 
And  yet  he  sees  me  too,  the  soldiers  with  me. 

Aur.  Be  speedy  in  your  work,  (you  will  be  stopt 
And  then  you  are  an  emperor !  [dse) 
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Maxi.  VVL  about  it. 

Dio,  My  royal  cousin,  bow  I  joy  to  see  you> 
You  and  your  royal  empress ! 

Maxi,  You  are  too  kind,  sir. 
I  come  not  to  eat  witb  you,  and  to  surfeit 
In  these  poor  clownisb  pleasures  !  but  to  tell  you, 
I  look  upon  you  like  my  winding-sheet, 
The  coffin  of  my  greatness,  nay,  my  grave : 
For  whilst  you  are  alive 

Dio.  Alive,  my  cousin  ? 

Maxi,  I  say,  alive — I  am  no  emperor ; 
I  am  nothing  but  my  own  disquiet. 

Dio,  Stay,  sir ! 

Maxi,  I  cannot  stay.    The  soldiers  dote  upon 
you. 
I  would  fain  spare  you ;  but  mine  own  security 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  are  my  uncle, 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  made  me  Ccesar ; 
For,  whilst  you  are  remember'd,  I  am  buried. 

Dio,  Did  not  I  make  you  emperor,  dear  cousin  ? 
The  free  gift  from  my  special  grace  ? 

Delp,  Fear  nothing. 

Dio.  Did  not  I  chuse  this  poverty,  to  raise  you? 
That  royal  woman  gave  into  your  arms  too  ? 
Bless'd  you  with  her  bright  beauty?     Gave  the 

soldier, 
The  soldier  that  hung  to  me,  fiz'd  him  on  you  ? 
Gave  you  the  world's  command  ? 

Maxi,  This  cannot  help  you. 

Dio,  Yet  this  shall  ease  me.     Can  you  be  so 
base,  cousin, 
So  far  from  nobleness,  so  far  from  nature. 
As  to  forget  all  this  ?  to  tread  this  tie  out  ? 
Raise  to  yourself  so  foul  a  monument 
That  every  common  foot  shall  kick  asunder  ? 
Must  my  blood  glue  you  to  your  peace  ? 

Maxi.  It  must,  uncle ; 
I  stand  too  loose  else,  and  my  foot  tod  feeble : 
You  gone  once,  and  their  love  retired,  I  am  rooted. 

Dio,  And  cannot  this  removed  poor  state  ob- 
scure me  ? 
I  do  not  seek  for  yours,  nor  inquire  ambitiously 
After  your  growing  fortunes.     Take  heed,   my 

kinsman ! 
Ungratefulness  and  blood  mingled  together, 
Will,  like  two  furious  tides 

Maxi,  I  must  sail  through  'em ; 
Let  'em  be  tides  of  death,  sir,  I  must  stem  up. 

Dio,  Hear  but  this  last,  and  wisely  yet  consider  ! 
Place  round  about  my  grange  a  garrison, 
That  if  I  offer  to  exceed  my  limits, 
Or  ever  in  my  common  talk  name  emperor, 
Ever  converse  with  any  greedy  soldier, 
Or  look  for  adoration,  nay,  for  courtesy. 

Above  the  day's  salute Think  who  has  fed  you. 

Think,  cousin,  who  I  am.  Do  you  slight  my  misery  ? 
Nay,  then  I  charge  thee !  Nay,  I  meet  thy  cruelty. 

IDrato*. 

Maxi,  This  cannot  serve ;  prepare.    Now  fall 
on,  soldiers, 

And  all  the  treasure  that  I  have 

[^Thunder  and  lightning, 

1  Sold,  The  earth  shakes ; 

We  totter  up  and  down  ;  we  cannot  stand,  sir ; 
Methinks  the  mountains  tremble  too. 

2  Sold,  The  flashes. 

How  thick  and  hot  they  come  I  We  shall  be  burnt 
Delp,  Fall  on,  soldiers  !  [all ! 

You  that  sell  innocent  blood,  fall  on  full  bravely ! 
1  Sold.  We  cannot  stir. 


Delp,  You  have  your  liberty ; 
So  have  you,  lady :  One  of  you  come  do  it. 

lA  hand  teith  a  bolt  appears  above. 
Do  ye  stand  amazed  ?     Look  o'er  thy  head^  Maxi- 

minian, 
Look,  to  thy  terror,  what  overhangs  thee ; 
Nay,  it  will  nail  thee  dead :  Look  how  it  threatens 

thee! 
**  The  bolt  for  vengeance  on  ungrateful  wretches  ; 
The  bolt  of  innocent  blood : "  Read  those  hot  cha- 
racters. 
And  spell  the  will  of  Heaven.    Nay,  lovely  lady. 
You  must  take  part  too,  as  spur  to  fAmbition. 
Are  you  humble  ?  Now  speak ;  my  part  is  ended. 
Does  all  your  glory  shake  ? 

Maxi,  Hear  us,  great  uncle,  IThep  kneel. 

Good  and  great  sir,  be  pitiful  unto  us  I 
Below  your  feet  we  lay  our  lives ; .  be  merciful ! 
Begin  you.  Heaven  will  follow. 

J^ur.  Oh,  it  shakes  still ! 

Maxi.  And  dreadfully  it  threatens.     We  ac- 
knowledge 
Our  base  and  foul  intentions  :  Stand  bcftween  us  1     I 
For  faults  confessed,  they  say,  are  half  for^ven  : 
We  are  sorry  for  our  sins.     Take  from  us,  sir. 
That  glorious  weight  that  made  us  swell,  that  poi- 
That  mass  of  majesty  I  labour'd  under,  [son'd  us ; 
(Too  heavy  and  too  mighty  for  my  manage) 
That  my  poor  innocent  days  may  turn  again. 
And  my  mind,  pure,  may  purge  me  of  these  curses. 
By  your  old  love,  the  blood  ^at  runs  between  us — 

iThe  hand  taken  in. 

Aur,  By  that  love  once  you  bare  to  me  I  by  that, 
That  blessed  maid  enjoys [sir, 

Dio,  Rise  up,  dear  cousin. 
And  be  your  words  your  judges !  I  forgive  you. 
Great  as  you  are,  enjoy  that  greatness  ever. 
Whilst  I  mine  own  content  make  mine  own  empire. 
Once  more  I  give  you  all ;  learn  to  deserve  it. 
And  live  to  love  your  good  more  than  your  great- 
ness.— 
Now  shew  your  loves  to  entertain  this  emperor. 
My  honest  neighbours  1  Geta,  see  all  handsome. — 
Your  grace  must  pardon  us ;  our  house  is  little  ; 
But  such  an  ample  welcome  as  a  poor  man 
And  his  true  love  can  n^ake  you  and  your  empress — 
Madam^  we  have  no  dainties. 

Aur.  'Tis  enough,  sir ; 
We  shall  enjoy  the  riches  of  your  goodness. 

Sold,  Long  live  the  good  and  gracious  Diodesian ! 

Dio,  I  thank  you,  soldiers  ;  I  forgive  your  rash- 
ness. 
And,  royal  sir,  long  may  they  love  and  honour 
you  !  [  Drums  beat  a  march  t^/ar  qjffL 

What  drums  are  those  ? 

Delp,  Meet  'em,  my  honest  son  ; 
They  are  thy  friends,  Charinus  and  the  old  soldiers. 
That  come  to  rescue  thee  from  thy  hot  cousin. 
But  all  is  well ;  and  turn  all  into  welcomes  ! 
Two  emperors  you  must  entertain  now. 

Dio.  Oh,  dear  mother, 
I  have  will  enough,  but  I  want  room  and  glory. 

Delp,  That  shall  be  my  care.  Sound  your  pipes 
now  merrily. 
And  all  your  handsome  sports :  Sing  'em  full  wel- 
comes ! 

Dio.  And  let  'em  know,  our  true  love  breeds 
more  stories. 
And  perfect  joys>  than  kings  do,  and  their  glories. 

lExeunt. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


AonoR,  Prince  qf  Argot. 

TuAKOft,  Son  <ifthe  Queen  of  Gtrinth,  a  vicious 

Prince. 
LmriDAii,  the  Corinthian  General,  Brother  to 


EoraAjfBS,  a  noble  ^ung  Oentleman,  Favourite 

to  Ike  (inem. 
Cratss,  Elder  Brother  to  Eupranks,  a  malicious 

Beautcfeau, 
CoNOM.  EuPHAirss*s  Conjldant  and  Feaow-Tra- 

teller. 
Nbaxtbcs, 
fiowcLM,      \.Cowrtiers. 


IKS, 'J 

Eauoir,      ) 


Oxos,  or  Lamprias,  a  very  foolish  Traveller. 

Tutor, )  ^    ^        ,      „    ..  .  ^ 
Uncle  I  ^  Oifofl,  tteo  Foolish  Knaves. 

Gentlemen,  Servants  to  Aobitor. 
A  Page  to  Lord  Euphanks. 
Bfarshal,  Vintner,  Drawers,  Tarem  Boys,  and 
i9ijr  RuiBuu. 

QuBBN  or  Ck>RiicTR,  a  wise  and  virtuous  Widow. 
JtfjDUONB,  a  virtuous  Ladp,  honourably  solicited 

by  Prince  Aobnor. 
Bbusa,  a  noble  Lady,  Mistress  to  Euphanba. 


SCENE,— .Corinth. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  J.^Before  the  Palace, 
Enter  NBAjriBBS,  Sobiclbs,  and  Eraton. 


Eraion.  The  general  u  retum'd  then  ? 

Neon,  With  much  honour. 

Sot,  And  peace  concluded  with  the  prince  of 
Argos? 

Nean,  To  the  queen's  wishes :  The  conditions 
So  hr  hejond  her  hopes,  to  the  advantage   [sign'd 
Of  Corinth,  and  the  good  of  all  her  subjects, 
Thst  though  Leonidas,  our  brave  g^eral, 
Erer  came  home  a  fiiir  and  great  example, 
He  never  yet  retum'd  or  with  less  loss 
Or  more  deserved  honour. 

Bra.  Have  you  not  heard 
The  motives  to  this  general  good  ? 

yean.  The  main  one 
Wu  admiration  first  in  young  Agenor 
(For  by  that  name  we  know  the  prince  of  Argos) 
Of  our  Leonidas*  wisdom  and  his  valour  ; 
Which,  though  an  enemy,  first  in  him  bred  wonder, 
Hut  likiQg,  love  succeeded  that,  which  was 
FoQow'd  by  a  desire  to  be  a  friend,     , 
Upon  what  terms  soever,  to  such  goodness. 
1^  had  an  interview  ;  and,  that  their  friendship 
Mi^t  with  our  peace  be  ratified,  *twas  concluded, 
Ageoor,  yielding  up  all  such  strong  places 
As  he  held  in  our  territories,  should  receive 
(With  a  sufficient  dower  paid  by  the  queen) 
The  Cur  Merione  for  his  wife. 

Era.  But  how 
Approves  the  queen  of  this  ?  since  we  well  know, 
Nor  was  her  highness  ignorant,  that  her  son 
The  prince  Theanor  made  love  to  this  lady. 
And  in  the  noblest  way. 


i' 


Nean,  Which  she  allowed  of ; 
And  I  have  heard  from  some  funiliar  with 
Her  nearest  secrets,  she  so  deeply  prized  her, 
Being  from  an  infant  trained  up  in  her  service. 
Or,  to  speak  better,  rather  her  own  creature) 
he  once  did  say,  that  if  the  prince  should  steal 
A  marriage  without  her  leave  or  knowledge. 
With  tliis  Merione,  with  a  little  suit. 
She  should  grant  both  their  pardons ;  whereas  now, 
To  shew  herself  forsooth  a  Spartan  lady. 
And  that  'tis  in  her  power,  now  it  concerns 
The  common  good,  not  alone  to  subdue 
Her  own  affections,  but  command  her  son's. 
She  has  not  only  forced  him  with  rough  threats 
To  leave  his  mistress,  but  compelled  him,  when 
Agenor  made  his  entrance  into  Corinth, 
To  wait  upon  his  rival. 

Sot.  Can  it  be 
The  prince  should  sit  down  with  this  wrong  ? 

Nean,  I  know  not ; 
I  am  sure  I  should  not. 

Era.  Trust  me,  nor  I : 
A  mother  is  a  name ;  but,  put  in  balance 
With  a  young  wench,  'tis  nothing.    Where  did  you 
leave  him  ? 

Nean.  Near  Vesta's  temple  (for  there  he  dis- 
miss'd  me) 
And  full  of  troubled  thoughts,  calling  for  Crates : 
He  went  with  him,  but  whither,  or  to  what  purpose, 
I  am  a  stranger. 

Enter  Tubaicor  and  Cratbs. 

Era.  They  are  come  back,  Neanthes. 
The.  I  like  the  pUice  well. 
Cra,  Well,  sir  ?  it  is  built 
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As  if  the  architect  had  been  a  prophet, 

And  fashioned  it  alone  for  this  night's  action ; 

The  vaults  so  hollow,  and  the  walls  so  strong, 

As  Dian  there  might  suffer  violeDce, 

And  with  loud  shrieks  in  vain  call  Jove  to  help  her ; 

Or  should  he  hear,  hiB  thunder  could  not  find 

An  entrance  to  it. 

The.  1  give  up  myself 
Wholly  to  thy  direction,  worthiest  Crates  : 
And  yet  the  desperate  cure  that  we  must  practise 
Is  in  itself  so  foul,  and  full  of  danger, 
That  I  stand  doubtful  whether  'twere  more  manly 
To  die  not  seeking  help,  or,  that  help  being 
So  deadly,  to  pursue  it. 

Cra*  To  those  reasons 
I  have  already  urged,  I  will  add  these ; 
For,  but  consider,  sir [T»^  (ott  apart. 

Era.  It  is  of  weight 
Whatever  it  be,  that  with  such  vehement  action 
Of  eye,  hand,  foot,  nay,  all  his  body's  motion, 
Crates  incites  the  prince  to. 

Nean.  Then  observe, 
With  what  variety  of  passions  he 
Receives  his  reasons  :  Now  he's  pale,  and  shakes 
For  fear  or  anger ;  now  his  natural  red 
Comes  back  again,  and  with  a  pleasing  smile 
He  seems  to  entertain  it.     'Tis  resolved  on. 
Be  it  what  'twill :  To  his  ends  may  it  prosper, 
Though  the  stote  sink  for't ! 

Cra,  Now  yon  are  a  prince 
Fit  to  rule  others,  and,  in  shaking  off 
The  bonds  in  which  your  mother  fetters  yon. 
Discharge  your  debt  to  Nature :  She's  your  guide ; 
Follow  her  boldly,  sir. 

The.  I  am  confirm'd, 
Fall  what  may  fall. 

Cra.  Yet  still  disguise  your  malice 
In  your  humility. 

The.  I  am  instructed. 

Cra,  Though  in  your  heart  there  rage  a  thon- 
sand  tempests, 
All  calmness  in  your  looks. 

The.  I  shall  remember. 

Cra.-  And  at  no  hand,  though  these  are  used  as 
agents. 
Acquaint  them  with  your  purpose,  till  the  instant 
That  we  employ  them  ;  'tis  not  fit  they  have 
Time  to  consider  :  When  'tis  done,  reward 
Or  fear  will  keep  them  silent.     Yet  you  may 
Grace  them  as  you  pass  by  ;  'twill  make  them  surer 
And  greedier  to  deserve  you. 

The.  I'll  move  only 
As  you  would  have  me.     Good  day,  gentlemen ! 
Nay,  spare  this  ceremonious  form  of  duty 
To  him  that  brings  love  to  you,  equal  love, 
And  is  in  nothing  happier  than  in  knowing 
It  is  return' d  by  you ;  we  are  as  one. 

Sos.  I  am  o'erjoyed  !  I  know  not 
How  to  reply ;  but 

Era,  Hang  all  biUs  I — My  lord, 
For  this  your  bounteous  favour 

Nean.  Let  me  speak — 
If  to  feed  vultures  here,  after  the  halter 
Has  done  his  part,  or  if  there  be  a  hell 
To  take  a  swinge  or  two  there,  may  deserve  this — 

So9.  We  are  ready. 

Era.  Try  us  any  way. 

Nean.  Fat  us  to  it. 

The.  What  jewels  I  have  in  you ! 

Cra.  Have  these  souls,  Atide. 


That  for  a  good  look,  and  a  few  kind  words, 
Part  with  their  essence  ? 

The.  Since  you  will  compel  me 
To  put  that  to  the  trial  which  I  doubt  not. 
Crates,  may  be  suddenly,  will  instruct  you 
How,  and  in  what,  to  shew  your  loves  :  Obey  him 
As  you  would  bind  me  to  you. 

Cra.  'Tis  well  grounded : 
Leave  me  to  rear  the  building. 

Nean.  We  will  do • 

Cra.  I  know  it. 

Era.  Anything  you'll  put  us  to.  lExtunt. 


SCENE  II. — A  Room  in  the  Houee  o/Lbomidas. 
Enter  Lxomioas,  Mkrions,  and  Bkliza. 

Leo,  Sister,  I  reap  the  harvest  of  my  labours 
In  your  preferment ;  be  you  worthy  of  it, 
And  with  an  open  bosom  entertain 
A  greater  fortune  than  my  love  durst  hope  for  ! 
Be  wise  and  welcome  it :  Play  not  the  coy 
And  foolish  wanton,  with  the  offer'd  bounties 
Of  him  that  is  a  prince.    I  was  woo'd  for  you. 
And  won,  Merione  ;  then,  if  you  dare 
Believe  the  object  that  took  me  was  worthy, 
Or  trust  my  judgment,  in  me  think  you  were 
•Courted,  sued  to,  and  conquer' d. 

Mer.  Noble  brother, 
I  have  and  still  esteem  you  as  a  father. 
And  will  as  far  obey  you :  my  heart  speaks  it : 
And  yet,  without  your  anger,  give  me  leave 
To  say,  that  in  the  choice  of  that  on  which 
All  my  life's  joys  or  sorrows  have  dependence. 
It  had  been  fit,  ere  you  had  made  a  fuU 
And  absolute  grant  of  me  to  any  otlier, 
I  should  have  used  mine  own  eyes,  or  at  least 
Made  you  to  understand,  whether  it  were 
Within  my  power  to  make  a  second  gift 
Of  my  poor  self. 

Leo,  I  know  what  'tis  you  point  at. 
The  prince  Theanor's  love :  let  not  that  cheat  you; 
His  vows  were  but  mere  courtship ;  all  his  service 
But  practice  how  to  entrap  a  credulous  lady. 
Or,  grant  it  serious,  yet  you  must  remember. 
He's  not  to  love,  but  where  the  queen  his  mother 
Must  give  allowance,  which  to  you  is  barr'd  up ; 
And  therefore  study  to  forget  that  ever 
You  cherish'd  such  a  hope. 

Mer.  I  would  I  could  ! 

Leo.  But  brave  Agenor,  who  is  come  in  person 
To  celebrate  this  marriage,  for  your  love 
Forgive^  the  forfeit  of  ten  thousand  lives. 
That  mu^t  have  fall'n  under  the  sword  of  war 
Had  not  this  peace  been  made ;  which  general  good 
Both  countries  owe  to  hb  affection  to  you. 
Oh,  happy  sister,  ask  this  noble  lady, 
Your  bosom,  friend  (since  I  fail  in  my  credit) 
What  palm  Agenor's  name,  above  all  princes 
That  Greece  is  proud  of,  carries,  and  with  lustre. 

Bel.  Indeed,  fame  gives  him  out  for  excellent ; 
And,firiend,  I  doubt  not  but  when  you  shall  see  him. 

Enter  a  Servant,  who  tehispert  Bbuka. 

He'll  so  appear  to  yon — Art  sure  'tis  he  ? 

Ser.  As  I  live  madam 

Bel,  Virtue  enable  me  to  contain  my  joy  ! 
'Tis  my  Euphanes  ? 

Ser.  Yes. 

Bel.  And  he*s  in  health  ? 
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lEJcUSemait, 


Sfr,  Most  eertainlyf  nuuiain. 

Bel.  I'll  see  him  instantly. 
So,  pr'jthee  tell  him. 

Mer,  I  yield  myself  too  weak 
Id  argument  to  oppose  yoa ;  you  may  lead  me 
Whither  you  please. 

Leo,  "Us  answer'd  like  my  sister ; 
And  if  in  him  yon  find  not  ample  cause 
To  pray  for  me,  and  daily,  on  your  kneeSt 
Cooelude  I  ha^e  no  judgment. 

Mer,  Blayit  prove  so  I — 
FHend,  shall  we  have  your  company  ? 

Bel.  Two  hours  hence 
I  will  not  fail  you. 

Leo.  At  your  pleasure,  madam. 

lExeuHt  LRomDAB  and  Mbrionb. 

Enter  Eupham  ks. 

BeL  Could  I  in  one  word  speak  a  thousand 
welcomes, 
And  hearty  ones,  yon  have  'em.     Fy !  my  hand  ? 
We  stand  at  no  such  distance :  By  my  life, 
The  parting  kiss  you  took  before  your  travel 
Is  yet  a  virgin  on  my  lips,  preserved 
With  as  much  care  as  I  would  do  my  fame, 
To  entertain  your  wish'd  return. 

Euph,  Best  lady, 
Thst  1  do  honour  yon,  and  with  as  much  reason 
As  ever  man  did  virtue ;  that  I  love  you, 
Yet  look  upon  you  with  that  reverence 
Ab  holy  men  behold  the  sun,  the  stars. 
The  temples,  and  their  gods,  they  all  can  witness ; 
And  that  yon  have  deserved  this  duty  from  me, 
The  life,  and  means  of  life,  for  which  I  owe  you, 
Commands  me  to  profess  it,  since  my  fcurtune 
Afords  no  other  payment 

Bel.  I  had  thought, 
That  for  the  trifling  courtesies,  as  I  call  them, 
(Though  you  give  Uiem  another  name)  you  had 
Mide  ample  satisfaction  in  the  acceptance  ; 
And  therefore  did  presume  you  had  brought  home 
Some  other  langoage. 

Emph.  No  one  I  have  leam'd 
Yields  words  sufficient  to  express  your  goodness ; 
Nor  can  I  ever  chuse  another  theme. 
And  not  be  thought  unthankful. 

Bel.  Pray  you  no  more, 
As  yoa  respect  me. 

Euph,  That  charm  is  too  powerful 
For  me  to  disobey  it.     Tis  your  pleasure, 
And  not  my  boldlness,  madam. 

Bel.  Good  Euphanes, 
Believe  1  am  not  one  of  those  weak  ladies, 
l^t  (barren  of  all  inward  worth)  are  proud 
Of  what  they  cannot  truly  call  their  own, 
Their  birth  or  fortune,  which  are  things  without 
Nor  in  this  will  I  imitate  the  world,  [them : 

Whose  greater  part  of  men  think  when  they  give 
"Hiey  purchase  bondmen,  not  make  worthy  Mends : 
By  aU  that's  eood  1  swear,  I  never  thought 
My  great  estate  was  an  addition  to  me, 
Or  titat  your  wants  took  from  you. 

Euph,  There  are  few 
So  truly  understanding  or  themselves 
Or  what  they  do  possess. 

Bel.  Good  Euphanes,  where  benefits 
Are  ill  eooferr'd,  as  on  unworthy  men, 
That  torn  them  to  bad  uses,  the  bestower, 
For  wanting  judgment  how  and  on  whom  to  place 
Is  parUy  guilty :  But  when  we  do  favours    [them. 


To  such  as  make  them  grounds  on  which  they  build 
Their  noble  actions,  there  we  improve  our  fortunes 
To  the  most  fair  advantage.     If  I  speak 
Too  much,  though  I  confess  I  speak  well, 
Pr'ythee  remember  'tis  a  woman's  weakness, 
And  then  thou  wilt  forgive  it. 

Euph.  You  speak  nothing 
But  what  would  well  become  the  wisest  man  : 
And  that  by  you  deliver'd  is  so  pleasing 
That  I  could  hear  you  ever. 

BeL  Fly  not  from 
Your  word,  for  I  arrest  it :  And  will  now 
Express  myself  a  little  more,  and  prove 
That  whereas  you  profess  yourself  my  debtor, 
That  I  am  yours. 

Euph.  Your  ladyship  then  must  use 
Some  sophistry  I  ne'er  heard  of. 

Bel.  By  plain  reasons  ; 
For,  look  you,  had  you  never  sunk  beneath 
Your  wants,  or  if  those  wants  had  found  supply 
From  Crates,  your  unkind  and  covetous  brother, 
Or  any  other  man,  I  then  had  miss'd 
A  subject  upon  which  I  worthily 
Might  exercise  my  bounty :  Whereas  now, 
By  having  happv  opportunity 
To  fiimish  you  before,  and  in  your  travels. 
With  all  conveniendes  that  you  thought  useful. 
That  gold  which  would  have  rusted  in  my  coflfers, 
Being  thus  employ'd,  has  render'd  me  a  partner 
In  all  your  glorious  actions.    And  whereas, 
Had  you  not  been,  I  should  have  died  a  thing 
Scarce  known,  or  soon  forgotten ;  there's  no  trophy 
In  which  Euphanes  for  hu  worth  is  mention'd, 
But  tiiere  you  have  been  careful  to  remember. 
That  all  the  good  you  did  came  from  Beliza. 

Euph.  That  was  but  thankfulness. 

Bel.  'Twas  such  an  honour, 
And  such  a  lai^e  return  for  the  poor  trash 
I  ventured  with  you,  that,  if  I  should  part 
With  all  that  I  possess,  and  myself  too. 
In  satisfaction  for  it,  'twere  still  short 
Of  your  deservings. 

Euph.  You  o'erprize  them,  madam. 

Bel.  The  queen  herself  hath  given  me  gracious 
thanks 
In  your  behalf;  for  she  hath  heard,  Euphanes,- 
How  gallantly  you  have  maintain'd  her  honour 
In  all  the  courts  of  Greece ;  And  rest  assured 
(Though  yet  unknown)  when  1  present  you  to 

her, 
Which  I  will  do  this  evening,  jovl  shall  find 
That  she  intends  good  to  you. 

Euph.  Worthiest  |ady, 
Since  all  you  labour  for  is  the  advancement 
Of  him  that  will  live  ever  your  poor  servant, 
He  must  not  contradict  it. 

Bel.  Here's  your  brother  ; 
'Tis  strange  to  see  him  here. 

Enter  Cratbb. 

Cra.  You're  welcome  home,  sir  !— . 
Your  pardon,  madam. — I  had  thought  my  house, 
Considering  who  I  am,  might  have  been  worthy 
Of  yoiir  firat  visit. 

JEuph.  'Twas  not  open  to  me 
When  last  I  saw  you ;  and  to  me  'tis  wonder 
That  absence,  which  still  renders  men  foi^gotten. 
Should  make  my  presence  wish'd  for. 

Bel.  That's  not  it; 
Your  too-kind  brother,  understanding  that 
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Yoa  stand  in  no  need  of  him,  is  bold  to  offer 
His  entertainment. 

Cra.  He  had  never  wanted 
Or  yourSf  or  your  assistance,  had  he  practised 
The  way  he  might  have  took,  to  have  commanded 
Whatever  I  call  mine. 

Euph,  I  studied  many, 
But  could  find  none. 

Cra.  You  woidd  not  find  yoursrif,  sir, 
Or  in  yourself,  what  was  from  you  due  to  me ; 
The  privilc^  my  birth  bestow'd  upon  me 
Might  challenge  some  regard. 

Euph,  You  had  all  the  land,  sir; 
What  else  did  you  expect  ?    And  I  am  certain 
You  kept  such  strong  guards  to  ^MiMient  It  yours, 
I  could  force  nothing  from  you. 

Cra,  Did  you  ever 
Demand  help  from  me  ? 

Euph,  My  wants  have,  and  often, 
With  open  mouths,  but  you  nor  heard  nor  saw  them. 
May  be,  you  look'd  I  should  petition  to  you, 
As  you  went  to  your  horse ;  flatter  your  servants, 
To  play  the  brokers  for  my  furtherance  ; 
Sooth  your  worst  humours,  act  the  parasite 
On  all  occasions ;  write  my  name  with  theirs 
That  are  but  one  d^ree  removed  from  slaves ; 
Be  drunk  when  you  would  have  me,  then  wench 

with  you. 
Or  play  the  pandar ;  enter  into  quarrels, 
Although  unjusdy  grounded,  and  defend  them. 
Because  they  were  yours  :  These  are  the  tyrannies 
Most  younger  brothers  groan  beneath ;   yet  bear 

them 
From  the  insulting  heir,  selling  their  freedoms 
At  a  less  rate  than  what  the  state  allows 
The  salary  of  base  and  common  strumpets  : 
For  my  part,  ere  on  such  low  terms  I  feed 
Upon  a  brother's  trencher,  let  me  die 
The  beggar's  death,  and  starve ! 

Cra,  'Tis  bravely  spoken. 
Did  what  you  do  rank  with  it. 

Bel,  Why,  what  does  he 
You  would  not  wish  were  yours  ? 

Cra.  ru  tell  you,  lady. 
Since  you  rise  up  his  advocate,  and  boldly 
(For  now  I  find,  and  plainly,  in  whose  favour 
My  love  and  service  to  you  was  neglected). 
For  all  your  wealth,  nay,  add  to  that  your  beauty, 
And  put  your  virtues  in,  (if  yoa  have  any) 
I  would  not  yet  be  pointed  at,  as  be  is. 
For  the  fine  courtier,  the  woman's  man, 
That  tells  my  lady  stories,  dissolves  riddles, 
Ushers  her  to  her  coach,  lies  at  her  feet 
At  solemn  masques,  applauding  what  she  laughs 

at; 
Reads  her  asleep  a-nights,  and  takes  his  oath 
Upon  her  pantofles,  that  all  excellence 
In  other  madams  does  but  zany  hers : 
These  you  are  perfect  in,  and  yet  these  take  not 
Or  from  your  birth  or  freedom. 

Euph,  Should  another 
Say  this,  my  deeds,  not  looks,  should  shew 

Bel,  Contemn  it : 
His  envy  feigns  this,  and  he's  but  reporter. 
Without  a  second,  of  his  own  dry  fancies. 

Cra.  Yes,  madam,  the  whole  city  speaks  it  with 
me; 
And  though  it  may  distaste,  'tis  certain  you 
Are  brought  into  the  scene,  and  with  him  censured ; 
For  you  are  given  out  for  the  provident  lady. 


That,  not  to  be  unfumish'd  for  her  pleasures, 
(As,  without  them,  to  what  vain  use  is  greatness  !) 
Have  made  choice  of  an  able  man,  a  young  man. 
Of  an  Herculean  back,  to  do  you  service ; 
And  one  you  may  command  too,  that  ia  active. 
And  does  what  you  would  have  him. 

Bel,  You  are  fonl-mouth'd  ! 

Cra.  That  can  speak  weU,  write  verses  too,  axid 
good  ones. 
Sharp  and  conceited,  whose  wit  you  may  lie  with 
When  his  performance  fails  him  ;  one  you  have 
Maintain'd  abroad  to  learn  new  ways  to  please 

you; 
And,  by  the  gods,  you  well  reward  him  for  it. 
No  night  in  which,  while  you  lie  sick  and  panting. 
He  watches  by  you,  but  is  worth  a  talent ; 
No  conference  in  your  coach,  which  is  not  paid  with 
A  scarlet  suit :  Tliis  the  poor  people  mutter, 
Though  I  believe,  for  I  am  bound  to  do  so, 
A  lady  of  your  youth,  that  feeds  high  too. 
And  a  most  exact  lady,  may  do  all  diis 
Out  of  a  virtuous  love,  the  last-bought  vizard 
That  lechery  purchased. 

Euph,  Not  a  word  beyond  this !  [Draws, 

The  reverence  I  owe  to  that  one  womb 
In  which  we  both  were  embrions,  makes  me  auflfer 
What's  past ;  but  if  continued 

Bel.  Stay  your  hand ! 
The  queen  shall  right  mine  honour. 

Cra,  Let  him  do  it ; 
It  is  but  marrying  him.     And,  for  your  anger. 
Know  that  1  slight  it !     When  your  goddess  here 
Is  weary  of  your  sacrifice,  as  she  will  be. 
You  know  my  house,  and  there  amongst  my  8er> 

vants 
Perhaps  you*ll  find  a  livery.  iKxit. 

Bel,  Be  not  moved ; 
I  know  the  rancour  of  his  disposition. 
And  turn  it  on  himself  by  laughing  at  it ; 
And  in  that  let  me  teach  you. 

Euph.  I  learn  gladly.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.—W  Room  in  the  Palace, 
Enter  Nbarthbs,  Sosiclbs,  and  Eratoit,  nveraUy. 

Nean.  You  are  met  unto  my  wishes  ;  if  you  ever 
Desired  true  mirth  so  far  as  to  adventure 
To  die  with  the  extremity  of  laughter, 
I  come  before  the  object  that  will  do  it ; 
Or  let  me  live  your  fool. 

So$.  Who  is't,  Neanthes  ? 

Nean.  Lamprias,  the  usurer's  son. 

Era.  Lamprias?  the  youth 
Of  six  and  fifty  ? 

So8,  That  was  sent  to  travel 
By  rich  Beliza,  till  he  came  to  age 
And  was  fit  for  a  wife  ? 

Nean.  The  very  same. 
This  gallant,  with  his  guardian  and  his  tutor, 
(And,  of  the  three,  who  is  most  fool  I  know  not) 
Are  newly  come  to  Corinth  :  I'll  not  stale  them 
By  giving  up  their  characters,  but  leave  you 
To  make  your  own  discoveries.   Here  they  are,  sir. 

Enter  Omw,  Uncls,  and  Tutor. 

Tutor,  That  leg  a  little  higher ;  very  well. 
Now  put  your  face  into  the  traveller's  posture ; 
Exceeding  good* 

Uncle.  "Do  you  mark  how  they  admire  hiiri } 
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Tutor,  Thej  will  be  all  my  scholars,  when  they 
know 
And  understand  him  truly. 

Era.  Phoebus  guard  me 
From  this  new  Python  ! 

Sw.  How  they  have  trimm'd  him  up 
Like  an  old  rereller ! 

Neon.  Curl'd  him  and  perfumed  him  ; 
Bat  diat  was  done  with  judgment,  for  he  looks 
Like  one  that  purged  perpetually.    Trust  me, 
That  witch's  face  of  his  is  painted  too, 
And  every  ditch  upon  it  buries  more 
Than  would  set  off  ten  bawds  and  all  their  tenants ! 

Sot,  See  how  it  moyes  towards  us. 

Nean,  There's  a  salutation ! — 
Troth,  gentlemen,  you  have  bestow'd  much  travel 
In  training  up  your  pupil. 

Tutor.  Sir,  great  buUdings 
Require  great  labours  ;  which  yet  we  repent  not, 
Since  for  the  country's  good  we  have  brought 

home 
An  absolute  man. 

Uncle,  As  any  of  his  years, 
Corinth  can  shew  you. 

Era.  He's  exceeding  meagre. 

Tutor,  His  contemplation 

Unck.  Besides,  'tis  fit 
Learners  should  be  kept  hungry. 

Nean.  You  all  contemplate  : 
For  three  such  wretched  pictures  of  lean  famine 
I  never  saw  togedier. 

Unde.  We  have  fat  minds,  sir. 
And  travell'd  to  save  charges.     Do  you  think 
Tiras  fit  a  young  and  hopeful  gentleman 
Should  be  brought  up  a  glutton  ?     He's  my  ward ; 
Nor  was  there  ever,  where  I  bore  the  bag, 
Asj  superfluous  vraste. 

Era,  Pray  yon,  can  it  speak  ? 

Tutor,  He  knows  all  languages,  but  will  use 
none; 
They  are  all  too  big  for  his  month,  or  else  too 

litUe 
To  express  his  great  conceits.     And  yet  of  late, 
With  some  impulsion,  he  hath  set  down 
In  a  strange  method,  by  the  way  of  question, 
And  briefly  too,  all  business  whatsoever, 
That  may  concern  a  gentleman. 

Nean.  Good  sir,  let's  hear  him. 

Tutor,  Come  on,  sir. 

Nean,  They  have  taught  him,  like  an  ape. 
To  do  his  tricks  by  signs.     Now  he  begins. 
'     Onot.  When  shall  we  be  drunk  together  ? 
I      Tutor.  That's  the  first. 
'     Onot.  Where  shall  we  whore  to-night  ? 

Unele.  That  ever  follows. 

Era.  Odds  me,  he  now  looks  angry. 

Onot.  Shall  we  quarrel  ? 

Nean.  With  me  at  no  hand,  sir. 

Onot.  Then  let*s  protest. 

Era.  Is  this  aU  ? 

Tutor.  These  are,  sir,  th^  four  new  virtues 
That  are  in  fashion  ;  many  a  mile  we  measured 
Before  we  could  arrive  unto  this  knowledge. 

Nean.  You  might  have  spared  that  labour,  for 
at  home  here 
IWe's  little  else  in  practice. — Ha !  the  queen  ? 
^^ood  fiioids,  for  half  an  hour  remove  your  motion ; 
To-morrow  willingly,  when  we  have  more  leisure, 
We'll  look  on  him  again. 

Omot,  Did  I  not  rarely  ? 


Uncle,  Excellent  well. 

Tutor.  He  shall  have  six  plumbs  for  it 

lExeunt  Oiros,  Uhclb,  and  Tutor. 

Enter  Aoenor,  Lsonidas,  Tbkanor,  Quksn,  MsaioNK, 
Bbliza,  Eupuancs,  Ckatbs,  Ladies  and  Attendants 
with  lighU. 

Queen,  How    much    my    court    is    honour'd, 
princely  brother. 
In  your  Touchsafing  it  your  long'd-for  presence, 
Were  tedious  to  repeat,  since  'tis  already 
(And  heartily)  acknowledged.     May  the  gods. 
That  look  into  kings'  actions,  smile  upon 
The  league  we  have  concluded ;  and  their  justice 
Find  me  out  to  revenge  it,  if  I  break 
One  article ! 

Age,  Great  miracle  of  queens  ! 
How  happy  I  esteem  myself,  in  being 
Thought  worthy  to  be  numbered  in  the  rank 
Of  your  confedierates,  my  love  and  best  service 
Shall  teach  the  world  hereafter ;  but  this  gift 
With  which  you  have  confirm 'd  it,  is  so  far 
Beyond  my  hopes  and  means  e'er  to  return, 
That  of  necessity  I  must  die  obliged 
To  your  unanswer'd  bounty. 

The,  The  sweet  lady. 
In  blushes  gives  your  highness  thanks. 

Queen,  Believe  it. 
On  the  queen's  word,  she  is  a  worthy  one ; 
And  1  am  so  acquainted  with  her  goodness, 
That  but  for  this  peace  that  hath  changed  my 

purpose, 
And  to  her  more  advancement,  I  should  gladly 
Have  call'd  her  daughter. 

The.  Though  I  am  deprived  of 
A  blessing,  'tis  not  in  the  fates  to  equal, 
To  shew  myself  a  subject  as  a  son, 
Here  I  give  up  my  claim,  and  willingly 
With  mine  own  hand  deliver  you  what  once 
I  loved  above  myself;  and  from  this  hour, 
(For  my  affection  yields  now  to  my  duty) 
Vow  never  to  solicit  her. 

Cra.  *Tis  well  cover'd. —  lAtidt. 

Neanthes,  and  the  rest ! 

lExeunt  Crates,  Nkai«tub0,  Sosiclss,  Rratoiv. 

Queen.  Nay,  for  this  night 
You  must  (for  'tis  our  country  fashion,  sir) 
Leave  her  to  her  devotions  ;  in  the  morning 
We'll  bring  you  to  the  temple. 

Leo.  How  in  this 
Your  highness  honours  me ! 

Mer.  Sweet  rest  to  all  I 

Age.  This  Idss,  and  I  obey  you. 

Bel.  Please  it  your  highness. 
This  is  the  gentleman. 

Queen.  You  are  welcome  home,  sir. — 
Now,  as  I  live,  one  of  a  promising  presence. — 
1  have  heard  of  you  before,  and  you  shall  find 
I'll  know  you  better ;  find  out  something  that 
May  do  you  good,  and  rest  assured  to  have  it. 
Were  you  at  Sparta  lately  ? 

Euph»  Three  days  since. 
Madam,  I  came  from  thence* 

Queen.  'Tis  very  late. 
Good  night,  my  lord ! — Do  you,  sir,  follow  me ; 
I  must  talk  further  with  you. 

Age.  All  rest  with  you !  lExeunt. 
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SCENE  IV.— ^»  Aitle  qfthe  Temple  of  Vesta. 

Enter  duns,  Ncanthxs,  Bratoh,  and  Sosiclu, 

dUffuised. 

Cra,  She    must   pass    through    this    cloister; 
And  boldly  seize  upon  her.  *   [suddenly 

Nean.  Where*s  the  prince  ? 
Cra,  He  does  expect  us  at  the  place  1  shew'd  you. 


Enter  Mcrioks  and  Servant. 

I  hear  one*s  footing ;  peace,  'tis  she. 

Mer.  Now  leave  me ;  IBxit  Servant. 

I  know  the  way ;  though,  Vesta  witness  with  me, 
I  never  trod  it  with  such  fear. — Help,  help  ! 

[TVy  *eixe  her. 

Cra.  Stop  her  mouth  close ;  out  with  the  light ; 

rU  guide  you.  lEjceunt. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  1,—A  Vault  under  the  Temple. 
Enter  MaaioNS. 

Mer.  To  whom  now  shall  I  cry  ?     What  power 

thus  kneel  to. 
And  beg  my  rayish^d  honour  back  upon  me  ? 
Deaf,  deaf,  you  gods  of  goodness,  deaf  to  me, 
Deaf  heaven  to  all  my  cries ;  deaf  hope,  deaf  justice ! 
I  am  abused,  and  you,  that  see  all,  saw  it, 
Saw  it,  and  smiled  upon  the  villain  did  it ; 
Saw  it,  and  gave  him  strength :  Why  have  I  pray'd 

to  ye,  [slumbers  ? 

When  all  the  worid's  eyes  have  been  sunk  in 
Why  have  I  then  poured  out  my  tears  ?  kneel'd  to 
And  from  the  altar  of  a  pure  heart  sent  ye  [ye  ? 
Thoughts  like  yourselves,  white,   innocent,  vows 

purer 
And  of  a  sweeter  flame  than  all  earth's  odours  ? 
Why  have  I   sung  your  praises,    strew'd    your 

temples. 
And  crown'd  your  holy  priests  with  virgin  roses  ? 
Is  it  we  hold  ye  powerful,  to  destroy  us? 
Believe  and  honour  ye,  to  see  us  ruin'd  ? 
These  tears  of  anger  thus  I  sprinkle  towards  ye. 
You  that  dare  sleep  secure  whilst  virgins  suffer ; 
These  stick  like  comets,  blase  eternally, 
Till,  with  the  wonder,  they  have  waked  your  justice. 
And  forced  ye  fear  our  curses,  as  we  yours  I 

Enter  Thxanor,  and  Cratxs,  with  vizarde. 

My  shame  still  follows  me,  and  still  proclaims  me. 
He  turns  away  in  scorn  !     I  am  oontemn'd  too  ; 
A  more  unmuily  violence  than  the  other : 
Bitten,  and  flung  away  ?— Whate'er  yon  are, 
Sir,  you  that  have  abused  me,  and  now  most  basely 
And  sacrilegiously  robbed  this  fair  temple. 
I  fling  all  these  behind  me,  but  look  upon  me. 
But  one  kind  loving  look,  be  what  you  will. 
So  from  this  hour  you  will  be  mine,  my  husband. — 
And  you,  his  hand  in  mischief,  I  speak  to  you  too. 
Counsel  him  nobly  now ;  you  know  the  mischief. 
The  most  unrighteous  act  he  has  done ;  persuade 

him. 
Persuade  him  like  a  friend,  knock  at  his  conscience 
Till  fidr  repentance  follow.    Yet  be  worthy  of  me. 
And  shew  yourself,  if  ever  good  thought  guided  you : 
You  have  had  your  foul  wUl ;  make  it  yet  fair  with 

marriage; 
Open  yourself  and  take  me,  wed  me  now. 

CTMJKAifOB  dranoe  hie  dagger. 
More  fruits  of  villainy  ?    Your  dagger  ?     Come ; 
You  are  merciful ;  I  tiiank  you  for  your  medicine. 

Enter  NaAMTHSS,  Soucubs,  and  Eraton,  dieguieed. 

Is  that  too  worthy  too  ?     DevU  1  thou  with  him  ! 
Tliou  penny  bawd  to  his  lust !    Will  not  that  stir 
thee? 


Do  you  work  by  tokeni  now  ?  Be  sure  I  live  not. 
For  your  own  safeties,  knaves.  I  will  sit  patiently : 
But,  as  you  are  true  villains,  the  devil's  own 

servants. 
And  those  he  loves  and  trusts,  make  it  as  bloody 
An  act,  of  such  true  horror,  Heaven  would  shake 

at ; 
'Twill  shew  the  braver.     Goodness,  hold  my  hope 
And  in  thy  mercies  look  upon  my  ruins,         [fast. 

Enter  Six  dieguieed,  einging  and  dancing  to  a  horrid 
mueie,  and  eprinkUng  water  on  her/iue. 

And  then  I  am  right  1 — ^My  eyes  grow  dead  and 

heavy. — 
Wrong  me  no  more,  as  ye  are  men  I  IFainte. 

The.  She's  fast. 

Cra,  Away  with  her.  lExemU,  bearing  her  i^. 


SCENE  II.— Wn  Apartment  kn  the  Palace. 

Enter  Aoairon  and  Qeoflemen,  with  tordtee. 

Age.  Now,  gentlemen,  the  time's  come  now  to 
enjoy 
That  fruitful  happiness  my  heart  has  long'd  for. 
This  day  be  happy  call'd ;  and  when  old  Time 
Brings  it  about  each  year,  crown'd  with  that  sweet- 
It  gives  me  now,  see  every  man  observe  it,     [ness 
And,  laying  all  aside  bears  show  of  business, 
Give  this  to  joy  and  triumph.  How  sit  my  clothes  ? 

1  Gent,  Handsome,  and  wondrous  well,  sir. 
Age.  Do  they  shew  richly  ? 

For  to  those  curious  eyes  even  Beauty  envies, 
I  must  not  now  appear  poor,  or  low-fashion'd. 
Methinks  I  am  younger  than  I  was,  far  younger ; 
And  such  a  promise  in  my  blood  I  feel  now. 
That,  if  there  may  be  a  perpetual  youth 
Bestow'd  on  man,  I  am  that  soul  shall  win  it. 
Does  my  hair  stand  well  ?  Lord,  how  ill-favour'dly 
You  have  dress'd  me  to-day !  how  badly  !     Why 
this  cloak  ? 

2  Gent.  Why,  'tis  the  richest,  sir. 
Age.  And  here  you  have  put  me  on 

A  pair  of  breeches  look  like  a  pair  of  bagpipes. 

1  Gent.  Believe  sir,  they  shew  bravely. 
Age,  Why  these  stockings  ? 

2  Gent.  Your  leg  appears 

Age.  Poh  1  I  would  have  had  'em  peach-colour ; 
All  young  and  new  about  me.  And  this  scarf  here, 
A  goodly  thing !  you  have  trick'd  me  like  a  puppet. 

1  Gent.  rU  undertake  to  rig  forth  a  whole  navy. 
And  with  less  labour,  than  one  man  in  love  : 
They  are  never  pleased. 

2  Gent.  Methinks  he  looks  welL 
1  Gent.  Well 

As  man  can  look,  as  handsome.  Now  do  I  wonder 
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He  found  not  £ralt  his  nose  was  put  on  ngly, 
Or  his  eyes  looked  too  grey,  and  rail  at  ns : 
They  are  the  wayward'st  things,  these  lovers. 

2  Geni,  AU  wiU  be  right 
When  once  it  conies  to  ik*  push. 

1  Geni,  I  would  they  were  at  it, 
For  oor  own  quiet  sake. 

Age,  Come,  wait  upon  me ; 
And  bear  yourselyes  like  mine,  my  friends,  and 


SCENE  III,— Be/ore  the  House  o/Lbonidas. 

&Uer  TuMAMott,  Cratbs,  and  Ebaton,  bringing^ 
MnuoNB. 

Era.  This  is  her  brother's  door. 

Cra.  There  lay  her  down  then ; 
Liy  her  along.     She  is  fiist  still  ? 

Era,  As  forgetfulness. 

Cra,  Be  not  yon  sturr'd  now,  bat  away  to  your 
mother, 
Gife  all  attendance,  let  no  stain  appear 
Of  fear,  or  doabt  in  your  face ;   carry  yourself 
confidently. 

The.  But  whither  runs  your  drift  now? 

Cra.  When  she  wakes, 
Eitiwr  what's  done  will  shew  a  mere  dream  to  her, 
Aod  carry  no  more  credit ;  or,  say  she  find  it, 
Sty  ihe  remember  all  the  circumstances. 
Twenty  to  one  the  shapes  in  which  they  were  acted, 
The  horrors,  and  the  still  affrights  we  shew'd  her, 
Rismg  in  wilder  figures  to  her  memory, 
Wfll  run  her  mad,  and  no  man  guess  the  reason : 
If  all  these  fail,  and  that  she  rise  up  perfect. 
And  so  collect  herself,  beUeve  this,  sir, 
Not  knowing  who  it  was  that  did  this  to  her. 
Nor  having  any  power  to  guess ;  the  thing  done 
Being  the  utter  undoing  of  her  honour  [too 

If  it  be  known,  and  to  the  world's  eye  publish'd, 
EspedaUy  at  this  time  when  Fortune  courts  her, 
She  must  and  will  conceal  it,  nay,  forget  it : 
Tike  woman  is  no  Lucrece.     Get  you  gone,  sir ; 
And^  as  you  would  have  more  of  this  sport,  fear  not. 

The.  I  am  oonfirm'd.  Farewell !  IBxit  Thbakor. 

Cra.  Farewell !     Away,  sir. — 
Dbperae  yourselyes  ;  and,  as  you  Iotc  his  favour, 
Ajid  that  that  crowns  it,  gold,  no  tongues  amongst 

yel 
Toaknow  your  charge ;  this  way  goes  no  suspicion. 

\,BxeufU. 

SmUt  AssMoa,  amd  LaowmAs*  wUh  two  Oentlemeo* 

with  lighU. 

Age.  You  are  stirring  early,  sir. 

Leo.  It  was  my  duty 
To  wait  upon  your  grace. 

Age.  How  &res  your  sister, 
My  beanteous  mistress  ?    What,  is  she  ready  yet  ? 

Leo.  No  doubt  shell  lose  no  time,  sir :  Young 
maids  in  her  way 
Tread  upon  thorns,  and  think  an  hour  an  age. 
Till  die  priest  has  done  his  part,  that  theirs  may 
IbQow. 


I  I  saw  her  not  since  yesterday  i'  th'  evening ; 
But,  nr,  I  am  sure  she  is  not  slack :  Believe 
Yow  graee  will  find  a  loving  soul. 

I      Age.  A  sweet  one; 
And  so  much  joy  I  carry  in  the  thought  of  it, 
So  great  a  happiness  to  know  she  is  mine, 
(Bd^eve  me,  noble  brother)  that  to  express  it 


me. 


Methinks  a  tongue*s  a  poor  thing,  can  do  nothing. 
Imagination  less. — ^Who's  that  that  lies  there? 

Leo.  Where,  sir  ? 

Age.  Before  the  door ;  it  looks  like  a  woman. 

Leo.  This  way  I  came  abroad,  but  then  there 
was  nothing. 
One  of  the  maids  o'erwatched,  belike. 

Age.  It  may  be. 

Leo.  But  methinks  this  is  no  fit  place  to  sleep  in. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  sure  a  woman,  sir ;  she  has  jewels 
She  fears  no  foul  play,  sure.  .    [on  too  : 

Leo.  Bring  a  torch  hither ; 
Yet  'tis  not  perfect  day.    I  should  know  those 

Age.  How  sound  she  sleeps  I  [garments. 

Leo.  I  am  sorry  to  see  this  1 

Age.  Do  yon  know  her  ? 

Leo.  And  you  now,  I  am  sure,  sir. 

Age.  My  mistress  ?    How  comes  this  ? 

Enter  Qukcn,  Tbxahor,  Bbusa,  Euphavbs,  NaARTHw, 

and  Atteodanta. 

Leo.  The  queen  and  her  train 

Queen.  You  know  my  pleasure. 

Euph.  And  will  be  most  careful. 

Queen.  Be  not  long  absent ; 
The  suit  you  preferr'd  is  granted. — 

Nean.  This  fellow  mounts 
Apace,  and  will  tower  o'er  us  like  a  fidcon. — 

Queen.  Good  morrow  to  ye  all !    Why  stand  ye 
wond'ring  ? 
Enter  the  house,  sir,  and  bring  out  your  mistress  ; 
You  must  observe  our  ceremonies. — What's  the 

matter  ? 
What's  that  ye  stand  at  ? — How  !    Merione  ? 
Asleep  i'  th'  street ;  Belike  some  sudden  palsy. 
As  she  stept  out  last  night  upon  devotion, 
To  take  her  £srewell  of  her  virgin  state, 
The  air  being  sharp  and  piercing,  struck  her  sud- 
See  if  she  breathe.  [denly. 

Leo.  A  little. 

Queen.  Wake  her  then ; 
'Us  sure  a  fit. 

Age.  She  wakes  herself :  Give  room  to  her. 

Queen,  See  how  the  spirits  struggle  to  recover. 
And  strongly  reinforce  their  strengths ;  for  certain. 
This  was  no  natural  sleep. 

The.  I  am  of  your  mind,  madam. 

Queen.  No,  son,  it  cannot  be. 

The.  Pray  Heaven,  no  trick  in't ! 
Good  soul,  she  little  merits  such  a  mischief. 

Queen.  She  is  broad  awake  now,  and  her  sense 
'Twas  sure  a  fit.     Stand  off.  [clears  up ; 

Mer.  The  queen,  my  love  here. 
And  all  my  noble  friends  ?    Why,  where  am  I  ? 
How  am  I  tranced,  and  moped  1     I'  th'  street  ? 

Heaven  bless  me ! 
Shame  to  my  sex !   o'  th'  ground  too  ?^Oh,  I 

Leo.  How  wild  she  looks  !  [remember^^ 

Age.  Oh,  my  cold  heart,  how  she  trembles  I 

Mer.  Oh,  I  remember,  I  remember ! 

Queen.  What's  that? 

Mer.  My  shame,  my  shame,  my  shame  !  Oh, 
My  never-dying  shame  !  [I  remember. 

The.  Here  has  been  villainy. 

Queen.  I  fear  to  too. 

Mer.  You  are  no  furies,  are  ye  ? 
No  horrid  shapes  sent  to  affright  me  ? 

Age.  No,  sweet ; 
We  are  your  friends.    Look  up  ;  I  am  Agenor, 
(Oh,  my  Merione !)  that  loves  you  deariy. 
And  come  to  marry  you. 


30 


THIS  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


ACT    Ji. 


Leo.  Sister^  what  ail  you  ? 
Speak  oat  your  griefs,  and  boldly. 

Age,  Sometking  sticks  here 
Will  choak  yoa  else. 

Mer^  I  hope  it  will. 

Queen.  Be  free,  lady; 
Yon  have  your  loving  friends  about  you. 

Age,  Dear  M erione. 
By  the  unspotted  love  I  ever  bore  you, 
By  thine  own  goodness 

Mer.  Oh,  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  sir ; 
I  am  now  I  know  not  what ;  pray  ye  look  not  on 
No  name  is  left  me,  nothing  to  icJierit,  [me  ; 

But  that  detested,  base,  and  branded 

Age.  Speak  it, 
And  how  :  Diseases  of  most  danger, 
Their  causes  once  disooTer'd,  are  easily  cured. 
My  fair  Merione^^ 

Mer.  I  thank  your  love,  sir : 
When  I  was  fair  Merione,  unspotted. 
Pore,  and  unblasted  in  the  bud  you  honour'd. 
White,  as  the  heart  of  truth,  then,  prince  Agenor, 
Even  then  I  was  not  worthy  of  your  favour. 
Wretch  that  I  am,  less  worthy  now  of  pity  1 
Let  no  good  thing  come  near  me ;  Virtue  fly  me ; 
You  that  have  honest  noble  names,  despise  me : 
For  I  am  nothing  now  but  a  main  pestilence. 
Able  to  poison  all !     Send  those  unto  me 
That  have  forgot  their  names,  ruin'd  their  fortunes. 
Despised  their  honours ;   those  that  have  been 

virgins 
Ravish'd  and  wrong'd,  and  yet  dare  live  to  tell  it. 

The.,  Now  it  appears  too  plain. 

Mer,  Send  those  sad  people 
That  hate  the  light,  and  curse  society ; 
Whose  thoughts  are  graves,  and  from  whose  eyes 

continually 
Their  melting  souls  drop  out,  send  those  to  me ; 
And  when  their  sorrows  are  most  excellent^ 
So  full  that  one  grief  more  cannot  be  added. 
My  story  like  a  torrent  shall  devour  'em. 
Hark  1  it  must  out :  But  pray  stand  dose  together. 
And  let  not  all  the  world  hear. 

Leo.  Speak  it  boldly. 

Mer.  And,  royal  lady,  think  but  charitably  I 
Your  grace  has  known  my  breeding. 

Queen.  Pr'ythee,  speak  it. 

Mer,  Is  there  no  stranger  here  ?    Send  off  your 
servants. 
And  yet  it  must  be  known. — I  shake. 

Age,  Sweet  mistress ! 

Mer.  I  am  abused,  baselv  abused !  do  you  guess 
yet? 
Come  close  ;  I'U  tell  ye  plainer ;  I  am  whored, 
Ravish'd,  and  robb'd  of  honour  I 

Leo.  Oh,  the  devil ! 

Age.  What  heUish  slave  was  this  ? 

The.  A  vrretch,  a  wretch, 
A  damn'd  wretch  !  Do  you  know  the  villain,  lady  ? 

Mer.  No. 

The.  Not  by  guess? 

Mer,  Oh,  no. 

The.  It  must  be  known. 

Queen.  Where  was  the  place  ? 

Mer.  I  know  not  neither. 

Age.  Oh,  Heaven ! 
Is  this  the  happy  time  ?  my  hope  to  this  come  ? 

Leo,  Neither  the  man  nor  circumstances  ? 

The.  His  tongue. 
Did  you  not  hear  his  tongue  ?  no  voice  ? 


Mer,  None,  none,  sir : 
All  I  know  of  him  was  his  violence. 

Age.  How  came  you  hither,  sweet  ? 

Mer.  I  know  not  neither. 

The,  A  cunning  piece  of  villainy. 

Mer.  AU  I  remember 
Is  only  this  :  Going  to  Vesta's  temple, 
To  give  the  goddess  my  last  vii^n  prayers. 
Near  to  that  place  I  was  suddenly  surprised, 
By  five  or  six  disguised,  and  from  thence  violently 
To  v^y  dishonour  haled :  That  act  performed, 
Brought  back  ;  but  how,  or  whither,  till  I  waked 
here 

The.   This  is  so  monstrous,  the  gods  cannot 
I  have  not  read,  in  all  the  villainies  [suffer  it ; 

Committed  by  the  most  obdurate  rascals. 
An  act  so  truly  impious.   ^ 

Leo.  'Would  I  knew  him ! 

The.  He  must  be  known ;  the  devil  cannot  hide 
him. 

Queen,  If  all  the  art  I  have,  or  power,  can  do  it. 
He  shall  be  found  ;  and  such  a  way  of  justice 
Inflicted  on  him — A  lady  wrong;' d  in  my  court  ? 
And  this  way  robb'd  and  ruin'd  ? 

The.  Be  contented,  madam  ; 
If  he  be  above  ground,  I  will  have  him. 

Age.  Fair  virtuous  maid,  take  comfort  yet,  and 
flourish. 
In  my  love  flourish  ;  the  stain  was  forced  upon  you, 
None  of  your  will's,  nor  yours.     Rise,  and  rise 

mine  still. 
And  rise  the  same  white,  sweet,  fair  soul,  I  loved 
Take  me  the  same.  [ye  ; 

Mer.  I  kneel  and  thank  you,  sir ; 
And  I  must  say  you  are  truly  honourable. 
And  dare  confess  my  will  yet  still  a  virgin  : 
But  so  unfit  and  weak  a  cabinet 
To  keep  your  love  and  virtue  in  am  I  now. 
That  have  been  forced  and  broken,  lost  my  lustre ; 
I  mean  this  body,  so  corrupt  a  volume, 
For  you  to  study  goodness  in,  and  honour, 
I  shall  entreat  your  grace,  confer  that  happiness 
Upon  a  beauty  sorrow  never  saw  yet. 
And  when  this  grief  shall  kill  me,  (as  it  must  do) 
Only  remember  yet  you  had  such  a  mistress ; 
And  if  you  then  dare  shed  a  tear,  yet  honour  me. — 
Good  gentlemen,  express  your  pities  to  me. 
In  seeking  out  this  villainy.     And  my  last  suit 
Is  to  your  grace,  that  I  may  have  your  favour 
To  live  a  poor  recluse  nun  with  this  lady, 
From  court  and  company,  till  Heaven  shidl  hear  me. 
And  send  me  comfort,  or  death  end  my  misery. 

Queen,  Take  your  own  will ;  my  very  heart  bleeds 
for  thee. 

Age.  Farewell,  Merione !  since  I  have  not  thee, 
I'll  wed  thy  goodness,  and  thy  memory. 

Leo.  And  I  her  fair  revenge. 

The.  Away ;  let's  follow  it ; 
For  he's  so  rank  i'  th'  wind  we  cannot  miss  him. 

[.Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV — A  Street  h^ore  a  Tavern. 
Enter  Cratbs  and  Gonon. 

Cra,  Conon  ?  You  are  welcome  home  I  you  are 
wondrous  welcome ! 
Is  this  your  first  arrival  ? 

Con.  Sir,  but  now 
I  reach'd  the  town. 
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Cra,  You.  are  once  more  welcome  then. 

Con.  I  thank  yon,  noble  sir. 

Cra,  Pray  you  do  me  the  honour 
To  make  my  poor  honse  first 

Can,  Pray,  sir,  excuse  me  ; 
1  hafe  not  seen  mine  own  yet ;  nor  made  happy 
These  longing  eyes  with   those   I  love  there. — 
What's  this  ?  a  tavern  ? 

Cra,  It  seems  so  by  the  outside. 

Con.  Step  in  here  then  ; 
And  since  it  offers  itself  so  freely  to  vlb, 
A  place  made  only  for  liberal  entertainment, 
li^s  seek  no  furtiier,  but  make  use  of  this, 
And,  after  the  Greek  fashion,  to  our  friends 
Crown  a  round  cup  or  two. 

iThep  go  into  the  Tavern. 

Enter  Vintner  and  Drawer. 

Cra.  Your  pleasure,  sir. — 
Drawers  !  who  waits  within  ? 

Draw.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Vint.  Look  into  the  Lilly-pot.    Why,  Mark, 
there!— 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen !  heartily  welcome^ 
Mj  noble  friend ! 

Cra.  Let's  hare  good  wine,  mine  host. 
And  t  fine  private  room. 

Vini.  Will  you  be  there,  sir  ? 
What  is't  youTl  drink?      I'll  draw  your  wine 

myself. — 
(huhions,  ye  knaves !  Why,  when  ? 


Re-efUer  Drawers  with  Cushions.. 


lExit. 


Draw.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Vint.  Chios,  or  Lesbos,  Greek  ? 

Cra.  Your  best  and  neatest. 

Vint,  ril  draw  ye  that  shall  dance. 

Cra.  Away ;  be  quick  then.  \,Exii  Vintner. 

Con.  How  does  yourbrother,  sir,  my  noble  friend, 
"Hie  good  Euphanes  ?    In  all  my  course  of  travel, 
1  met  not  with  a  gentleman  so  furnish 'd 
In  gentleness  and  courtesy ;  believe,  sir. 
So  many  friendly  offices  I  received  from  him. 
So  great  and  timely,  and  enjoyed  his  company 
In  sncb  an  open  and  a  liberal  sweetness, 
That  when  1  dare  forget  him 

Cra.  He's  in  good  health,  sir ; 
Bat  you  will  find  him  a  much  alter'd  man ; 
Grown  a  great  courtier,  sir. 

Con.  He's  worthy  of  it. 

Cra.  A  man  drawn  up,  that  leaves  no  print 
behind  him 
Of  what  he  was.    Those  goodnesses  you  speak  of 
That  have  been  in  him,  those  that  you  call  freedoms, 
Societies,  and  sweetness,  look  for  now,  sir, 
Yoa'U  find  no  shadows  of  them  left,  no  sound  ; 
Tht  rtrj  air  he  has  lived  in  alter'd.   Now  behold 

him. 
And  yon  shall  see  a  thing  walk  by,  look  big  upon 

And  cry  for  place :  '  I  am  the  queen's  ;  give  room 

there!' 
If  yim  bow  low,  may  be  he'll  touch  the  bonnet. 
Or  fiing  a  forc'd  smile  at  you  for  a  favour. 

Con.  He  is  your  brother,  sir, 

Cra.  These  fbrms  put  off, 
^Hiich  travd  and  court  holy- water  sprinkle  on  him, 
I  dare  accept  and  know  him.      You'll  think  it 

strange,  sir, 
That  even  to  me,  to  me,  his  natural  brother, 
And  one  by  birth  he  owes  a  little  honour  to 


Enter  Vintner  with  teine. 

But  that's  all  one. — Come,  give  me  some  wine, 

mine  host. — 
Here's  to  your  fair  return  !  IDrinks. 

Con.  I  wonder  at  it ! 
But  sure  he  has  found  a  nature  not  worth  owning 
In  this  way  ;  else  I  know  he  is  tender  carried. — 
I  thank  you,  sir.    And  now  durst  I  presume, 
For  all  you  tell  me  of  these  alterations 
And  stops  in  his  sweet  nature  (which  till  I  find  so, 
I  have  known  him  now  so  long,  and  look'd  so 

through  him. 
You  must  give  me  leave  to  be  a  little  faithless) 
I  say,  for  all  these,  if  you  please  to  venture, 
I'll  lay  the  wine  we  drink,  let  me  send  for  him 
(Even  I,  that  am  the  poorest  of  his  fellowship) 
But  by  a  boy  o'  th'  house  too,  let  him  have  business, 
Let  him  attend  the  queen,  nay,  let  his  mistress 
Hold  him  betwixt  her  arms,  he  shall  come  to  me. 
And  shall  drink  with  me  too,  love  me,  and  heartily ; 
Like  a  true  honest  man,  bid  me  welcome  home : 
I  am  confident. 

Cra»  You'll  lose. 

Con.  You'll  stand  to  th'  wager  ? 

Cra.  With  all  my  heart 

Con.  Go,  boy,  and  tell  Euphanes^-^ 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  He's  now  gone  up  the  street,  sir. 
With  a  great  train  of  gallants. 

Cra.  What  think  you  now,  sir ! 

Con.  Go,  and  overtake  him  : 
Commend  my  love  unto  him,  (my  name's  Conon) 
Tell  him  I  am  new  arrived,  and  where  I  am, 
And  would  request  to  see  him  presently. — 
You  see  I  use  old  dudgeon  phrase  to  draw  him. 

Cra,  I'll  hang  and  quarter  when  you  draw  him 
hither. 

Con.  Away,  boy. 

Boy.  I  am  gone,  sir.  lExit. 

Con.  Here's  to  you  now  ! 
And  you  shall  find  his  travel  has  not  stopt  him, 
As  you  suppose,  nor  alter'd  any  freedom : 
But  made  him  far  more  clear  and  excellent. 
It  draws  the  grossness  of  the  understanding. 
And  renders  active  and  industrious  spirits : 
He  that  knows   most  men's  mannera,   must  of 

necessity 
Best  know  his  own,  and  mend  those  by  example. 
'Tis  a  dull  thing  to  travel  like  a  mill-horse, 
Still  in  the  place  he  was  born  in,  lamed  and  blinded  ; 
Living  at  home  is  like  it.    Pure  and  strong  spirits. 
That,  like  the  fire,  still  covet  to  fiy  upward. 
And  to  give  fire,  as  well  as  take  it,  cased  up  and 

mew'd  here, 
I  mean  at  home,  like  lusty  mettled  horses. 
Only  tied  up  in  stables,  to  please  their  masters. 
Beat  out  their  fiery  lives  in  their  own  litters. 
WTiy  don't  you  travel,  sir  ? 

Cra,  I  have  no  belief  in't ; 
I  see  so  many  strange  things,  half  unhatch'd  too, 
Return,  those  that  went  out  men,  and  good  men, 
They  look  like  poach'd  eggs,  with  the  soul  suck'd 

out. 
Empty  and  Kill  of  wind  :  All  their  affections 
Are  baked  in  rye -crust,  to  hold  carriage 
From  this  good  town  to  th'  other ;  and  when  they 

are  open'd. 
They  are  so  ill-cook'd  and  mouldy 

Con.  You  are  pleasant. 


32 


THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


ikCT    II. 


Cra,  I'll  shew  yoa  a  pack  of  these :  I  have  'em 
That  have  been  long  in  travel  too.  [for  you, 

Con.  Please  yon,  sir. 

Enter  second  Boy. 

Cra.  You  know  the  Merchant's  Walk,  boy  ? 

2  Boy.  Very  well. 

Cra.  And  you  remember  those  gentlemen  were 
The  other  day  with  me  ?  [here 

2  Bop.  Yes. 

Cra.  Then  go  thither. 
For  there  I  am  sure  they  are ;  pray  *em  come  hither, 
(And  use  my  name)  I  would  be  glad  to  see  'em. 

Enter  Jlrst  Boy. 

1  Bojf.  Your  brother's  coming  in,  sir. 

Vini.  '  Ods  my  passion  { 
Out  with  the  plate,  ye  knaves;  bring  the  new 

cushions, 
And  wash  those  glasses  I  set  by  for  high-days  ; 
Perfume  the  rooms  along.     Why,  sirrah  ! 

1  Boy.  Here,  sir. 

Fint.  Bid  my  wife  make  herself  ready  hand- 
And  put  on  her  best  apron ;  it  may  be,  [somely. 
The  noble  gentleman  will  look  upon.  her. 

Enter  Eupbanbs  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Euph.  Where  is  he,  boy  ? 

VirU.  Your  worship's  heartily  welcome  ! 
It  joys  my  very  heart  to  see  you  here,  sir. 
The  gentleman  that  sent  for  your  honour 

Euph.  Oh,  good  mine  host ! 

Vint.  To  my  poor  homely  house,  an't  like  your 
honour— 

Euph.  I  thank  thine  honour,  good  mine  host. 
Where  is  he  ? 

Con.  What  think  you  now  ? — ^My  best  Euphanes ! 

Euph.  Conon! 
Welcome,  my  friend  I  my  noble  friend,  how  is  it  ? 
Are  you  in  safety  come,  in  health  ? 

Con.  All  health,  all  safety. 
Riches,  and  all  that  makes  content  and  happiness, 
Now  I  am  here,  I  have.    How  have  you  fared,  sir  ? 

Euph.  Well,  I  thank  Heayen ;  and  never  nearer, 
To  catch  at  great  occasion.  [friend, 

Con.  Indeied  I  joy  in't. 

Euph.  Nor  am  1  for  myself  bom  in  these  for- 
In  truth  I  love  my  friends.  [tunes ; 

Cofi.  You  were  noble  ever. 

CEuPHAiras  eaiuUt  Cratbs. 

Cra.  I  thought  yon  had  not  known  me. 

Euph.  Yes ;  yon  are  my  brother. 
My  elder  brother  too  :  'Would  your  affections 
Were  able  but  to  ask  that  love  I  owe  to  you. 
And,  as  I  give,  preserve  it ! — Here,  friend  Conon, 
To  your  fiur  welcome  home !  [2Vjf  drink. 

Con.  Dear  sir,  I  thank  you. — 
Fill  it  to  th'  brim,  boy.— Crates  I 

Cra.  1  will  pledge  you ; 
But  for  that  glorious  comet,  lately  fired 

Con.  Fy,  fj,  sir,  fy ! 

Euph.  Nay,  let  him  take  his  freedoms ; 
He  stirs  not  me,  I  vow  to  you  ;  much  less  stains  me. 

Cra.  Sir,  I  cannot  talk  with  that  neat  travelling 
tongue. 

Con.  As  I  live,  he  has  the  worst  belief  in  men 
I  am  glad  I  am  come  home.  [abroad ! 

Enter  second  Boy. 

2  Boy.  Here  are  the  gentlemen. 

Cra.  Oh,  let  'em  enter.    Now  you  that  trust  in 
travel. 


And  make  sharp  beards  and  little  breeches  deities. 
You  that  enhance  the  daily  price  of  toothpicks. 
And  hold  there  is  no  home-bred  happiness. 
Behold  a  model  of  your  minds  and  actions. 

Euph.  Though  this  be  envious,  yet,  done  i'  th' 
I  am  content  to  thank  you  for't.      [way  of  mirth. 

Con.  'Tis  well  yet. 

Cra.  Let  the  masque  enter. 

Enter  Onos,  Uncle,  and  Tutor. 

Onos.  A  pretty  tavern,  'faith,  of  a  fine  structure ! 

Uncle.  Bear  yourself  like  a  gentleman ;  here's 
And  be  sure  you  break  no  glasses.  [sixpence, 

Tutor.  Hark  ye,  pupil ; 
Go  as  I  taught  you,  hang  more  upon  your  hams. 
And  put  your  knees  out  bent ;  there  ;  yet  a  little. 
Now  I  braeech  ye,  be  not  so  improvident 
To  forget  your  travelling  pace,  'tis  a  main  posture, 
And  to  all  unair'd  gentlemen  will  betray  you  : 
Play  with  your  Pisa  beard.    Why,  where's  your 
He  must  have  a  brush,  sir.  [brush,  pupil  ? 

Uncle.  More  charge  yet  ? 

Tutor.  Here,  take  mine ; 
These  elements  of  travel,  he  must  not  want,  sir. 

Uncle.  Majby,  he  has  had  some  nineteen-pence 
What  would  you  more  ?  [in  elements ; 

Tutor.  Durue  mehercle  pater  ! 

Con.  What,  monsieur  Onos,  the  very  pump  of 
travel  I 
Sir,  as  I  live,  you  have  done  me  the  greatest 

kindness-^ 
Oh,  my  fair  sir,  Lampree,  the  careful  nude 
To  this  young  hopeful  issue !  Monsieur  Tutor  too. 
The  father  to  his  mind  1  Come,  come,  let's  hug, 

boys. 
Why,  what  a  bunch  of  travel  do  I  embrace  now  ! 
MeUdnks  I  put  a  girdle  about  Europe. 
How  has  the  boy  profited  ? 

Unele.  He  has  enough,  sir, 
If  his  too  fiery  mettle  do  not  mar  it. 

Con.  Is  he  not  thrifty  yet  ? 

Tutor.  That's  all  his  fiiult; 
Too  bounteous  minded,  being  under  age  too  ; 
A  great  consumer  of  his  stock  in  pippins  : 
He  had  ever  a  hot  stomach. 

Con.  Come  hither,  Onos. 
Will  you  love  me  for  this  fine  apple  ? 

Onos.  Ouy, 

Con.  And  will  you  be  ruled  by  me  sometimes  ? 

Ono$.  'Faith,  I  will. 

Con.  That's  a  good  boy. 

Unele.  Pray  give  not  the  child  so  much  fruit ; 
He's  of  a  raw  complexion. 

Euph.  You,  monsieur  Hard-Egg  I 
Do  you  remember  me  ?     Do  you  remember 
When  you  and  your  consort   travell'd  through 

Con.  He's  in  that  circuit  stilL  [Hungary  ? 

Euph,  Do  you  remember 
The  cantle  of  immortal  cheese  yon  carried  with  yon. 
The  half-cold  cabbage  in  a  leather  satchel. 
And  those  invincible  eggs  that  would  lie  in  your 

bowels 
A  fortnight  together,  and  then  turn  to  bedstaves ; 
Your  sour  milk  that  would  choak  an  Irishman, 
And  bread  was  baked  in  Caesar's  time*for  the  army  ? 

Con.  Providence,  providence. 

T*utor.  The  soul  of  traveL 

Euph.  Can  the  boy  speak  yet  ? 

Tutor,  Yes ;  snd  as  fine  a  gentleman, 
I  thank  my  able  knowledge,  he  has  arrived  at. 
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Oolj  a  little  sparing  of  his  languagef 
Whidi  every  man  of  observation- 


Unele,  And  of  as  many  tongaes 

Tuitr,  Pray  be  content,  sir  ; 
Too  know  yon  are  for  the  bodily  part,  the  purse, 
1  for  the  magazine,  the  mind. 

£uph.  Come  hither,  Springal. 

Omu,  That  in  the  Almain  tongue  signifies  a 
gentleman. 

£uph.  What  think  yon  of  the  forms  of  Italy  or 
Spain? 

Onoi.  I  love  mine  own  country  pippin. 

Tutor,  Nobly  answered ; 
Bom  for  his  country  first. 

Euph,  A  great  philosopher ! — 
What  horses  do  you  prefer  ? 

(huu.  The  white  horse,  sir ; 
Tbere  where  I  lie ;  honest,  and  a  just  beast. 

Totor.  O  caput  lepidum  I    A  child  to  say  this  ! 
Are  these  figures  for  the  mouths  of  infants  ? 

Cof^.  Onosy  what  wenches  ?  lApart  to  kim. 

Come,  tell  me  true. 

Onot,  I  cannot  speak  without  book. 

Toa.  When  shall  we  have  one  ?  ha  ? 

Onot,  Steal  me  from  mine  uncle ; 
For,  look  you,  I  am  broke  out  horribly 
For  want  of  fleshly  physick ;  they  say  I  am  too 

young, 
Aad  that  'twill  spoil  my  growth  ;  but,  could  you 
help  me 

Con,  Meet  me  to-morrow,  man ;  no  more. — 

Euph.  You  think  now 
You  have  open'd  such  a  shame  to  me  of  travel, 
By  ihewing  these  thin  cubs !   You  have  honoured 

us 
Agiinst  your  will,  proclaim'd  us  excellent : 
Three  frails  of  sprats,  carried  from  mart  to  mart, 
Are  as  much  meat  as  these,  to  more  use  travelled ; 
A  bunch  of  bloated  fools !  Methi  nks  your  judgment 
Sioold  look  abroad  sometimes,  without  your  envy. 

Crs.  Such  are  most  of  you.   So  I  take  my  leave. 
And  when  you  find  your  women's  ftivour  fail, 


'Tis  ten  to  one  you'll  know  yourself,  and  seek  me. 
Upon  a  better  muster  of  your  manners. 

Con,  This  is  not  handsome,  sir. 

Euph.  Pray  take  your  pleasure : 
You  wound  the  wind  as  much. 

Cra,  Come  you  with  me ; 
I  have  business  for  you  presently.    There's  for 

your  wine ; 
I  must  confess  I  lost  it.  lExit 

Onos,  Shall  I  steal  to  you  ? 
And  shall  we  see  the  wench  ? 

Con,  A  dainty  one. 

Onos,  And  have  a  dish  of  pippins  ? 

Con,  What  ?  a  peck,  man. 

Tutor.  Will  you  wait,  sir  ? 

Con.  Pray  let*s  meet  oftner,  gentlemen  ; 
I  would  not  lose  ye. 

Tutor,  Oh,  sweet  sir  '. 

Con.  Do  you  think  I  would  ? 
Such  noted  men  as  you  ? 

OnoSf  Uncle,  Tutor.  We  are  your  servants ! 

lExeunt. 

Euph.  That  thing  they  would  keep  in  everlasting 
nonage, 
My  brother,  for  his  own  ends,  has  thrust  on 
Upon  my  mistress :  'Tis  true,  he  shall  be  rich, 
If  ever  he  can  get  that  rogue  his  uncle 
To  let  him  be  of  years  to  come  to  inherit  it. 
Now,  what  the  main  drift  is 

Con,  Say  you  so?  no  more  words : 
I'll  keep  him  company  till  he  be  of  years, 
(Though  it  be  a  hundred  years)  but  I'U  discover 
And  ten  to  one  I'll  cross  it  too.  [it ; 

Euph,  You  are  honest, 
And  I  shall  study  still  your  love.     Farewell,  sir ! 
For  these  few  hours  I  must  desire  your  pardon  ; 
I  have  business  of  importance.     Once  a-day. 
At  least,  I  hope  you'll  see  me  ;  I  must  see  you  else : 
Soy  once  more,  you  are  welcome  I 

Con,  All  my  thanks,  sir : 
And  when  I  leave  to  love  you,  life  go  from  me  ! 

IBxeunt. 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I — An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Thbanor  and  Ciutks. 

Cr^,  Why,  sir,  the  kingdom's  his :  and  no  man 
Cm  come  to  Corinth,  or  from  Corinth  go,      [now 
^^itlumt  his  licence ;  he  puts  up  the  tithes 
Of  every  office  through  Achaia ; 
From  courtier  to  the  carter  hold  of  him  j 
Oir  lands,  our  liberties,  nay,  very  lives. 
Are  shut  up  in  his  doset,  and  let  loose 
Bat  at  his  pleasure ;  books,  and  all  discourse. 
Hate  now  no  patron,  nor  direction. 
Bat  glorified  Eupharies  ;  our  cups  are  guilty 
Tlut  quench  our  thirsts,  if  not  unto  his  heidth» 
Oh,  I  could  eat  my  heart,  and  fling  away 
My  very  soul,  for  anguish !  Gods,  nor  men, 
Sbonld  tolerate  such  disproportion. 

The.  And  yet  is  he  beloved ;  whether  it  be 
virtue. 
Or  teeming  virtue,  which  he  makes  the  cloak 
To  his  ambition. 

Cftt.  Be  it  which  it  wiU, 
vot.  n. 


Your  highness  is  too  tame,  your  eyes  too  film'd. 
To  see  this,  and  sit  still :  The  lion  should  not 
Tremble  to  hear  the  bellowing  of  the  bull. 
Nature,  excuse  me  !  though  he  be  my  brother, 
You  are  my  country's  father,  therefore  mine  : 
One  parallel  line  of  love  I  bend  on  him. 
All  lines  of  love  and  duty  meet  in  you. 
As  in  their  centre ;  therefore  hear,  and  weigh, 
What  I  shall  speak.     You  know  tlie  queen  your 

mother 
Did,  from  a  private  state,  your  father  raise  ; 
So  all  your  royalty  you  hold  from  her  : 
She  is  older  than  she  was,  therefore  more  doting ; 
And  what  know  we  but  blindness  of  her  love 
(That  hath,  from  underneath  the  foot  of  Fortune, 
Set  even  Euphanes'  foot  on  Fortune's  head) 
Will  take  him  by  the  hand,  and  cry,  *'  Leap  now 
Into  my  bed  I"  'tis  but  a  trick  of  age  ; 
Nothing  impossible. 

The.  What  do  vou  infer  on  this  ? 

Cra.  Your  pardon,  sir. 
With  reverence  to  the  queen :  Yet  why  should  I 
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Fear  to  speak  plain  what  pointeth  to  yoar  good  ? 

A  good  old  widow  is  a  hungry  thing 

(I  speak  of  other  widows,  not  of  queens.) 

The,  Speak  to  thy  purpose. 

Cra.  I  approach  it.     Sir, 
Should  young  Euphanes  clasp  the  kingdom  thus, 
And  please  &e  good  old  lady  some  one  night, 
What  might  not  she  be  wrought  to  put  on  you, 
Quite  to  supplant  your  birth  ?  neither  is  she 
Past  children,  as  I  take  it. 

The.  Crates,  thou  shak'st  me  ! 
Thou,  that  dost  hate  thy  brother  for  my  love. 
In  my  loye  find  one ;  henceforth  be  my  brother. 
This  giant  I  will  fell  beneath  the  earth ; 
I  will  shine  out,  and  melt  his  artful  wings  : 
Euphanes,  from  my  mother's  sea  of  favours, 
Spreads  like  a  riyer,  and  runs  calmly  on, 
Secure  yet  from  my  storms ;  like  a  young  pine 
He  grows  up  planted  under  a  fair  oak, 
Whose  strong  large  branches  yet  do  shelter  him, 
And  every  traveller  admires  his  beauty  : 
But,  like  a  wind,  I'll  work  into  his  cranks. 
Trouble  his  stream,  and  drown  all  vessels  that 
Ride  on  his  greatness.  Under  my  mother's  arms, 
Like  to  a  stealing  tempest  will  I  search, 
And  rend  his  root  from  her  protection. 

Cra,   Ay ;    now  Theanor    speaks  like   prince 
"[Hieanor. 

The,  But  how  shall  we  provoke  him  to  our 
He  has  a  temper  malice  cannot  move  [snares  ? 
To  exceed  the  bounds  of  judgment ;  he  is  so  wise, 
That  we  can  pick  no  cause  to  affront  him. 

Cra,  No? 
What  better  than  his  crossing  your  intent  ? 
The  suit  I  had  to  you?  Conon's  forfeit  state 
(Before  he  travell'd)  for  a  riot,  he 
Hath  from  your  mother  got  restored  to  him. 

The,  Durst  he  ?  What  is  this  Conon  ? 

Cra,  One  that  hath. 
As  people  say,  in  foreign  countries  pleasured  him. 

Enter  Onos,  Uncle,  Tutor,  Nkantbcs,  Sosiclss,  and 

Ebatoh. 

But  now  no  more ; 

They  have  brought  the  travellers  I  told  you  of. 
That's  the  sweet  youth  that  is  my  brother's  rival, 
That  curls  his  head,  for  he  has  little  hair, 
And  paints  his  vizor,  for  it  is  no  face. 
That  so  desires  to  follow  you,  my  lord  : 
Shew  'em  some  countenance,  and  it  will  beget 
Our  sport  at  least. — 

The,  What  villainous  crab-tree  legs 
He  makes !  His  shins  are  full  of  true-love  knots. 

Cra,  His  legs  were    ever  villainous,    since  I 
knew  him. 

Era.  'Faith,  his  uncle's  shanks  are  somewhat 
the  better. 

Nean.  But  is  it  possible  he  should  believe  he's 
not  of  age  ?  Why,  he  is  fifty,  man  ;  in's  jubilee,  I 
warrant !  'Slight,  he  looks  older  than  a  groat ;  the 
very  stamp  on's  face  is  worn  out  with  handling. 

Sos,  Why,  I  tell  you,  all  men  believe  it  when 
they  hear  him  speak,  he  utters  such  single  matter 
in  so  infantly  a  voice. 

Nean.  He  looks  as  like  a  fellow  that  I  have 
seen  accommodate  gentlemen  with  tobacco  in  our 
theatres — 

Onoit,  Most  illustrious  prince  ? 

Era,  A  pox  on  him,  he  is  gelt !  how  he  trebles  \ 

Onos,  I  am  a  gentleman  o'  both  sides. 


Tutor,  He  means  (so't  please  your  highness)  both 
by  father  and  mother. 

Sos,  Thou  a  gentleman  ?  thou  an  ass. 

Nean.  He  is  ne'er  the  farther  from  being  a  gen- 
tleman, I  assure  you. 

Tutor.  May  it  please  your  grace,  I  am  another. 

Nean.  He  is  another  ass,  he  says ;  I  believe  him. 

Uncle.  We  be  three,  heroical  prince. 

Nean,  Nay  then,  we  must  have  the  picture  of 
'em,  and  the  #ord  not  eumus. 

Tutor,  That  have  travell'd  all  parts  of  the  globe 
together. 

Uncle,  For  my  part,  I  have  seen  the  vicissitude 
of  Fortune  before. 

Onos.  Peace,  uncle;  for  though  you  speak  a 
little  better  than  I 

Nean.  'Tis  a  very  little,  in  truth. 

Onos.  Yet  we  must  both  give  platoe,  as  they  say, 
to  the  best  speaker,  the  tutor. 

Tutor,  Yet  since  it  hath  pleased  your  radiance, 
to  decline  so  low,  as  on  us  poor  and  unworthy 
dunghills 

Nean,  What  a  stinkhig  knave's  this ! 

Tutor.  Our  peregrination  was  ne'er  so  felicitated, 
as  since  we  entered  the  line  of  your  gracious  frivour, 
under  whose  beamy  aspect,  and  by  which  infaUible 
mathematical  compass,  may  we  but  hereafter  pre- 
sume to  sail,  our  industries  have  reach'd  their 
desired  termination  and  period;  and  we  shall 
voluntarily  sacrifice  our  lives  to  your  resplendent 
eyes,  both  the  altars  and  fires  of  our  devoted  offer- 
ings. 

Onos.  Oh,  divine  tutor ! 

Cra,  Can  you  hold,  sir  ? 

Era,  He  has  spoken  this  very  speech  to  some 
whore  in  Corinth. 

Nean,  A  plague  on  him  for  a  fustian  dictionary ! 
On  my  conscience,  this  is  the  Ulyssean  Traveller 
that  sent  home  his  image  ridiog  upon  elephants  to 
the  great  Mogol. 

Sos.  The  same ;  his  wit  is  so  huge,  nought  but 
an  elephant  could  carry  him. 

Era.  So  heavy,  you  mean. 

Nean.  These  three  are  even  the  finest  one  fool 
tripartite  that  was  e'er  discover'd. 

Sos.  Or  a  treatise  of  famine,  divided  into  three 
branches. 

Era.  The  prince  speaks. 
The.  1  thank  ye  for  your  loves ;  but,  as  I  told 
you, 
I  have  so  little  means  to  do  for  those 
Few  followers  I  have  already,  that 
I  would  have    none  shipwreck  themselves  and 
Upon  my  barren  shelf.  Sue  to  Euphanes,   [fortune 
For  he  is  prince,  and  queen ;  I  would  have  no  man 
Curse  me  in  his  old  age. 

Cra,  Alas,  sir,  they  desire  to  follow  you 
But  afar  off ;  the  farther  off  the  better. 

Tutor.  Ay,  sir ;  an't  be  seven  mile  off,  so  we 
may  but  follow  you,  only  to  countenance  us  in  the 
confronts  and  affronts,  which  (according  to  your 
highness'  will)  we  mean  on  all  occasions  to  put 
upon  the  lord  Euphanes. 

Onos.  He  shall  not  want  gibing  nor  jeering,  1 
warrant  him  ;  if  he  do,  I'll  forswear  wit. 

Nean.  It  has  forsworn  thee,  I'll  swear ;  it  is 
the  ancient  enemy  to  thy  house. 

The.  Well,  be  it  so  ;  I  here  receive  you,  for 
My  followers  a  great  way  off. 

Nean,  Seven  miles,  my  lord ;  no  further. 
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Onot,  By  what  time,  sir,  (by  this  measure)  may 
I  oome  to  follow  him  in  his  chamber  ? 
Neon.   Why,  when  his  chamber,  sir,  is  seven 
miles  long. 

£Mer  EurHAJtxs,  Cojion,  Page,  G«ntlemen,  and 
Attendanta. 
Gent,  Make  way  there  for  my  lord  Euphanes  ! 
Cra.  Look,  sir,  Jove  appears. 
The  peacock  of  onr  state,  that  spreads  a  train 
Brighter  than  Iris*  blnshes  after  rain. — 

Buph.  You  need    not  thank  me,  Conon :  In 
Ton  antedated  what  I  can  do  for  you,    [your  love 
And  I  in  gratitude  was  bound  to  this, 
And  am  to  much  more ;  and  whate'er  he  be 
Can  with  unthankfnlness  assoil  me,  let  him 
Dig  out  mine  eyes,  and  sing  my  name  in  verse, 
In  ballad  verse,  at  every  drmking  house. 
And  no  man  be  so  charitable  to  lend  me 
A  dog  to  guide  my  steps. 
Xtan,  Hail  to  Euphanes ! 
Sm,  Mighty  Euphanes ! 
Era.  The  great  prince  Euphanes ! 
Tuior.  Key  of  the  court,  and  jewel  of  the  queen ! 
Unck,  Sol  in  our  firmament ! 
Ont,  Pearl  in  the  state's  eye  ! 
A'eoii.  Being  a  black  man. 
Era,  Mistress  of  the  land  ! 
Kean,  Our  humble,  humble,  poor  petitions  are, 
Tliat  we  may  hold  our  places. 
AU,  May  we  ? 
Euph,  Yes; 
3e  yoa  malicious  knaves  still ;  and  you  fools. 
Con.  This  is  the  prince's  and  your  brother's  spite. 
Euph,  1  know't,  but  will  not  know  it. 
Con,  Yonder  they  are. — 
Whose  fine  child's  this  ? 
UncU.  Sir  I 
Onot.  Uncle,  le'be, 
Let  him  alone,  he  is  a  mighty  prince. 

Euph.  I  ask  your  highness'  pardon  !  I  protest 
By  Jupiter  I  saw  you  not. 

The.  Humph  1  it  may  be  so. 
Yoa  have  raised  such  mountains  'twizt  your  eyes 

and  me, 
That  1  am  hidden  quite.    What  do  you  mean,  sir? 
Yoa  much  forget  yourself. 

Euph.  I  should  much  more, 
Not  to  remember  my  due  duty  to  your  grace. 
I  know  not  wherein  I  have  so  transgress'd 
My  service  to  yoor  highness,  to  deserve 
Thia  rigour  and  contempt,  not  from  you  only, 
Bat  from  your  followers,  with  the  best  of  whom 
I  was  an  equal  in  my  lowest  ebb  : 
Beseech  you,  sir,  respect  me  as  a  gentleman ; 
I  will  be  never  more  in  heart  to  you. 
Fire  fair  descents  I  can  derive  myself, 
From  Withers  worthy  both  in  arts  and  arms. 
1  know  your  goodness  companies  your  greatness, 
Bat  that  you  are  perverted :  Royal  sir, 
I  am  your  humblest  subject;  use  your  pleasure, 
Bat  do  not  give  protection  to  the  wrongs 
Of  these  subordinate  slaves,  whom  I  could  crush 
By  that  great  destined  favour  which  my  mistress 
And  your  majestic  mother  deigns  to  me, 
Bat  in  respect  of  you.     I  know  lean  envy 
Waits  ever  on  the  steps  of  virtue  advanced ; 
Bat  why  your  mother's  grace  gets  me  disgrace, 
Or  renders  me  a  slave  to  bear  these  wrongs, 
1  do  not  know.— Oh,  mediocrity, 
Yhoa  prizeless  jewel,  only  mean  men  have, 


But  cannot  value  ;  like  the  precious  gem 
Found  in  the  muckhiU  by  the  ignorant  cock ! 

The.  Your  creamy  words  but  cozen  ;  how  durst 
Intercept  me  so  lately  to  my  mother  ?  [you 

And  what  I  meant  your  brother,  you  obtain'd 
Unto  the  forfeiter  again.  * 

Cra.  Your  answer 
To  that,  my  lord  my  brother. 

Euph.  May  I  perish 
If  e'er  I  heard  you  intended  such  a  suit ! 
Though  'twould  have  stuck  an  ignominious  brand 
Upon  your  highness,  to  have  given  your  servant 
A  gentleman's  whole  state  of  worth  and  quality, 
Confiscate  only  for  a  youthful  brawl. 

The.  Your  rudiments  are  too  saucy ;  teach  your 

page. 
Con.  Ay,  so  are  all  things  but  your  flatterers. 
Onos.  Hold  you  your  prating ! 
Con.  You  know  where  you  are,  you  fleeten  face ! 
Euph,  Yet,  sir,  to  appease  and  satisfy  your  anger, 
Take  what  you  please  from  me,  and  give  it  him, 
In  lieu  of  this.     You  shall  not  take  it  neither, 
I  freely  will  impart  it,  half  my  state  ; 

W^hich,  brother,  if  you  please 

Cra.  I'll  starve  in  chains  first, 
Eat  my  own  arms  1 

Euph.  Oh,  that  you  saw  yourself ! 
You  ne'er  made  me  such  offer  in  my  poorness  ; 
And  'cause,  to  do  you  ease,  I  sought  not  to  you. 
You  thus  malign  me  ;  yet  your  nature  must  not 
Corrupt  mine,  nor  your  rude  examples  lead  me : 
If  mine  can  mend  you,  I  shall  joy.     You  know 
I  fear  you  not ;  you've  seen  me  proved  a  man 
In  every  way  of  fortune  ;  'tis  my  comfort 
I  know  no  more  such  brothera  in  the  world 
As  Crates  is. 

Con.  Nor  I  such  as  Euphanes : 
The  temper  of  an  angel  reigns  in  thee ! 

Euph.  Your  royal  mother,  sir,  (I  had  forgot) 
Entreats  your  presence. 

The.  You  have  done  her  errand ; 
I  may  do  youre.  lExU. 

Euph.  Let  it  be  truth,  my  lord. 
Con.  Crates,  I'll  question  you  for  this. 
Cra.  Pish,  your  worst !  -        lExit. 

Con,  Away,  you  hounds,  after  your  scent ! 
Onos,  Come,  well  scorn  to  talk  to  'em :   Now 
they  are  gone, 
We'U  away  too.  lExeunt. 

Con.  WTiy  bear  you  this,  my  lord  ? 
Euph.  To  shew  the  passive  fortitude  the  best ; 
Virtue's  a  solid  rock,  whereat  being  alm'd 
The  keenest  darts  of  envy,  yet  unhurt 
Her  marble  heroes  stand,  built  on  such  bases, 
Whilst  they  recoil,  and  wound  the  shootere'  faces. 

EnUr  QuBSN  and  Ladies. 

Con.  My  lord,  the  queen. 

Queen.  Gentle  Euphanes,  how, 
How  dost  thou,  honest  lord  !  Oh,  how  I  joy 
To  see  what  I  have  made  !  like  a  choice  workman, 
That,  having  framed  a  master-piece,  doth  reap 
An  universal  commendation ! 
Princes  are  gods  in  this.     I'll  build  thee  yet, 
The  good  foundation  so  pleases  me, 
A  story  or  two  higher ;  let  dogs  bark : 
They  are  fools  that  hold  them  dignified  by  blood, 
They  should  be  only  made  great  that  are  good. 

Euph.  Oraculous  madam ! 

Queen,  Sirrah,  I  was  thinking, 
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If  I  should  marry  thee,  what  merry  tales 

Oar  neighbour  islandB  would  make  of  us : 

But  let  that  pass ;  you  have  a  mistress 

That  would  forbid  our  banns.     'Troth,  I  have  wishM 

A  thousand  times  that  I  had  been  a  man ; 

Then  I  might  sit  a  day  with  thee  alone,  and  talk  ; 

But  as  I  am,  I  must  not.    There's  no  skill 

In  being  good,  but  in  not  being  thought  ilL 

Sirrah,  who's  that  ? 

Euph,  So't  please  your  majesty, 
Conon,  the  friend  I  sued  for. 

Qtieen.   'Tis  dispatch'd. 

Con,  Gracious  madam, 
I  owe  the  gods  and  you  my  life. 

Qiteen.  I  thank  you, 
I  thank  you  heartily ;  and  I  do  think 3roa 
A  Tery  honest  man ;  he  says  you  are. — 
But  now  I'll  chide  thee :  What's  the  cause  my  son 
(For  my  eye's  every  where,  and  I  haye  heard) 
So  insolently  does  thee  contumelies 
Past  sufferance  (I  am  told,)  yet  you  complain  not? 
As  if  my  justice  were  so  partial 
As  not  to  right  the  meanest :  Credit  me, 
I'll  call  him  to  a  strict  account,  and  fright. 
By  his  example,  all  that  dare  curb  me 
In  any  thing  that's  just.     I  sent  you  for  him. 

Euph,  Humbly  he  did  return,  he  would  wait  on 
But  let  me  implore  your  majesty,  not  to  give    [you. 
His  highness  any  check,  for  worthless  me ; 
They  are  court-cankers,  and  not  counsellors, 
That  thus  inform  you ;  they  do  but  hate  the  prince, 
And  would  subvert  me.  I  diould  curse  my  fortune, 
Even  at  the  highest,  to  be  made  the  gin 
To  unscrew  a  mother's  love  unto  her  son : 
Better  had  my  pale  flame  in  humble  shades 
Been  spent  unseen,  than  to  be  raised  thus  high, 
Now  to  be  thought  a  meteor  to  the  state. 
Portending  ruin  and  contagion. 
Beseech  you  then  rest  satisfied,  the  prince 
Is  a  most  noble-natured  gentleman. 
And  never  did  to  me  but  what  I  took 
As  favours  from  him ;  my  blown  billows  must  not 
Strive  'gainst  my  shore,  that  should  confine  me,  nor 
Justle  with  rocks  to  break  themselves  to  pieces. 

Queen.  Well,  thou'rt  the  composition  of  a  god : 
My  lion,  lamb,  my  eaglet,  and  my  dove, 
Whose  soul  runs  clearer  than  Diana's  fount  I 
Nature  pick'd  several  flowers  from  her  choice  banks, 
And  bound  them  up  in  thee,  sending  thee  forth 
A  posy  for  the  bosom  of  a  queen. 

Ladff.  The  prince  attends  you. 

Queen,  Farewell,  my  good  lord. 
My  honest  man.     Stay;  hast  no  other  suit  ? 
I  pr'ythee  tell  me ;  sirrah,  thine  eye  speaks 
As  if  thou  hadst ;  out  with  it,  modest  fool ! 

Euph.  With  favour,  madam,  I  would  crave  your 
To  marry,  where  I  am  bound  in  gratitude ;       [leave 
The  immediate  means  she  was  to  all  my  being. 
Nor  do  1  think  your  wisdom,  sacred  queen, 
Fetters  in  favours,  taking  from  me  so 
The  liberty  that  meanest  men  enjoy. 

Queen,  To  marry?  you're  a  fool!  thou'st  an. 


Leave  me  ;  I'll  think  on't.- 


[ger'd  me. 


lExeuiU  EuPBAMsa  and  Cohon. 
Only  to  try  thee  this,  for  though  I  love  thee, 
I  can  subdue  myself ;  but  she  that  can 
Enjoy  thee,  doth  enjoy  more  than  a  man. — 

Enter  Thbano«  and  kne^. 
Nay,  rise  without  a  blessing,  or  kneel  still  1 
What's,  sir,  the  reason  you  oppose  me  thus, 


And  seek  to  darken  what  I  would  have  shine  ? 
Eclipse  a  fire  much  brighter  than  thyself. 
Making  your  mother  not  a  competent  judge 
Of  her  own  actions  ? 

The,  Gracious  madam,  I 
Have  done  no  more  than  what  in  royalty. 
And  to  preserve  your  fome,  was  fit  to  do : 
Heard  you  the  people's  talk  of  you,  and  him 
You  favour  so,  his  greatness,  and  your  love. 
The  pity  given  to  me,  you  would  excuse  me. 
They  prate  as  if  he  did  dishonour  you ; 
And  what  know  I,  but  his  own  lavish  tongue 
Has  utter'd  some  such  speeches  ?  he  is  ctdl'd 
The  king  of  Corinth. 

Queen.  They  are  traitors  all : 
I  wear  a  crystal  casement  'fore  my  heart. 
Through  which  each  honest  eye  may  look  into't ; 
Let  it  be  prospect  unto  all  the  world, 
I  care  not  this. 

The.  [Aside-I  iTiis  must  not  be  my  way. — 
Your  pardon,  gracious  madam !  These  incitements 
Made  me  not  shew  so  clear  a  countenance 
Upon  the  lord  Euphaues  as  I  would ; 
Which  since  your  majesty  affects  so  grievously, 
I'n  clear  the  black  cloud  off  it,  and  henceforth 
Vow  on  this  knee  all  love  and  grace  to  him. 

Queett.  Rise,  with  my  blessing ;  and,  to  prove 
Bear  him  from  me  thia  cabinet  of  jewels  [this  true. 
In  your  own  person  ;  tell  him,  for  his  marrying, 
He  may  dispose  him  how  and  when  he  please. 

The.  I  shall  discharge  my  duty  and  your  will — 

Crates ! 

Enter  Cratks. 

Cra.  I  have  heard  all,  my  lord :  How  luckily 
Fate  pops  her  very  spindle  in  our  hands ! 
This  marriage  with  Beliza  you  shall  cross ; 
Then  have  I  one  attempt  for  Lamprias  more 
Upon  this  PhaSton :  Where's  Merione's  ring, 
That  in  the  rape  you  took  from  her? 

The.  'Tishere. 

Cra.  In,  and  effect  our  purpose.    You,  my  lord. 
Shall  disobey  your  mother's  charge,  and  send 
This  cabinet  by  some  servant  of  her  own. 
That  what  succeeds  may  have  no  reference 
Unto  your  highness. 

The.  On,  my  engine,  on  I 

Cra,  Now,  if  we  be  not  struck  by  Heaven's  own 
hand. 
We'll  ruin  him,  and  on  his  ruins  stand.      iExeunt. 


SCENE  II. — A  Boom  in  the  Hoiueqf  h^oKiDABf 
hung  with  black  ;   Tapers  on  the  JValle, 
Enter  Aosnor,  Lbonidas,  Merionb,  tMd  Bbuka. 

BONO. 

Weep  no  more,  nor  s'gh  nor  groan. 
Sorrow  calls  no  time  that^  gone ; 
Violets  pluck'd,  the  sweetest  rain 
Ifakee  not  fresh  nor  grow  again  ; 
Trim  thy  locks,  lookchearfully. 
Fate's  hidden  ends  eyesoannot  seeu 
Joys  as  winged  dreams  fly  fast. 
Why  should  sadness  longer  last  ? 
Orief  is  but  a  wound  to  woe ; 
Gentlest  fair,  moiim,  mourn  no  moe. 

Age,  These  airs  feed  sorrow  in  her,  lady. 
And  nourish  it  too  strongly ;  like  a  mother 
That  spoils  her  child  with  giving  on't  the  will. 

Bel.  Some  lighter  note. 
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SONG. 

Court-ladies,  laogh  and  wonder.    Here  is  one 
That  weepe  because  her  maidenhead  is  gone  ; 
Whilst  you  do  never  fret,  nor  chafe,  nor  cry, 
But  when  too  long  it  keeps  you  company. 
Too  wdl  you  know,  maids  axe  like  towns  on  fire. 
Wasting  thonselves,  if  no  man  quench  desire. 
Weep  then  no  more,  fool :  A  new  maidenhead 
Thou  suffer'st  loss  of,  in  each  chaste  tear  shed. 

Lot.  How  like  a  bill  of  snow  she  sits,  and  melts 
Before  the  unchaste  fires  of  others'  lust ! 
What  heart  can  see  her  passion,  and  not  break  } 

Age.  Take  comfort,  gentle  madam !  You  know 
Eren  actual  sins,  committed  without  will,        [well 
Are  neither  sins  nor  shame,  much  more  compelled ; 
Year  honour's  no  whit  less,  your  chastity 
No  whit  impair'd,  for  fair  Merione 
Ii  more  a  vii^n  yet  than  all  her  sex. 

Mer.  Alas,  'tis  done  ! 

Age.  Why  bum  these  tapers  now  ? 
Wicked  and  frantic  creatures  joy  in  night. 

Leo.  Imagine  fair  Merione  bad  dream'd 
She  had  been  ravish'd,  would  she  sit  thus  then 
Excmdate.' 

Mer.  Oh ! 

Bel  Py,  fjr !  how  fond  is  this  ! 
What  reason  for  this  surfeit  of  remorse  } 
How  many  that  have  done  ill,  and  proceed, 
Women  that  take  degrees  in  wantonness. 
Commence,  and  rise  in  rudiments  of  lust, 
That  feel  no  scrapie  of  this  tenderness  ? 

Mer.  Pish ! 

Bel.  Nor  are  you  matchless  in  mishap ;  even  I 
Do  bear  an  equal  part  of  misery ; 
That  loTe,  beloved,  a  man  the  crown  of  men, 
Whom  I  have  friended,  and  how  raised,  'tis  better 
That  all  do  know  and  speak  it  than  myself. 
When  he  sail'd  low  I  might  have  made  him  mine, 
Now,  at  his  full  gale,  it  is  questionable 
If  ever  I  o'ertake  him. 

Age.  Wherefore  sits 
My  Phoebe  shadow'd  in  a  sable  cloud  ? 
Those  pearly  drops  which  thou  let'st  fall  like  beads, 
Nomb'ring  on  them  thy  vestal  orisons, ' 
Alas,  are  spent  in  vain  1  I  love  thee  still ; 
Iq  midst  of  all  these  showers  thou  sweetlier  scent'st, 
like  a  green  meadow  on  an  April-day, 
Id  which  the  sun  and  west  wind  play  together, 
Striving  to  catch  and  drink  the  balmy  drops. 

Enter  Euphanes  and  Servant. 

Serv.  The  lord  Euphanes,  madam. 

[Exit  Mmioirc. 
Age.  Poor  Merione ! 
She  loaths  the  light,  and  men. 

[.Exit  HfUh  LSONIDAS. 

BupK  The  virtuous  gods  preserve  my  mistress ! 
Bel.  Oh,  my  most  honour'd  lord,  those  times 

are  changed. 
Euph,  Let  times  and  men  change  I  Could  Hea- 
ven change,  Euphanes 
Should  never  change  to  be  devoted  ever 
To  £ur  Beliza.  Should  my  load  of  honours, 
Or  any  grace  which  yon  were  author  of, 
Detract  mine  honour,  and  diminish  grace  ? 
The  gods  forbid !  You  here  behold  your  servant, 
Yoor  creature,  gentle  lady,  whose  sound  sleeps 
ToQ  purchased  for  him,  whose  food  you  paid  for, 
Whose  garments  were  your  charge,  whose  first 
preferment 


You  founded ;  then,  what  since  the  gracious  queen 
Hath,  or  can  rear,  is  upon  your  free  land. 
And  you  are  mistress  of. 

Bel.  Mock  me  not,  gentle  lord ; 
You  shine  now  in  too  high  a  sphere  for  me  r 
We  are  planets  now  disjoin'd  for  ever  1  Yet, 
Poor  superstitious  innocent  that  I  am. 
Give  leave  that  I  may  lift  my  hands,  and  love. 
Not  in  idolatry,  but  perfect  zeal : 
For,  credit  me,  I  repent  nothing  I  have  done, 
But,  were  it  to  begin,  would  do  the  same. 

Euph.  There  are  two  seas  in  Corinth,  and  two 
queens. 
And  but  there,  not  two  such  in  the  spadoos  uni- 
verse. 
I  came  to  tender  yon  the  man  you  have  made, 
And,  like  a  thankful  stream,  to  retribute 
All  you,  my  ocean,  have  enrich'd  me  with. 
You  told  me  once  you'd  marry  me. 

Bel,  Another  mock  ?  Yon  were  wont  to  play 
fair  play. 
You  scorn  poor  helps ;  he,  that  is  sure  to  win, 
May  slight  mean  hearts,  whose  hand  commands 
the  queen. 

Euph,  Let  me  be  held  the  knave  through  all  the 
stock, 
When  I  do  slight  my  mistress !  You  know  well 
The  gracious  inclination  of  the  queen. 
Who  sent  me  leave  this  morning  to  proceed 
To  marry  as  I  saw  convenience, 
And  a  great  gift  of  jewels :  Three  days  hence 
The  general  sacrifice  is  done  to  Vesta, 
And  can  you  by  then  be  accommodated. 
Your  servant  shall  wait  on  you  to  the  temple. 

Bel,  Till  now  I  never  felt  a  real  joy  indeed. 

Euph.  Here  then  I  seal  my  duty,  here  my  love. 
Till  which  vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring,  dear  mis- 
tress; 
'Twas  the  queen's  token,  and  shall  celebrate 
Our  nuptials. 

Bel.  Honour  still  raise,  and  preserve 
My  honour'd  lord,  as  he  preserves  all  honour ! 

[Exit  EUPHANXS. 

Enter  Aoknor,  Ijbonidas,  and  Mkrionb. 

Age.  Why  shift  you  places  thus,  Merione, 
And  will  not  lend  a  word  ?  Couldst  thou  so  soon 
Leave  sorrow  as  the  place,  how  blest  were  I ! 
But  'twill  not  be ;  grief  is  an  impudent  guest, 
A  follower  everywhere,  a  hanger-on, 
That  words  nor  blows  can  drive  away. 

Leo.  Dear  sister ! 

Bel,  Who  can  be  sad  ?  Out  vrith  these  tragic 
And  let  day  repossess  her  natural  hours ;  [lights, 
Tear  down  these  blacks,  cast  ope  the  casements 
That  we  may  jocundly  behold  the  sun.  [wide, 

I  did  partake  with  sad  Merione 
In  all  her  mourning  ;  let  her  now  rejoice 
With  glad  Beliza,  for  Euphanes  is 
As  full  of  love,  fiill  of  humility, 
As  when  he  wanted. 

Mer.  Oh!  that 

Leo.  Help  1  she  faints ! 
Her  grief  has  broke  her  heart. 

Met.  No:  That that 

Age,  Mistress,  what  point  you  at  ? 
Her  lamps  are  out,  yet  still  she  extends  her  hand 
As  if  she  saw  something  antipathous 
Unto  her  virtuous  life. 

Leo,  Still,  still  she  points. 


38 


THE  QUEEN  OF  CORINTH. 


ACT    IT. 


And  heriips  move,  bat  no  articulate  sound 
Breathes  from  'em. — Sister,  speak,  what  moves  yon 

Bel,  Her  spirits  return.  [thus? 

Mer.  Oh,  hide  that  fatal  ring ! 
Where  had  it  you,  Beliza? 

BeL  What  hid  fate 
Depends  on  it  ? — Euphanes  gave  it  me. 
As  holy  pledge  of  future  marriage. 

Mer,  Then  is  Euphanes  the  foul  ravisher ! 
Let  me  speak  this,  and  die.  That  dismal  night 
Which  seieU'd  my  ahame  upon  me,  was  that  ring 
The  partner  of  my  robb'd  virginity. 

Leo,  Euphanes? 

Age,  Strange  ! 

Bel.  Impossible  ! 

Mer,  Impossible  to  have  redress  on  him, 
Chief  servant  to  the  queen.  Ha  !  I  have  read 
Somewhere,  1  am  sure,  of  such  an  injury 
Done  to  a  lady,  and  how  she  durst  die !         lExit. 


iSxU. 


Age.  Oh,  follow  her,  Beliza. 

Bel.  To  assure  her 
The  unlikelihood  of  this. 

Age,  Love  hides  all  sinSf 
What's  to  be  done,  Leonidas  ? 

Leo,  Why,  this 

Amazement  takes  up  all  my  fisculties  ! 
The  plagues  of  gods  and  men  will  muster  all. 
To  avenge  this  tyranny.  Oh,  frontless  man. 
To  dare  do  ill,  and  hope  to  bear  it  thus ! 
First  let's  implore,  then  cure. 

Age,  Who,  who  can  trust 
The  gentle  looks  and  words  of  two-faoed  man  ? 
Like  Corinth's  double  torrent,  you  and  I 
Will  rush  upon  the  land ;  nor  shall  the  queen 
Defend  this  villain  in  his  villainy  : 
Lust's  violent  flames  can  never  be  withstood, 
Nor  quench'd,  but  with  as  violent  streams  of  blood. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I,— 'Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  Ciutbs,  Uncle,  Tutor,  and  Ohos. 


Ortoa,  Thinks  he  to  carry  her,  and  live  ? 

Cra,  It  seems  so. 
And  she  will  carry  him,  the  story  says. 

Onos,  Well ;  hum  ! 
Have  I  for  this,  thou  fair,  but  falsest  fair. 
Stretch' d  this  same  simple  leg  over  the  sea .' 
What  though  my  bashfulness,  and  tender  years, 
Durst  ne'er  reveal  my  affection  to  thy  teeth  ? 
Deep  Love  ne'er  tattles,  and,  say  they,  Love's  bit 
The  deeper  dipp'd,  the  sweeter  still  is  it. 

Tutor,  Oh,  see  the  power  of  love !  he  speaks  in 
rhyme. 

Cra.  Oh,  love  will  make  a  dog  howl  in  rhyme. 
Of  all  the  lovers  yet  I  have  heard  or  read, 
This  is  the  strangest :  But  his  guardian. 
And  you,  his  tutor,  should  inform  him  better ; 
Thinks  he  that  love  is  answer'd  by  instinct  ? 

Tutor,  He  should  make  means  ; 
For  certain,  sir,  his  bashfulness  undoes  him, 
For  from  his  cradle,  he  had  a  shameful  face. 
Thus  walks  he  night  and  day,  eats  not  a  bit, 
Nor  sleeps  one  jot,  hut's  grown  so  humorous, 
Drinks  ale,  and  takes  tobacco  as  you  see, 
Wears  a  stiletto  at  his  codpiece  close, 
Stabs  on  the  least  occasion  ;  strokes  his  beard. 
Which  now  he  puts  i'  th'  posture  of  a  T, 
The  Roman  T ;  your  T  beard  is  the  fashion. 
And  twifold  doth  express  the  enamour'd  courtier, 
As  full  as  your  fork-carving  traveller. 

Onos.  Oh, 
Black  clouds  of  discontent,  invelop  me ; 
Garters,  fly  off ;  go,  hatband,  bind  the  brows 
Of  some  dull  citizen  that  fears  to  ake ; 
And,  leg,  appear  now  in  simplicity, 
Without  the  trappings  of  a  courtier ; 
Burst,  buttons,  burst,  your  bachelor  is  worm'd ! 

Cra,  A  worm-eaten  bachelor  thou  art  indeed. 

Onoa,  And,  devil  Melancholy,  possess  me  now  ! 

Uncle,  Cross  him  not  in  this  fit,  I  advise  you, 
sir.  [cheeks, 

•  Onos,  Die,  crimson  rose,  that  didst  adorn  these 
For  itch  of  love  is  now  broke  forth  on  me  I 


Uncle.  Poor  boy,  'tis  true ;  his  wrists  and  handc 
are  scabby. 

Onos.  Bum,  eyes,  out  in  your  sockets,  sink  and 
Teeth ,  I  will  pick  you  to  the  very  bones ;     [stink ; 
Hang,  hair,  Uke  hemp,  or  like  the  Iceland  can. 
For  never  powder,  nor  the  crisping-iron, 
Shall  touch  these  dangling  locks ;  oh,  ruby  lips, 
Love  hath  to  you  been  like  wine  vinegar, 
Now  you  look  wan  and  pale,  lips,  ghosts  ye  are. 
And  my  disgrace  sharper  than  mustard  seed ! 

Cra.  How  like  a  chandler  he  does  vent  his  pas- 
Bisum  teneatis  $  [siona  I 

Onos,  Well  sung  the  poet, 
Love  is  a  golden  bubOf  full  of  dreams ; 
That  ripen'd  breaks,  and  fills  us  with  extremes. 

Tutor.  A  golden  bubble,  pupil ;  oh,  gross  sole* 
To  chaster  ears  that  understand  the  Latin,     [cism 

Onos.  I  will  not  be  corrected  now  ; 
I  am  in  love  !     Revenge  is  now  the  cud 
That  I  do  chew :  I'll  challenge  him. 

Cra.  Ay,  marry,  sir. 

Uncle.  Your  honour  bids  you,  nephew ;  on  and 
prosper. 

Onos.  But  none  will  bear  it  from  me ;  times  are 

Cra,  Carry  it  yourself,  man.  [dangerous. 

Onos.  Tutor,  your  oounseL — I'll  do  nothing,  sir. 
Without  him. 

Uncle,  This  may  rid  thee,  valiant  coz,     lAside. 
Whom  I  have  kept  this  forty  year  my  ward  : 
Fain  would  I  have  his  state,  and  now  of  late 
He  did  enquire  at  Ephesus  for  his  age. 
But  the  chureh-book  being  bomt  with  Dian's 

temple, 
He  lost  his  aim.     I  have  tried  to  famish  him, 
Marry  he'll  live  o'  stones ;  and  then  for  poisons. 
He  b  an  antidote  'gainst  all  of  'em  ; 
He  sprung  from  Mithridates ;  he's  so  dry  and  hot. 
He  will  eat  spiders  faster  than  a  monkey ; 
His  maw,  unhurt,  keeps  quicksilver  like  a  bladder ; 
The  largest  dose  of  camphire,  opium, 
Harms  not  his  brain ;  I  think  his  scull's  as  empty 
As  a  suck'd  egg ;  vitriol  and  oil  of  tartar 
He  will  eat  toasts  of;  henbane,  I  am  sure. 
And  hemlock,  I  have  made  his  pot-herbs  often. — 

Cra.  If  he  refuse  you,  yours  is  then  the  honour ; 
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If  he  aocq>t,  he  being  ao  great,  you  may t 
CraTe  both  to  chnM  the  weapon,  time,  and  place, 
Which  may  be  ten  years  hence,  and  Calicut, 
Or  underneath  the  Line,  to  avoid  advantage. 

Onot.  I  am  resolved. 

Tuior,  By  your  favour,  pnpU, 
Whence  shall  this  challenge  rise  ?  for  you  must 

ground  it 
On  some  such  fundamental  base,  or  matter, 
At  now  the  gentry  set  their  lives  upon. 
Did  you  e'er  cheat  him  at  some  ordinary. 
And  durst  he  say  so,  and  be  angry  ?  if  thus. 
Then  you  must  challenge  him.   Hath  he  call'd  your 

whore 
Whore  ?  though  she  be,  beside  yours,  twenty  men's. 
Your  honour,  reputation,  is  touch'd  then, 
And  yon  must  challenge  him.     Has  he  d^ed 
On  thirty  dafmme*$  to  accommodate  money  ? 
Ilioogh  you  have  broke  threescore  before  to  him, 
Here  you  must  challenge  him.   Durst  he  ever  shun 
To  drink  two  pots  of  ale  wi'  ye  ?  or  to  wench, 
ThoQgh  weighty  business  otherwise  importuned  I 
He  is  a  proud  lord, 

And  yon  may  challenge  him.    Has  he  familiarly 
Diahked  your  y^ow  starch,  or  said  your  doublet 
Was  not  exactly  frenchified  ?  or  that,  that  report 
In  fidr  terms  was  untrue  ?  or  drawn  your  sword. 
Cried  'twas  ill  mounted  ?  has  he  given  the  lie 
In  circle,  or  oblique,  or  semi>circle, 
Or  direct  parallel?  you  must  challenge  him. 
'    Onas.  He  never  gave  my  direct  apparel  the  lie 
in's  life. 

TtUor.  But,  for  the  crown  of  all,  has  he  refused 
To  pledge  your  mistress'  health  ?  though  he  were 

sick. 
And  cnved  your  pardon,  you  must  challenge  him, 
There's  no  avoiding  ;  one  or  both  must  drop. 

Onot,  Exquisite  'Tutor  1 

EfUer  Neaitthu  and  Page. 

Ifean,  Crates,  I  have  sought  you  long ;  what 
make  you  here 
Foding  with  these  three-farthings,  while  the  town 
Ii  all  in  uproar,  and  the  prince  our  master, 
Seized  by  Leonidas  and  Agenor,  carried 
And  prisoner  kept  i'  th'  castle  flanks 
T1»e  west  part  of  the  city,  where  they  vow 
To  bold  him  till  your  brother,  lord  Euphanes, 
Be  rendered  to  'em,  with  his  life  to  satisfy 
The  rape,  by  him  suspected  to  Merione  ? 
The  queen  refuses  to  deliver  him, 
I^wning  her  knowledge  for  his  innocency, 
And  dares  'em  do  their  worst  on  prince  Theanor ; 
The  whole  state's  in  combustion. 

Cra,  Fatal  ring! 

Uncie.  What  will  become  of  us  ? 

Neon,  And  she  hath  given  commission  to  En- 
And  Conon,  who  have  levied  men  already,  [phanes 
^Ariolence  to  surprise  the  tower,  and  tidce  'em. 
What  wUl  you  do  ? 

Cra,  Along  wi'  ye,  and  prevent 
A  farther  mischief.    Gentlemen,  otir  intents 
We  must  defer ;  you  are  the  prince's  followers. 

Nean.  Will  ye  walk  with  us  ? 

Unele,  You  shall  pardon  us. 

Tutor.  We  are  his  followers  afar  off,  you  know, 
And  are  contented  to  continue  so. 

[£jreitfit  Cratss  and  NsAirrHBa. 

Ono9,  Sir  boy!  iQfersaUUer. 

Page,  Sir  fool !  a  challenge  to  my  lord  ? 

•  IDrawt, 


How  dar'st  thou,  or  thy  ambs-ace  here,  think  of 

him  ? 
Ye  crow-pick'd  heads,  which  your  thin  shoulders 

bear 
Asjdo  the  poles  on  Corinth  bridge  the  traitors'; 
Why,  you  three  nine-pins,  you  talk  of  my  lord. 
And  challenges  ?  you  shall  not  need :  Come,  draw  ! 
His  page  is  able  to  swinge  three  such  whelps. 
Uncle,  why  stand  ye  off  ?    Long-man,  advance. 

Ones.  'Slight,  what  have  we  done,  Tutor  ? 

Tutor,  He  is  a  boy, 
And  we  may  run  away  with  honour. 

Pape,  That  ye  shall  not ; 
And,  being  a  boy,  I  am  fitter  to  encounter 
A  child  in  law  as  you  are,  under  twenty. 
Thou  sot,  thou  three-score  sot !  and  that's  a  child 
Again,  I  grant  you. 

Uncle,  Nephew,  here's  an  age ! 
Boys  are  tum'd  men,  and  men  are  children. 

Page,  Away,  ye  peasants,  with  your  bought 
gentry  I 
Are  not  you  he,  when  your  fellow  passengers. 
Your  last  transportment,  being  assail'd  by  a  galley, 
Hid  yourself  i'  the  cabin ;  and,  the  fight  done, 
Peep'd  above  hatches,  and  cried,  *'  Have  we  taken. 
Or  are  we  ta'en  ?"     Come,  I  do  want  a  slipper. 
But  this  shall  serve :  Swear  all  as  I  would  have 
Or  I  will  call  some  dozen  brother  pages,         [you, 
(They  are  not  far  off,  I  am  sure)  and  we  will 
Until  you  piss  again.  [blanket  you 

All,  Nay,  we  will  swear,  sir. 

Page,  'Tis  your  best  course. 
First,  you  shall  swear  never  to  name  my  lord. 
Or  hear  him  named  hereafter,  but  bare-headed ; 
Next,  to  begin  his  health  in  every  place. 
And  never  to  refuse  to  pledge  it,  though 
You  surfeit  to  the  death ;  lastly,  to  hold 
The  poorest,  littlest  page  in  reverence, 
To  think  him  valianter,  and  a  better  gentleman, 
Than  you  three  stamped  together,  and  to  give  him 
Wine  and  tobacco  where8oe*er  you  meet, 
And  the  best  meat,  if  he  can  stay. 

All,  We  swear  it  loyally. 

Page,  Then  I  dismiss  you. 
True  liegemen  to  the  pantofle ; 
I  had  more  articles,  but  I  have  business 
And  cannot  stay  now  :  So  adieu,  dear  monsieur, 
Tret  noble  et  tret  puUtant  / 

Uncle,  Adieu,  monsieur  I 

Onos.  A  vottre  service  et  commandement. 

Tutor,    1   told  you,  pupil,  you'd  repent  this 
foolery. 

Onot,  Who  ?  I  repent  ?  you  are  mistaken.  Tutor, 
I  ne'er  repented  anything  yet  in  my  life. 
And  scorn  to  begin  now.     Come,  let's  be  melan- 
choly. lEjceunt. 


SCENE  XL— ^»  Apartment  in  the  Palace, 
EnUr  QuBXN,  Ecphanbs,  CoifOK,  and  Lords. 

Lord,  Twere  better  treat  with  *em. 

Queen.  I  will  no  treaties 
With  a  league-breaker  and  a  rebel ;  shall  I 
Article  with  a  traitor  ?  be  compell'd 
To  yield  an  innocent  unto  their  fury, 
Whom  I  have  proved  so  to  you  ? 

Euph.  Gracious  Queen, 
Though  your  own  godlike  disposition 
Would  succour  virtue  and  pretect  the  right ; 
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Yet,  for  the  public  good,  for  die  .dear  safety 
Of  jonr  most  royal  only  son,  consent 
To  give  me  up  the  sacrifice  to  their  malice : 
My  life  is  aim'd  at,  and  ^twere  better  far 
The  blood  of  twenty  thousand  such  as  I 
Purpled  our  seas,  than  that  your  princely  son 
Should  be  endangered. 

Queen,  Still  well  said,  honest  fool ! 
Were  their  demand  but  one  hair  from  thy  head, 
By  all  the  gods,  I'd  scorn  'era  !  Were  they  here. 
The  majesty  that  dwells  upon  this  brow 
Should  strike  'em  on  their  knees.  As  for  my  son. 
Let  'em  no  more  dare  than  they'll  answer  :  I 
Au  equal  mother  to  my  country  am. 
And  every  virtuous  son  of  it  is  son 
Unto  my  bosom,  tender  as  mine  own. 

Can,  Oh,  you  are  heavenly,  madam,  and  the 
Can  suffer  nothing  pass  to  injure  you  1  [gods 

The  life  that  Conon  promised^  he  stands  now 
Ready  to  pay  with  joy. 

Queen,  Farewell  both ; 
Success  attend  you  I  you  have  soldiers  been, 
Tarn  Marti  quam  Mercuric  ;  if  you  bring  not 
Bring  me  their  heads.  [peace, 

Con.  I  will  put  fair  for  one. 

lExfunt  QuxEN  and  Lords. 

Euph.  Double    the  guard  upon  her  highness* 
person. 
Conon,  you  must  perform  a  friendly  part. 
Which  I  shall  counsel  you. 

Con,  I  am  your  servant.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  ULSefore  the  Castle. 

Enter  Thbanor,  Aorkor,  and  Lbonidas»  on  the 
battlements, 

Leo,  Make  good  that  fortification,  and  the  watch 
Keep  still  upon  the  battlements.  Royal  sir, 
Weigh  but  our  injuries :  we  have  told  you  fully 
The  manner  and  the  matter  hales  us  thus ; 
Nor  shall  this  upstart  mushroom,  bred  i'  th' night. 
Sit  brooding  underneath  your  mother's  wings 
His  damn'd  impieties. 

Age,  For  yourself,  brave  prince, 
Fear  nothing  that  this  face  of  arms  presents ; 
We  ask  the  ravisher,  and  have  no  means 
To  win  him  from  your  most  indulgent  mother 
But  by  this  practice. 

The.  Stout  Leonidas, 
Princely  Agenor,  your  wrongs  cry  so  loud, 
That  whoso  would  condemn  you  is  not  heard ; 
I  blame  you  not ;  who  but  Euphanes  durst 
Make  stories  like  to  this  }  My  wrongs,  as  strong. 
Ask  my  revengeful  arm  to  strengthen  yours  ; 
As  for  my  fear,  know  you,  and  Greece  throughout, 
Our  mother  was  a  Spartan  princess  bom. 
That  never  taught  me  to  spell  such  a  word. 

Enter  Euphanks  and  Conon  below,  with  Soldiers. 

Con.  Sir,  you  do  tempt  your  life. 

Euph,  Conon,  no  more. 
Do  thus,  as  thou  wouldst  save  it 

iSaund  trumpet  within. 

Age,  What  trumpet's  this? 

Leo,  Beneath  I  do  perceive 
Two  armed  men  single,  that  give  us  summons 
As  they  would  treat. 

Age.  Let  us  descend.  lExeuntAoit  above. 

Con,  My  lord. 


I  would  you  would  excuse  me,  and  proceed 
According  to  the  queen's  directions. 

Euph,  Friend, 
As  thou  wouldst  wear  that  title  after  deaths 
Perform  my  charge. — 

Enter  below,  Thkaxor,  Aobnor,  LiontdAs,  and  Soldiers. 

No  soldier,  on  his  life. 
Approach  us  nearer. 

Con.  Safety  to  both  the  princes ;  loyalty 
To  you,  lord  general.  The  queen,  your  mistress 
As  well  as  ours,  though  not  through  fear,  to  cut 
Civil  dissention  from  her  land,  and  save 
Much  guiltless  blood,  that  uproar  ever  thirsts. 
And  for  the  safeguard  of  her  son,  by  me 
(As  you  demand)  hath  sent  the  lord  Euphanes 
To  plead  his  own  cause,  or  to  suffer  death. 
As  you  shall  find  him  worthy ;  so,  delivering 
The  prince  back,  I  shall  leave  him  to  your  guard. 

Leo,  The  queen  is  good  and  gracious  :  Kiss  her 
hand. 

Age.  And  seal  our  duties.    Sir,  depart  in  {leace. 

The,  Oh,  sir,  you  now  perceive,  when  in  the 
Nature  and  fond  affection  weigh  together,  [scales 
One  poises  like  a  feather  :  and  yon  know,  my  lords, 
^^Hiat's  to  be  done. 

Euph.  Your  highness  is  unarm'd ; 
Please  you  to  use  mine,  and  to  lead  the  army 
Back  to  your  mother. — Conon,  march  you  with 
'em. 

Con.  I  will,  my  lord. — But  not  so  far  as  not 
To  bring  you  help,  if  danger  look  upon  you. 

lAside. 
lExeunt  Tbianor,  Oonon,  and  Soldiers. 

Euph.  Why  do  you  look  so  strangely,  fearfully. 
Or  stay  your  deathful  hand  ?  Be  not  so  wise 
To  stop  your  rage.  Look  how  unmovedly  here 
I  give  myself  my  country's  sacrifice. 
An  innocent  sacrifice  :  Truth  laughs  at  death. 
And  terrifies  the  killer  more  than  kill'd ; 
Integrity  thus  armless  seeks  her  foes. 
And  never  needs  the  target  nor  the  sword, 
Bow,  nor  envenom 'd  shafts. 

Leo,  We  are  amazed. 
Not  at  your  eloquence,  but  impudence, 
That  dare  thus  front  us. 

Age.  Kill  him !  Who  knows  not 
The  iron  forehead  that  bold  Mischief  wears  ? 

Leo,  Forbear  awhile,  Agenor ;  I  do  tremble. 
And  something  sits  like  virtue  in  his  face. 
Which  the  gods  keep. 

Euph,  Agenor,  strike  ;  Leonidas, 
You  that  have  purchased  fame  on  certain  grounds. 
Lose  it  on  supposition :  Smear  your  hands 
In  guiltless  bl(K>d,  laugh  at  my  martyrdom ; 
But  yet  remember,  when  posterity 
Shall  read  your  volumes  fiU'd  with  virtuous  acts. 
And  shall  arrive  at  this  black  bloody  leaf. 
Noting  your  foolish  barbarism,  and  my  wrong, 
(As  time  shall  make  it  plain)  what  follows  this 
Decyphering  any  noble  deed  of  yours 
Shall  be  quite  lost,  for  men  will  read  no  more. 

Leo.  Why,  dare  you  say  you  are  innocent } 

Euph.  By  all  the  gods,  as  they,  of  this  foul  crime. 
Why,  gentlemen,  pry  clean  thorough  my  life. 
Then  weigh  these  circumstances.  Think  you  that 

he 
Which  made  day  night,  and  men  to  fixries  tnm'd. 
Durst  not  trust  silence,  vizors,  nor  her  sense 
That  suffered  ;  but  with  charms  and  potions 
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Cast  her  aileep,  (for  all  this  Fve  eoqoired) 
Acted  the  &ble  of  Proserpine's  rape. 
The  place  (by  all  description)  like  to  hell ; 
And  all  to  perpetrate,  unknown,  his  lost ; 
Would  fondly  in  his  person  bring  a  ring, 
And  giTe  it  a  betrothed  wife,  i'  th'  same  house 
Where  the  poor  injured  lady  lived  and  groan'd  ? 

Age.  Hdl  gives  us  art  to  reach  the  depth  of  sin, 
Bat  leaTes  us  wretched  fools,  when  we  are  in. 

Buph,  Had  it  given  me  that  art,  and  left  me  so, 
1  woald  not  thus  into  the  lion's  jaws 
Hare  thrust  myself  defenceless,  for  your  good, 
The  prince's  saifety,  or  the  commonweal's. 
YoQ  know  the  Qaeen  denied  me,  and  sent  us 
Commanders  to  surprise  you,  and  to  raxe 
This  tower  down  ;  we  bad  power  enough  to  do  it, 
Or  starve  you,  as  you  saw,  and  not  to  tender 
My  person  to  your  wrath,  which  I  have  done. 
Knowing  my  heart  as  pure  as  infants'  sleep, 

Leo.  Wliat  think  you,  sir  ? 

Age^  No  harm,  I  am  sure ;  I  weep. 

Enpk.  The  gods  are  just,  and  mighty.     But  to 
give  you 
Farther  assurance,  and  to  make  yourselves 
Judges  and  witnesses  of  my  innocency, 
Let  me  demand  this  question ;  on  what  night 
Was  this  foul  deed  committed  ? 

Age.  On  the  eve 
Before  our  marriage  meant. 

Euph.  Leonidas, 
(Toor  rage  being  off,  that  still  drowns  memory) 
Where  was  yourself  and  I  that  very  night, 
Aod  what  our  conference  ? 

Leo.  By  the  gods,  'tis  true ! 
Both  in  her  highness'  chamber,  conferring 
Even  of  this  match  until  an  hoar  of  day, 
And  then  came  I  to  call  you.  We  are  shamed ! 

Age.  Utterly  lost,  and  shamed  I 

Buph.  Neither :  be  chear'd ; 
He,  that  could  find  this  out,  can  pardon  it. 
And  know,  this  ring  was  sent  me  from  the  Queen ; 
How  she  came  by  it,  yet  is  not  enquired : 
Deeper  occurrents  hang  on't,  and  pray  Heaven 
That  my  suspicions  prove  as  false  as  yours  I 
Which  for  the  world  (till  I  have  greater  prooO 
I  dare  not  utter  what,  nor  whom  they  touch  : 
Only  this  build  upon,  with  all  my  nerves 
ra  labour  with  ye,  tUl  Time  waken  Truth. 

Age,  There  are  our  swords,  sir ;  turn  the  points 
on  as.  [Thepkned. 

Leo.  Punish  rebellion,  and  revenge  your  wrong. 

Euph.  Sir,  my  revenge  shall  be  to  make  your 
Neither  was  this  rebellion,  but  rash  love,    [peace : 

Enter  Conon. 

Con,  How's    this?   Unarm'd   left,  now  found 

doubly  arm'd  ? 
And  those,  that  would  have  slain  him,  at  his  feet  ? 
Oh,  Truth,  thou  art  a  mighty  conqueress. — 
The  Qoeen,  my  lord,  perplex'd  in  care  of  you, 
That,  cross  to  her  command,  hazard  yoursielf, 
Id  person  here  is  come  into  the  field, 
And,  like  a  leader,  marches  in  the  head 
Of  all  her  troops ;  vows  that  she  will  demolish 
Each  stone  of  this  proud  tower,  be  you  not  safe  ; 
She  diafes  like  storms  in  groves,  now  sighs,  now 

weeps, 
And  both  sometimes,  like  rain  and  wind  conunix*d ; 
Abjores  her  son  for  ever,  'less  himself 
Do  fetdi  you  off  in  person,  that  did  give 


Yourself  to  save  him  of  your  own  free  will, 
And  swears  he  must  not,  nor  is  fit  to  live. 

Euph.  Oh,  she's  a  mistress  for  the  gods ! 

Age.  And  thou 
A  godlike  servant,  fit  for  her. 

Leo.  Wide  Greece 
May  boast,  because  she  cannot  boast  thy  like. 

Euph.  Thus,  Conon,  tell  her  highness* 

Con.  My  joy  flies  i 

Euph,  Let's  toward  her  march.    Stem  drum, 
speak  gentle  peace. 

Leo,  We   are  prisoners;  lead  us.    Ne'er  was 
A  precedent  like  this ;  one  unarm 'd  man,  [known 
Suspected,  to  captive  with  golden  words 
(Truth  being  his  shield)  so  many  arm'd  with  swords. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— ^n  open  Place  in  the  City, 

Enter,  at  one  door,  Qussir,  Tbbanor,  CiUTas,  Ckmott, 
Lords  and  Soldiers ;  at  another,  Euthanbs  {with  two 
twordtt)  AoKNcm,  Lsonidas,  and  Soldiers.  EupRANBa 
jtresents  LaowiDAs  onhie  knees  to  the  Qucut ;  Aoenor, 
bareheaded,  makes  show  of  sorrow  to  the  Qukbn  ;  she 
stamps,  and  seems  to  bt  angrp  at  the  first.  Euphanss 
persuades  her,  laps  their  swords  at  her  feet  ,•  she 
kisses  him,  gives  them  their  swords  again,  thep  kiss 
her  hand  and  embrace  ;  the  SoIdiers/(/t  up  Euphan cs, 
and  shout.  Thjcanor  and  Cratss  discovered  ;  Conom 
whispers  with  Cratbs,  Edpranbs  with  Aobnor,  and 
Lbonidas  observes  it,  who  seem  to  promise  something  ; 
EupRANKS  directs  his  Page  somewhat.  Exeunt  all  but 
Thbanor  and  Crates. 


this  great 
[torrent 


The,  We  are  not  lucky,   Crates; 
Bears  all  before  him* 

Cra,  Such  an  age  as  this 
Shall  ne'er  be  seen  again.    Virtue  grows  fot. 
And  Villainy  pines  ;  the  furies  are  asleep  ; 
Mischief,  'gainst  goodness  aim'd,  is  like  a  stone. 
Unnaturally  forced  up  an  eminent  hill. 
Whose  weight  falls  on  our  heads  and  buries  us  ; 
We  springe  ourselves,  we  sink  in  oar  own  bogs. 

The.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Cra.  Repent  and  grow  good. 

The.  Pish! 
'Tis  not  the  fashion,  fool,  till  we  grow  old. 
The  people's  love  to  him  now  scares  me  more 
Than  my  fond  mother's ;   both  which,  like  two 

floods, 
Bearing  Euphanes  up,  will  o'erflow  me ; 
And  he  is  worthy  :  'Would  he  were  in  Heaven  t 
But  that  hereafter.    Crates,  help  me  now. 
And  henceforth  be  at  ease. 

Cra.  Your  will,  my  lord  ? 

The,  Beliza  is  to  marry  him  forthwith  ; 
I  long  to  have  the  first  touch  of  her  too  ; 
That  will  a  little  quiet  me. 

Cra,  Fy,  sir ! 
You'll  be  the  tyrant  to  Virginity  ; 
To  fall  but  once  is  manly,  to  persever 
Beastly,  and  desperate. 

The.  Cross  me  not,  but  do't : 
Are  not  tiie  means,  the  place,  the  instruments. 
The  very  same  ?     I  must  expect  you  suddenly. 

iExit. 

Cra.  I  must  obey  you.— 
Who  is  in  evil  once  a  companion, 
Can  hardly  shake  him  off^,  but  must  run  on. 
Here  I  appointed  Conon  to  attend. 
Him,  and  Ms  sword ;  he  promised  to  come  single, 
'  To  avoid  prevention :  He  s  a  man  on's  word. 
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Enter  CoNoir  and  Page. 

Con.  Yon  are  well  met,  Crates. 

Cra.  If  we  part  so,  Conon. 

Con.  Come,  we  must  do  these  mutual  offices ; 
We  must  be  our  own  seconds,  our  own  surgeons, 
And  fairly  fight,  tike  men,  not  on  advantage. 

Cra.  You  have  an  honest  bosom. 

Con.  Yours  seems  so. 

Cra.  Let's  pair  our  swords :    You're    a  just 
gentleman. 

Con.  You  might  be  so.    Now  shake  hands,  if 
you  please ; 
Though  it  be  the  cudgel  fiuhion,  'tis  a  friendly  one. 

Cra.  So  ;  stand  off. 

Page.  That's  my  cue  to  beckon  'em.         lExit. 
I       Con.  Crates,  to  expostulate  your  wrongs  to  me 
Were  to  doubt  of  'em,  or  wish  your  excuse 
In  words,  and  so  return  like  maiden  knights ; 
Yet  freely  thus  much  I  profess ;  your  spleen 
And  rugged  carriage  toward  your  honour'd  brother 
Hath  much  more  stirr'd  me  up,  than  mine  own 
For  I  did  ne>r  affect  these  bloody  men,      [cause  ; 
But  hold  'em  fitter  be  made  pubUc  hangmen. 
Or  butchers  call'd  than  yaliant  gentlemen. 
'Tis  true,  stamp'd  valour  does  upon  just  grounds ; 
Yet  for  whom  justlier  should  I  expose  my  life 
Than  him,  unto  whose  virtue  I  owe  all  ? 

Cra.  Conon,  you  think  by  this  great  deed  of 
To  insinuate  yourself  a  lodging  nearer  [yours 

Unto  my  brother's  heart :  Such  men  as  you 
Live  on  their  undertakings  for  their  lords. 
And  more  disable  them  by  answering  for  'em. 
Than  if  they  sat  still ;  make  'em  but  their  whores, 
For  which  end  gallants  now-a*days  do  fight. 
But  here  we  come  not  to  upbraid  ;  what  men 
Seem,  the  rash  world  will  judge  ;  but  what  they  are, 
Heaven  knows:  Andthis — Horses?  we  are  descried: 
One  stroke,  for  fear  of  laughter. 

Enter  Eupranks,  Aojchor,  I<KONn>AS,  and  Page. 
Con.  Half  a  score.  IThejffght, 

Euph.  Hold,  hold  !  on  your  allegiance  hold  ! 

Age.  He  that  strikes  next 

Leo.  Falls  like  a  traitor  on  our  swords. 
Euph.  Oh,    Heaven,    my    brother    bleeds  I — 
Conon,  thou  art 
A  villain,  an  unthankful  man,  and  shalt 
Pay  me  thy  blood  for  his,  for  his  is  mine ! 
Thou  wert  my  friend,  but  he  is  still  my  brother ; 
And  though  a  friend  sometimes  be  nearer  said, 
In  some  gradation,  it  can  never  be. 
Where  that  same  brother  can  be  made  a  friend ; 
Which,  dearest  Crates,  thus  low  I  implore  : 
Wliat  in  my  poverty  I  would  not  seek,        IKnedt. 
Because  I  would  not  burden  you,  now  here 
In  all  my  height  of  bliss  I  beg  of  you. 
Your  friendship ;  my  advancement,  sir,  is  yours  ; 
I  never  held  it  strange  ;  pray  use  it  so. 


We  are  but  two,  which  number  Nature  fram'd 
In  the  most  useful  faculties  of  man. 
To  strengthen  mutually  and  relieve  each  other : 
Two  eyes,  two  ears,  two  arms,  two  legs  and  feet, 
That  where  one  fail*d,  the  other  might  supply  ; 
And  I,  your  other  eye,  ear,  your  arm  and  leg. 
Tender  my  service,  help,  and  succour  to  you. 

Age.t  Leo.  A  most  divine  example  1 

Euph.  For,  dear  brother, 
You  have  been  blind,  and  lame,  and  deaf  to  me : 
Now  be  no  more  so  :  In  humility 
I  give  you  the  duty  of  a  younger  brother, 
Which  take  you  as  a  brother,  not  a  father, 
And  then  you'll  pay  a  duty  back  to  me. 

Cra.  Till  now  I  have  not  wept  these  thirty  years. 

Euph.  Discording  brothers  are  like  mutual  lq;8, 
Supplanting  one  another ;  he  that  seeks 
Aid  from  a  stranger,  and  forsakes  his  brother, 
Does  but  like  him  that  madly  lops  his  arm. 
And  to  his  body  joins  a  wooden  one ; 
Cuts  off  his  natural  1^,  and  trusts  a  crutch ; 
Plucks  out  his  eye  to  see  with  spectacles. 

Cra.  Most  dear  Euphanes,  in  this  crimson  flood 
Wash  my  unkindness  out ;  yon  have  overcome  me, 
Taught  me  humanity  and  brotherhood : 
Full  well  knew  Nature  thou  wert  fitter  far 
To  be  a  ruler  o'er  me  than  a  brother. 
Which  henceforth  be  I     Jove  surely  did  descend, 
When  thou  wert  gotten,  in  some  heavenly  shape. 
And  greet  my  mother,  as  the  poets  tell 
Of  other  women. 

Age.  Be  this  holiday  ! 

Leo.  And  noted  ever  with  the  whitest  stone  ! 

Con.  And  pardon  me,  my  lord!  Look  you,  I 
bleed 
Faster  than  Crates.    What  I  have  done,  I  did 
To  reconcile  your  loves,  to  both  a  friend  ; 
Which  my  blood  cement,  never  to  part  or  end  ! 

Age.  Most  worthy  Conon  ! 

Leo.  Happy  rise  ;  this  day 
Contracts  more  good  than  a  whole  age  hath  done. 

Euph.  Royal  Agenor,  brave  Leonidas, 
You  are  main  causes,  and  must  share  the  fame. 

Cra.  Which,   in   some  part,   this  hour  shall 
requite. 
For  I  have  aim'd  my  black  shafts  at  white  marks, 
And  now  I'll  put  the  clue  into  your  hands, 
Shall  guide  you  most  perspicuously  to  the  depth 
Of  this  dark  labyrinth,  where  so  long  you  were  lost 
Touching  this  old  rape,  and  a  new  intent. 
Wherein  your  counsel,  and  your  active  wit. 
My  dearest  brother,  will  be  necessary. 

Euph.  JAj  prophecy  is  come  ;  prove  my  hopes 
Agenor  shall  have  right,  and  you  no  wrong,   [true, 
Time  now  will  pluck  her  daughter  from  her  cave. 
Let's  hence,  to  prevent  rumour.     My  dear  brother. 
Nature's  divided  streams  the  highest  shelf 
Will  over-run  at  last,  and  flow  to  itself.      lExeunt 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I A  Street. 

Ent^  CRATB8,  EupHAivcs,  Nkamtbcs,  Sosiclbs,  and 

ERATOif. 

Euph,  I  have  won  the  lady  to  it,  and  that  good 
Which  is  intended  to  her,  your  faith  only 
And  secrety  must  make  perfect ;  think  not,  sir, 


I  speak  as  doubting  it,  for  I  dare  hazard 
My  soul  upon  the  triaL 

Cra.  You  may  safely  ; 
But  are  Agenor  and  Leonidas  ready 
To  rush  upon  him  in  the  act,  and  seise  him 
In  the  height  of  his  security  ? 


soEirE  n. 
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Euph,  At  aU  parts 
As  yoo  oonld  wish  them. 

Cn.  Where's  the  lady  ? 

Enph,  There 
Where  yon  appmnted  her  to  stay. 

Cra.  Tis  wisely  order*d. 

Euph,  Last,  when  you  have  him  sure,  compel 
him  this  way; 
For,  as  hy  accident,  heane  I'll  bring  the  qaeen 
To  meet  yon ;  'twill  strike  greater  terror  to  him, 
To  be  ta'en  nnprorided  of  excnse, 
Aad  make  more  for  om*  purposes.  lExit. 

Cra,  Come,  Neanthes ; 
Otir  fames  and  all  are  at  the  stake. 

Nemt.  'Tis  fit, 
That,  sioce  relying  on  yonr  skill  we  Teoture 
So  much  upon  one  game,  you  play  with  cunning. 
Or  we  shall  rise  such  losers  as 

Sos,  The  prince  ! 

Enter  Tbxasor. 

Cra,  The  plot  is  laid,  sir ;  howsoe'er  I  seem'd 
A  little  scrapulous,  upon  better  judgment 
I  ha?e  effected  it. 

The.  "Tis  the  last  serrice 
Of  this  fool  kind  I  will  employ  you  in. 

Cra,  We  hope  so,  sir. 

The.  And  I  will  so  reward  it— 

Nean,  You  are  bound  to  that ;  in  every  family 
That  does  write  lustful,  your  fine  bawd  gains  more 
(For,  like  your  broker,  he  takes  fees  on  both  sides) 
Thsa  all  the  oflicers  of  the  house. 

Sot.  For  us  then 
To  be  a  great  man's  pandars,  and  live  poor, 
That  were  a  double  fault. 

Cra.  Come,  you  lose  time,  sir ; 
We  will  be  with  you  instantly :  The  deed  done, 
We  have  a  masque  that  you  expect  not. 

The.  Thou 
Art  ercr  careful ;  for  Jove's  Mercury 
I  would  not  change  thee.  lExU. 

Era.  There's  an  honour  for  you. 

Nean,  To  be  compared  with  the  celestial  pimp, 
Jore's  smock -sworn  squire,  don  Hermes. 

Cra.  I'U  deserve  it ; 
And,  gentlemen,  be  assured,  though  what  we  do  now 
WiQ  to  the  prince  Theanor  look  like  treason 
And  base  disloyalty,  yet  the  end  shall  prove^ 
(When  he's  first  taught  to  know  himself,  then  you) 
is  what  he  judged  us  false,  we  were  most  true. 

(sxeunt 


SCENE  n,— Before  the  Palace, 
Enter  Ecpbanxs,  Aoknob,  LaoNiDAa,  and  Conom. 

Evph,  Only  make  haste,  my  lords ;  in  all  things 
else 
Yo«  are  instructed :  You  may  draw  your  swords 
For  show,  if  you  think  good,  but  on  my  life 
Yoa  will  find  no  resistance  in  his  servants, 
And  he's  himself  unarm'd. 

^ge,  I  would  he  were  not ; 
Hy  jost  rage  should  not  then  be  lost 

£uph.  Good  sir, 
HsTe  you  a  care  no  injury  be  done 
Unto  the  person  of  the  prince ;  but,  Conon, 
Have  you  an  eye  on  both  ;  it  is  your  trust 
That  1  rdy  on. 

Con.  Which  I  will  discharge, 
Asme  yourself,  most  faithfully. 


Euph,  For  the  lady, 
I  know  your  best  respect  will  not  be  wanting  : 
Then,  to  avoid  suspicion  and  discovery, 
I  hold  it  requisite,  that  as  soon  as  ever 
The  Queen  hath  seen  her,  she  forsake  the  place. 
And  fit  herself  for  that  which  is  projected 
For  her  good  and  your  honour. 

Leo,  If  this  prosper, 
Believe  it  you  have  made  a  purdiase  of 
My  service  and  my  life. 

Euph.  Your  love  I  aim  at. 

Leo,  Here  I  shall  find  you  ? 

Euph.  With  the  Queen. 

Con,  Enough,  sir.  lExeunt. 

Enter  Page. 
Page.  The  Queen  enquires  for  yon,  my  lord ; 
A  dozen  messengers  in  search  of  you.  [I  have  met 

Enter  Quksn,  Ladies,  and  Attendants. 

Euph,  I  knew  I  should  be  sought  for.    As  I 
She's  come  herself  in  person.  [wish'd, 

Queen,  Are  you  found,  sir  ? 
I  wonder  where  you  spend  your  hours  ;  methinks 
Since  I  so  love  your  company,  and  profess 
'Tis  the  best  comfort  this  life  yields  me,  mine 
Should  not  be  tedious  to  you. 

Euph,  Gracious  madam, 
To  have  the  happiness  to  see  and  hear  you. 
Which  by  your  bounty  is  conferr'd  upon  me, 
I  hold  so  great  a  blessing,  that  my  honours 
And  weal£,  compared  to  that,  are  but  as  cyphers 
To  make  that  number  greater ;  yet  your  pardon 
For  borrowing  from  my  duty  so  much  time, 
As  the  provision  for  my  sudden  marriage 
Exacted  from  me. 

Queen,  I  perceive  this  marriage 
Will  keep  you  often  from  me ;  but  I'll  bear  it. 
She's  a  good  lady,  and  a  fair,  Euphanes  : 
Yet,  by  her  leave,  I  will  share  with  her  in  you ; 
I  am  pleased  that  in  the  night  she  shall  enjoy  you, 
And  that's  sufficient  for  a  wife ;  the  day-time 
I  will  divorce  you  from  her. 

Leo,  [  Within.'}  We  will  force  you. 
If  you  resist. 

Queen.  What  noise  is  that  ? 

The.  \_WUhin.}  Base  traitors  ! 

Euph,  It  moves  this  way. 

Enter  Aobnor,  LaoirinAS  with  TncANoa,  MBRvoitw  dU- 
gutted  like  Bbuza,  Conon,  Cbatss,  NukHTBCs, 
SosiCLBS,  Eraton ,  and  Guard. 

Queen.  Whate'er  it  be,  I'll  meet  it ; 
I  was  not  bom  to  fear. — ^Who's  that  ?  Beliza  ? 

Euph.  My  worthiest,  noblest  mistress ! 

lExit  Mjuuomb. 

Queen.  Stay  her  !  ha  } 
All  of  you  look  as  you  were  rooted  here^ 
And  wanted  motion  :   What  new  Gorgon's  head 
Have  you  beheld,  that  you  are  all  turn'd  statues  ? 
This  is  prodigious  1  has  none  a  tongue 
To  speak  the  cause  ? 

Leo.  Could  every  hair,  great  queen, 
Upon  my  head,  yield  an  articulate  sound. 
And  all  together  speak,  they  could  not  yet 
Express  the  villainy  we  have  discover'd  : 
And  yet,  when  with  a  few  unwilling  words 
I  have  delivered  what  must  needs  be  known, 
You'll  say  I  am  too  eloquent,  and  wish 
I  had  been  bom  without  a  tongue. 

Queen.  Speak  boldly"; 
For  I,  unmoved  wiUi  any  losS)  will  hear. 
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Leo,  Then  know,  we  have  found  ont  the  ravisher 
Of  my  poor^sister,  and  the  place  and  means 
By  which  the  unfortunate,  tiiough  fair  Beliza, 
Hath  met  a  second  violence. 

Euph,  This  confirms 
What  but  before  I  doubted  to  my  ruin. 
My  lady  ravish'd  ? 

Queen,  Point  me  out  the  villain, 
That  guilty  wretched  monster,  that  hath  done  this, 
That  I  may  look  on  him  ;  and  in  mine  eye 
He  read  hu  sentence. 

Leo,  That  I  truly  could 
Name  any  other  but  the  prince !  that  heard, 
You  have  it  all. 

Queen,  Wonder  not  that  I  shake ; 
The  miracle  is  greater  that  I  live. 
Having  endured  the  thunder  that  thy  words 
Have  thrown  upon  me  ! — Darest  thou  kneel  with 
hope  [THCAifOR  kneeU, 

Of  any  favour,  but  a  speedy  death. 
And  Uiat  too  in  the  dreadfiill'st  shape  that  can 
Appear  to  a  despairing  leprous  soul, 
If  thou  hast  any  ?  No,  libidinous  beast. 
Thy  lust  hath  idter'd  so  thy  former  being, 
By  Heaven  I  know  thee  not ! 
The,  Although  unworthy, 
Yet  still  I  am  your  son. 

Queen.  Thou  liest,  liest  falsely  ! 
My  whole  life  never  knew  but  one  chaste  bed, 
Nor  ne'er  desir'd  warmth  but  from  lavrful  fires ; 
Can  I  be  then  the  mother  to  a  goat, 
Whose  lust  is  more  insatiate  than  the  grave, 
And  like  infectious  air  engenders  plagues. 
To  murder  all  that's  chaste  or  good  in  woman  ? 
The  gods  I  from  my  youth  have  served  and  fear'd. 
Whose  holy  temples  thou  hast  made  thy  brothels  ; 
Could  a  religious  mother  then  bring  forth 
So  damn'd  an  atheist  ?    Read  but  o'er  my  life, 
My  actions,  manners ;  and,  made  perfect  in  them. 
But  look  into  the  story  of  thyself 
As  thou  art  now,  (not  as  thou  wert,  Theanor) 
And  reason  will  compel  thee  to  confess, 
Thou  art  a  stranger  to  me. 

Age,  Note  but  how  heavy 
The  weight  of  guilt  is  !  it  so  low  hath  sunk  him, 
That  he  wants  power  to  rise  up  in  defence 
Of  his  bad  cause. 

Queen»  Persuade  me  not,  Euphanes  ! 
This  is  no  prince  !  nor  can  claim  part  in  me  : 
My  son  was  bom  a  freeman,  this,  a  slave 
To  beastly  passions^  a  fugitive 
And  run-away  from  virtue.     Bring  bonds  for  him  I 
By  all  the  honour  that  I  owe  to  justice. 
He  loses  me  for  ever  that  seeks  to  save  him  ! 
Bind  him,  I  say ;  and  like  a  wretch  that  knows 
He  stands  condemn'd  before  he  hears  the  sentence. 
With  his  base  agents,  from  my  sight  remove  him, 
And  lodge  them  in  the  dungeon  1  as  a  queen 
And  patroness  to  justice,  I  command  it.— 
Thy  tears  are  like  unseasonable  showers. 
And  in  my  heart  now  steel'd  can  make  no  entrance ; 
Thou  art  cruel  to  thyself,  fool,  'tis  not  want 
In  me  of  soft  compassion ;  when  thou  leftist 
To  be  a  son,  I  ceased  to  be  a  mother.^ 
Away  with  them  \  The  children  I  will  leave 
To  keep  my  name  to  all  posterities. 
Shall  be  the  great  examples  of  my  justice, 
The  government  of  my  country,  which  shall  witness 
How  well  I  ruled  myself.  Bid  the  wrong'd  ladies 
Appear  in  court  to-morrow ;  we  will  hear  them ; 


And  by  one  act  of  our  severity, 

For  fear  of  punishment,  or  love  to  virtue. 

Teach  others  to  be  honest :  All  will  shun 

To  tempt  her  laws,  that  would  not  spare  her  son. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Street. 
Enter  Onob,  Uncle,  and  Tutor. 

Uncle.  Nay,  nephew ! 

Tutor,  Pupil,  hear  but  reason  ! 

Onot,  No; 
I  have  none,  and  will  hear  none.  Oh,  my  honour ! 
My  honour  blasted  in  the  bud !  my  youth, 
My  hopeful  youth,  and  all  my  expectation 
Ever  to  be  a  man,  are  lost  for  ever  ! 

Uncle,  Why,  nephew,  we  as  well  as  you  are  dubVd 
Knights  of  the  pantofle. 

Tutor,  And  are  shouted  at, 
Kick'd,  scom'd,  and  laugh'd  at,  by  each  page  and 
Yet  with  erected  heads  we  bear  it  [groom ; 

Onot,  Alas, 
You  have  years,  and  strength  to  do  it ;  but  were  you, 
As  I,  a  tender  gristle,  apt  to  bow, 
You  would,  like  me,  with  cloaks  enveloped, 
Walk  thus,  then  stamp,  then  stare. 

Uncle,  He  will  run  mad, 
I  hope,  and  then  all's  mine. 

Tutor,  Why,  look  you,  pupil. 
There  are  for  the  recovery  of  your  honour 
Degrees  of  medicines  :  For  a  tweak  by  the  nose 
A  man's  to  travel  but  six  months,  then  blow  it, 
And  all  is  well  again ;  the  bastinado 
Requires  a  longer  time,  a  year  or  two. 
And  then  'tis  buried.  I  grant  you  have  been  baffled ; 
'Tis  but  a  journey  of  some  thirty  years, 
And  it  will  be  foi^tten. 

Onot.  Think  you  so  ^ 

Tutor,  Assuredly. 

Uncle,  He  may  make  a  shorter  cut, 
But  hang  or  drown  himself,  and,  on  my  life, 
'Twill  no  more  trouble  him. 

Onot.  I  could  ne'er  endure 
Or  hemp  or  water,  they  are  dangerous  tools 
For  youth  to  deal  with ;  I  will  rather  follow 
My  tutor's  counseL 

Tutor,  Do  so. 

Onot.  And  put  in 
For  my  security,  that  I'll  not  return 
In  thirty  years,  my  whole  'state  to  my  uncle. 

Uncle.  That  I  like  well  of. 

Onot.  Still  provided,  uncle. 
That  at  my  coming  home,  you  will  allow  me 
To  be  of  age,  that  I  may  call  to  account. 
This  Page  that  bath  abused  me. 

Uncle.  'Tis  a  match. 

Onot„  Then,  Corinth,  thud  the  bashful  Lamprias 
Takes  leave  of  thee ;  and  for  this  little  time 
Of  thirty  years,  will  labour  all  he  can. 
Though  he  goes  young  forth,  to  come  home  a  man. 

\,ExeuHt. 


SCENE  IV.— ^  Court  qfJuttice. 
Enter  Bupbanbs  and  MarshaL 

Euph.  Are  your  prisoners  ready  ? 
Mar,  When  it  shall  please  the  queen 
To  call  them  forth,  my  lord. 

Euph,  Pray  you  do  me  the  favour 
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Totdl  me  how  they  have  borne  themseWes  this  night 
Of  their  imprisonment  ? 

Mar.  Gladly,  sir :  Your  brother. 
With  the  other  courtiers,  willingly  received 
All  courtesies  I  conld  offer  ;  eat,  and  drank, 
And  were  exceeding  merry,  so  dissembling 
Their  guilt,  or  confident  in  their  innocence. 
That  I  much  wonder*d  at  it.     But  the  prince. 
That,  as  bom  highest,  should  have  graced  his  fall 
With  greatest  courage,  is  so  sunk  with  sorrow, 
That  to  a  common  judgment  he  would  seem 
To  lofier  like  a  woman ;  but  to  me. 
That  from  the  experience  I  have  had  of  many, 
Look  farther  in  him,  I  do  find  the  deep 
Coiisi4eration  of  what's  past,  more  frights  him 
Ilian  any  other  punishment. 

Eufik,  That  is  indeed 
True  magnanimity ;  the  other  but 
A  desperate  bastard  valour. 

Mar,  1  press'd  to  him, 
And,  notwithstanding  the  queen's  strict  command, 
(Haring  your  lordship's  promise  to  secure  me) 
Offer'd  to  free  him  from  his  bonds,  which  he 
Refiued,  with  such  a  sorrow,  mix'd  with  scorn, 
That  it  amazed  me  ;  yet  I  urged  his  highness 
To  gire  one  reason  for't :  He  briefly  answer'd, 
That  he  had  sat  in  judgment  on  himself. 
And  found  that  he  deserved  them  ;  that  he  was 
A  ravisher,  and  so  to  suffer  like  one ; 
"Which  is  the  reason  of  my  tears,''  he  addeth, 
"  For  were't  not  I  again  should  break  the  laws 
By  seoming  all  their  rigour  can  inflict, 
I  should  die  smiling." 

Eupk.  I  forbear  to  wonder 
That  you  were  moved  that  saw  this,  I  am  struck 
With  the  relation  so.  'Tis  very  well ; 
See  all  thiogs  ready.  I  do  wish  I  could 
Send  comfort  to  the  prince ;  (be  ready  with  him) 
Tis  in  the  queen's  breast  only,  which  for  us 
To  search  into  were  sauciness,  to  determine 
What  she  thinks  fit.  lExH  Marshal. 

Swier  LtomsAS,  with  HaiuoifB  in  white  /  Eitphanics, 
teitk  BsusA'  If*  black :  QintBN,  and  taket  her  place 
bdtind  the  bar;  Aobwor,  Conon;  Marshal,  with 
Tbkavob,  Ckats«,  SofticLas,  Eaatom  ;  Lords,  Ladies, 
and  Guard. 

Lord,  Make  way  there  for  the  queen ! 

Qnetn,  Read  first  the  law,  and  what  our  ancestors 
Hare  in  tihis  case  provided,  to  deter 
Such-like  offenders. — To  you,  gentle  ladies. 
This  only :  'Would  I  could  as  well  give  comfort, 
As  hid  you  be  secure  from  fear  or  doubt 
Of  our  displeasure  !  be  as  confident 
As  if  your  plea  were  'gainst  a  conunon  man. 
To  have  all  right  from  us ;  I  will  not  grieve 
For  what's  not  worth  my  pity. — Read  the  law. 

Qerk.  [Readinff.'\  Lycnrgus  the  nineteenth  against 
Tt^et:  It  Is  provided,  and  publicly  enacted  and  confirmed, 
that  any  man  of  what  degree  soever,  offering  violence  to 
th«  chastity  of  A  virgin,  shall,  ipso/acto^  be  liable  to  her 
fWMstfaii.  and  according  to  the  said  law  be  censured ; 
«*«r  provided^  that  it  shall  be  in  the  choice  of  the  said 
▼iiyin  80  abused,  either  to  compel  the  offender  to  marry 
her  withont  a  dower,  if  so  she  will  be  satisfied,  or  de- 
nandiag  his  head  f<>r  the  offence,  to  have  that  accordingly 
paiwiued. 

^iwen.  You  hear  this :  What  do  you  demand  ? 

Mer.  The  benefit 
The  law  allows  me. 

Bd.  For  the  injury 
Done  to  nooe  honour,  I  require  his  head. 


Mer,  I  likewise  have  an  eye  upon  mine  honour ; 
But  knowing  that  his  death  qannot  restore  it, 
I  ask  him  for  my  husband. 

Bel.  I  was  ravish'd, 
And  will  have  justice. 

Mer,  I  was  ravish'd  too  ; 
I  kneel  for  mercy. 

Bel.  I  demand  but  what 
The  law  allows  me. 

Mer.  That  which  I  desire 
Is  by  the  same  law  warranted. 

Bel.  The  rape 
On  me  hath  made  a  forfeit  of  his  life, 
Which  in  revenge  of  my  disgrace  I  plead  for. 

Mer.  The  rape  on  me  gives  me  the  privilege 
To  be  his  wife,  and  that  is  all  I  sue  for. 

Age.  A  doubtful  case. 

Leo.  Such  pretty  lawyers,  yet 
I  never  saw  nor  read  of. 

Euph.  May  the  queen 
Favour  your  sweet  plea,  madam ! 

Bel.  Is  that  justice  ? 
Shall  one  that  is  to  suffer  for  a  rape 
Be  by  a  rape  defended  ?  Look  upon 
The  public  enemy  of  chastity. 
This  lustful  satyr,  whose  enraged  desires 
The  ruin  of  one  wretched  virgin's  honour 
Would  not  sufilce ;  and  shall  the  wreck  of  two 
Be  his  protection  ?  May- be  I  was  ravish'd 
For  his  lust  only,  thou  for  his  defence  ; 
Oh,  fine  evasion  !  shall  with  such  a  slight 
Your  justice  be  deluded  ?  your  laws  cheated? 
And  he  that  for  one  fact  deserved  to  die, 
For  sinning  often,  find  impunity  ? 
But  that  I  know  thee,  I  would  swear  thou  wert 
A  false  impostor,  and  subom'd  to  this : 
And  it  may  be  thou  art,  Merione ; 
For  hadst  thou  suffer'd  truly  what  I  have  done. 
Thou  wouldst  like  me  complain,  and  call  for  ven- 
And,  our  wrongs  being  equal,  I  alone        [geance, 
Should  not  desire  revenge  :  But  be  it  so  ! 
If  thou  prevail,  even  he  will  punish  it, 
And  fooUsh  mercy  shewed  to  him  undo  thee. 
Consider,  fool,  before  it  be  too  late. 
What  joys  thou  canst  expect  from  such  a  husband, 
To  whom  thy  first,  and  what's  more,  forced  em- 
braces, 
Which  men  say  heighten  pleasure,  were  distasteful. 

Mer.  'Twas  in  respect  that  then  they  were  un- 
lawful, 
Unbless'd  by  Hymen,  and  left  stings  behind  them. 
Which  from  the  marriage-bed  are  ever  banish*  d. 
Let  this  court  be  then  the  image  of  Jove's  throne. 
Upon  which  grace  and  mercy  still  attend. 
To  intercede  between  him  and  his  justice  ; 
And  since  the  law  allows  as  much  to  me 
As  she  can  challenge,  let  the  milder  sentence. 
Which  best  becomes  a  mother  and  a  queen. 
Now  overcome,  nor  let  your  wisdom  suffer  : 
In  doing  right  to  her,  I  in  my  wrong 
Endure  a  second  ravishment. 

Bel.  You  can  free  him 
Only  from  that  which  does  concern  yourself. 
Not  from  the  punishment  that's  due  to  me ; 
Your  injuries  you  may  foigive,  not  mine  ; 
I  plead  mine  own  just  wrea&k,  which  will  right  both^ 
Where  that  which  you  desire  robs  me  of  justice : 
'Tis  that  which  I  appeal  to. 

Mer.  Bloody  woman, 
Dost  thou  desire  his  punishment  ?  Let  him  live  then ; 
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For  any  man  to  marry  where  he  likes  not 
la  still  a  lingering  torment. 

Bel.  For  one  rape 
One  death's  sufficient ;  that  way  cannot  catch  me. 

Mer.  To  you  I  fly  tiien,  to  your  mercy,  madam ! 
Exempting  not  your  justice,  be  but  equd ; 
And  since  in  no  regard  I  come  behind  her, 
Let  me  not  so  be  undervalued  in 
Your  highness'  &Tour,  that  the  world  take  notice 
You  so  preferred  her,  that  in  her  behalf 
You  killed  that  son  you  would  not  aave  for  me  ; 
Mercy,  oh,  mercy,  madam  I 

Bel.  Great  Queen,  justice! 

Ape.  With  what  a  masculine  constmcy  the  grave 
Hath  heard  them  both  I  [lady 

Leo.  Yet  how  unmoved  she  sits 
In  that  which  most  concenis  her ! 

Con.  Now  she  rises ; 
And,  having  well  weigh'd  both  their  arguments. 
Resolves  to  speak. 

Euph.  And  yet  again  she  pauses : 
Oh,  Conon,  such  a  resolution  once 
A  Roman  told  me  he  had  seen  in  Cato 
Before  he  kiU'd  himself. 

Queen.  'Tis  now  determined.— 
Merione,  I  could  wish  I  were  no  queen. 
To  give  you  satis&ction ;  no  mother, 
BeliiML,  to  content  you ;  and  would  part 
Even  with  my  being,  both  might  have  their  wishes ; 
But  since  that  is  impossible,  in  few  words 
I  ¥^  deliver  what  I  am  resolved  on. 
The  end  for  which  all  profitable  laws 
Were  made  looks  two  ways  only,  the  reward 
Of  innocent  good  men,  and  the  punishment 
Of  bad  delinquents :  Ours,  concerning  rapes, 
Provided  that  same  latter-clause  of  marriage 
For  him  that  had  fsU'n  once,  not  then  foreseeing 
Mankind  could  prove  so  monstrous,  to  tread  twice 
A  path  so  horrid.    The  great  law-giver 
Draoo,  that  for  his  strange  severity 
Was  said  to  write  his  stem  decrees  in  blood, 
Made  none  for  parricides,  presuming  that 
No  man  could  be  so  wicked :  Such  might  be 
Lycurgus'  answer  (did  he  live)  for  this. 
But  since  I  find  that  in  my  son  which  was  not 
Doubted  in  any  else,  I  will  add  to  it : 
He  cannot  marry  both,  but  for  both  dying. 
Both  have  their  full  revenge. — ^You  see,  Belize, 
You  have  your  wish.    With  you,  Merione, 
I'll  spend  a  tear  or  two.   So,  Heaven  forgive  thee  ! 
The.  Upon  my  knees  I  do  approve  your  judgment, 
And  beg  that  you  would  put  it  into  act 
With  all  speed  possible ;  only  that  I  may, 
Having  alrasdy  made  peace  with  myself. 
Part  so  with  all  the  world.     Princely  Agenor, 
I  ask  your  pardon.    Yours,  my  lord  Euphanes. 
And,  Crates,  with  the  rest  too,  I  forgive  you ; 
Do  you  the  like  for  me.    Yours,  gracious  mother, 
I  dare  not  ask ;  and  yet  if  that  my  death 
Be  like  a  son  of  yours,  though  my  life  was  not. 
Perhaps  you  may  vouchsafe  it.    Lastly,  that 
Both  these  whom  I  have  vrrong'd  may  wish  my 
No  heavy  burden,  ere  I  suffer  death,  [ashes 

For  the  restoring  of  Merione's  honour. 
Let  me  be  married  to  her ;  and  then  die 
For  you,  Belize. 

Queen,  Thou  hast  made  in  this 


Part  of  amends  to  me,  and  to  the  world  : 
Thy  suit  is  granted.— -Call  a  Flamen  forth 
To  do  this  holy  work ;  with  him  a  headsman. 

Entfr  Flamen  and  Exeoutioner. 

Raise  up  thy  weeping  e3res,  Merione  ; 
With  this  hand  I  confirm  thy  marriage, 
Wishing  that  now  the  gods  would  shew  some  mi- 
That  this  might  not  divorce  it.  [racle, 

Cra.  To  that  purpose 
I  am  their  minister.     Stand  not  amazed  ; 
To  all  your  comforts,  I  will  do  this  wonder. — 
Your  majesty  (with  your  pardon  I  must  speak  it) 
Allow'd  once  heretofore  of  such  a  contract. 
Which  you  repenting  afterwards,  revoked  it, 
Being  fully  bent  to  match  her  with  Agenor ; 
The  grieved  prince  knowing  this,  and  yet  not  daring 
To  cross  what  you  determined,  by  an  oath 
Bound  me  and  these  his  followers  to  do  something 
That  he  might  once  enjoy  her ;  we,  sworn  to  it. 
And  easily  persuaded,  being  assured 
She  was  his  wife  before  the  face  of  Heaven, 
Although  some  ceremonious  forms  were  wanting, 
Committed  the  first  rape,  and  brought  her  to  him, 
Which  broke  the  marriage ;  but  when  we  perceived 
He  purposed  to  abuse  our  ready  service 
In  the  same  kind,  upon  the  chaste  Belize, 
Holding  ourselves  less  tied  to  him  than  goodness, 
I  made  discovery  of  it  to  my  brother. 
Who  can  relate  the  rest. 
Euph.  It  is  most  true. 
Queen.  I  would  it  were  ! 
Euph.  In  every  circumstance 
It  is,  upon  my  soul :  For,  this  known  to  me, 
I  won  Merione  in  my  lady's  habit 
To  be  again  (but  wilHngly)  surprised  ; 
But  with  Agenor,  and  her  noble  brother. 
With  my  approved  friend  Conon,  with  such  speed 
She  was  pursued,  that,  the  lewd  act  scarce  ended. 
The  prince  (assured  he  had  enjoy'd  Beliza, 
For  all  the  time  Merione's  face  was  cover'd) 
Was  apprehended  and  brought  to  your  presence, 
But  not  till  now  discover' d,  in  respect 
I  hoped  the  imminent  danger  of  the  prince. 
To  which  his  loose  unquenched  heats  had  brought 

him, 
Being  pursued  unto  the  latest  trial. 
Would  work  in  him  compunction,  which  it  has  done ; 
And  these  two  ladies,  in  their  feign'd  contentions, 
To  your  delight  I  hope  have  served  as  masquers 
To  their  own  nuptials. 

Queen.  My  choice  was  worthy 
When  first  I  look'd  on  thee :  As  thou  hast  order'd, 
AH  shall  be  done ;  and  not  the  meanest  that 
Play'd  in  this  unexpected  comedy. 
But  shall  partake  our  bounty. — And,  my  lord, 

[To  Agknor. 
That  with  the  rest  you  may  seem  satisfied. 
If  you  dare  venture  on  a  queen,  not  yet 
So  far  in  debt  to  years  but  that  she  may 
Bring  you  a  lusty  boy,  I  offer  up 
Myself  and  kingdom,  during  my  life,  to  you. 

Affe.  It  is  a  blessing  which  I  durst  not  hope  for. 
But  with  all  joy  receive. 
Ail.  We  all  applaud  it. 

Queen.  Then  on  unto  the  temple,  where,  the  rites 
Of  marriage  ended,  we'll  find  new  delights.  lExeunt. 
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SCENE,— Britain. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I The  British  Camp, 


Eskter  Bonocca,  Duigfatera,  Hsxoo,  Nxirinini,  and 

Soldiers. 

Bomd,  The  hardy  Romans  ?  Ob,  ye  gods  of 
BritaiD, 
The  nut  of  arms,  the  blushing  shame  of  soldiers ! 

Enter  Caxatach. 

Are  these  the  men  that  conquer  by  inheritance  ? 
TIm  fortune-makers?  these  the  Julians, 
Thit  with  the  sun  measure  the  end  of  nature. 
Making  the  worid  but  one  Rome,  and  one  Csesar  ? 
Sfaaoie,  bow  they  flee !  Cesar's  soft  soul  dwells 

in  em, 
Hieir  mothers  got  'em  sleeping.  Pleasure  nursed 

*em ; 
Their  bodies  sweat  with  sweet  oils,  lore's  allure- 
ments, 
Not  lusty  arms.  Dare  they  send  these  to  seek  us, 
These  Roman  girls  ?  Is  Britain  grown  so  wanton  ? 
Twice  we  have  beat  'em,  Nennius,  scatter'd  'em  : 
And  through  their  big-boned  Germans,  on  whose 
The  honour  of  their  actions  sits  m.  triumph,  [pikes 
Made  themes  for  songs  to  shame  'em :   And  a 

woman, 
A  woman  beat  'em,  Nennius ;  a  weak  woman, 
A  woman,  beat  these  Romans  \ 

Car,  So  it  seems  ; 
A  man  would  shame  to  talk  so. 

Bond.  Who's  that? 

Cor.  1. 

Bomi.  Cousin,  do  you  griere  my  fortunes  ? 
Cor.  No,  Bonduca ; 
If  1  gnere,  'tis  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes : 


You  put  too  much  wind  to  your  sail ;  discretion 

And  hardy  valour  are  the  twins  of  honour. 

And.  nursed  together,  make  a  conqueror ; 

Divided,  but  a  talker.     'Tis  a  truth. 

That  Rome  has  fled  before  us  twice,  and  routed ; 

A  truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  gods  for,  lady, 

And  not  our  tongues ;  a  truth  is  none  of  ours. 

Nor  in  our  ends,  more  than  the  noble  bearing  ; 

For  then  it  leaves  to  be  a  virtue,  lady. 

And  we,  that  have  been  victors,  beat  ourselves. 

When  we  insult  upon  our  honour's  subject. 

Bond,  My  valiant  cousin,  is  it  foul  to  say 
What  liberty  and  honour  bid  us  do. 
And  what  the  gods  allow  us  ? 

Car,  No,  Bonduca ; 
So  what  we  say  exceed  not  what  we  do. 
You  call  the  Romans  **  fearful,  fleeing  Romans, 
And  Roman  girb,  the  lees  of  tainted  pleasures  :" 
Does  this  become  a  doer  ?  are  they  such  ? 

Bond,  They  are  no  more. 

Car,  Where  is  your  conquest  then  ? 
Why  are  your  altars  crown'd  with  wreaths  of 

flowers  ? 
The  beasts  with  gilt  boms  waiting  for  the  fire  ? 
The  holy  Druides  composing  songs 
Of  everlasting  life  to  victory  ? 
Why  are  these  triumphs,  lady  P  for  a  May-game  ? 
For  hunting  a  poor  herd  of  wretched  Romans  ? 
Is  it  no  more  ?  Shut  up  your  temples,  Britons, 
And  let  the  husbandman  redeem  his  heifers, 
Put  out  your  holy  fires,  no  timbrel  ring. 
Let's  home  and  sleep ;  for  such  great  overthrows, 
A  candle  burns  too  bright  a  sacrifice, 
A    glow-worm's   tail   too    full    of   flame.— Oh, 
Nennius, 
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Thou  hadst  a  noble  uncle  knew  a  Roman, 
And  how  to  speak  him,  how  to  g^ve  him  weight 
In  both  his  fortunes. 

Bond.  By  the  gods,  I  think 
You  dote  upon  these  Romans,  Caratach  ! 

Car.  Witness  these  wounds,  I  do;  they  were 
fairly  given : 
I  love  an  enemy  ;  I  was  bom  a  soldier  ; 
And  he  that  in  the  head  on's  troop  defies  me, 
Bending  my  manly  body  with  his  sword, 
I  make  a  mistress.     Yellow- tressed  Hymen 
Ne'er  tied  a  longing  virgin  with  more  joy. 
Than  I  am  married  to  that  man  that  wounds  me  : 
And  are  not  all  these  Roman  ?  Ten  struck  battles 
I  suck'd  these  honour* d  scars  from,  and  all  Roman ; 
Ten  years  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches, 
(When  many  a  frozen  storm  sung  through  my 

cuirass. 
And  made  it  doubtful  whether  that  or  I 
Were  the  more  stubborn  metal)  have  I  wrought 

through. 
And  all  to  try  these  Romans.     Ten  times  a-night 
I  have  swam  the  rivers,  when  the  stars  of  Rome 
Shot  at  me  as  I  floated,  and  the  billows 
Tumbled  their  watry  ruins  on  my  shoulders, 
Charging  my  batter'd  sides  with  troops  of  agues  ; 
And  still  to  try  these  Romans,  whom  I  found 
(And,  if  I  lie,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  back- 
ward. 
And  be  you  witness,  gods,  and  all  my  dangers) 
As  ready,  and  as  full  of  that  I  brought, 
(Which  was  not  fear,  nor  flight)  as  valiant. 
As  vigilant,  as  wise,  to  do  and  suffer, 
Kver  advanced  as  forward  as  the  Britons, 
Their  sleeps  as  short,  their  hopes  as  high  as  ours, 
Ay,  and  as  subtle,  lady.     'Tis  dishonour, 
And,  followed,  will  be  impudence,  Bonduca, 
And  grow  to  no  belief  to  taint  these  Romans. 
Have  not  I  seen  the  Britons 

Bond.  What? 

Car.  Disheartened, 
Run,  run,  Bonduca !  not  the  quick  rack  swifter ; 
The  viigin  from  the  hated  ravisher 
Not  half  so  fearful ;  not  a  flight  dravm  home, 
A  round  stone  from  a  sling,  a  lover's  wish. 
E'er  made  that  haste  that  they  have.  By  the  gods, 
I  have  seen  these  Britons,  that  you  magnify. 
Run  as  they  would  have  out-run  time,  and  roaring. 
Basely  for  mercy  roaring ;  the  light  shadows, 
That  in  a  thought  scur  o'er  the  fields  of  com, 
Halted  on  crutches  to  'em. 

Bond.  Oh,  ye  powers. 
What  scandals  do  I  suffer  ! 

Car.  Yes,  Bonduca, 
I  have  seen  thee  run  too  ;  and  thee,  Nennins ; 
Yea,  run  apace,  both ;  then,  when  Penius 
(The  Roman  girl !)  cut  through  your  armed  carts, 
And  drove  'em  headlong  on  ye,  down  the  hill ; 
Then,  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain  foxes, 
More  by  the  scent  than  sight ;  then  did  I  see 
These  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Britain, 
Like  boding  owls,  creep  into  tods  of  ivy. 
And  hoot  fiieir  fears  to  one  another  nightly, 

Nen.  And  what  did  you  then,  Caratach  ? 

Car.  I  fled  too. 
But  not  so  fast ;  your  jewel  had  been  lost  then. 
Young  Hengo  there ;  he  trasht  me,  Nennius  : 
For,  when  your  fears  out-ran  him,  then  stept  I, 
And  in  the  head  of  all  the  Roman  fiiry 
Took  him,  and,  with  my  tough  belt,  to  my  back 


1  buckled  him  ;  behind  him  my  sure  shield  ; 
And  then  I  foUow'd.  If  I  say  I  fought 
Five  times  in  bringing  off  this  bud  of  Britain, 
I  lie  not,  Nennius.    Neither  had  you  heard 
Me  speak  this,  or  ever  seen  the  duld  more. 
But  that  the  sun  of  virtue,  Penius, 
Seeing  me  steer  through  all  these  storms  of  danger. 
My  helm  still  in  my  hand  (my  sword,)  my  prow 
Tum'd  to  my  foe  (my  face,)  he  cried  out  nobly, 
**  Go,  Briton,  bear  thy  lion's  whelp  off  safely  ; 
Thy  manly  sword  has  ransom'd  thee ;  grow  strong, 
And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  arms  ; 
Then,  if  thou  stand'st,  thou'rt  mine."     I  took  his 
And  here  I  am  to  honour  him.  [offer, 

Bond.  Oh,  cousin, 
From  what  a  flight  of  honour  hast  thou  cbeck'd 
What  wouldst  thou  make  me,  Caratach  ?        [me  ! 

Car,  See,  lady. 
The  noble  use  of  others  in  our  losses. 
Does  this  afflict  yon  ?  Had  the  Romans  cried  this, 
And,  as  we  have  done  theirs,  sung  out    these 

fortunes, 
Rail'd  on  our  base  condition,  hooted  at  us, 
Made  marks  as  far  as  th'  earth  was  ours,  to  shew  us 
Nothing  but  sea  could  stop  our  flights,  despised  us, 
And  held  it  equal  whether  banqueting 
Or  beating  of  the  Britons  were  more  business, 
It  would  have  gall'd  you. 

Bond.  Let  me  thii^  we  conquer'd. 

Car.  Do;   but  so  think,  as  we  may  be  con- 
quer'd ; 
And  where  we  have  found  virtue,  though  in  those 
That  came  to  make  us  slaves,  let's  cherish  it. 
There's  not  a  blow  we  gave  since  Julius  landed, 
That  was  of  strength  and  worth,  but,  like  records, 
They  file  to  after-ages.    Our  registers 
The  Romans  are,  for  noble  deeds  of  honour ; 
And  shall  we  burn  their  mentions  with  upbraid- 
ings? 

Bond.  No  more  ;  I  see  myself.  Thou  hast  made 
me,  cousin, 
More  than  my  fortunes  durst,  for  they  abused  me, 
And  wound  me  up  so  high,  I  swell'd  with  glory : 
Thy  temperance  has  cured  that  tympany. 
And  given  me  health  again,  nay,  more,  discretion. 
Shall  we  have  peace  ?  for  now  I  love  these  Romans. 

Car.  Thy  love  and  hate  are  both  unwise  ones. 

Bond.  Your  reason  ?  U*^y- 

Nen..  Is  not  peace  the  end  of  arms  ? 

Car,  Not  where  the  cause  implies  a  general 
conquest  : 
Had  we  a  difference  with  some  petty  isle. 
Or  with  our  neighbours,  lady,  for  our  land-marks, 
The  taking  in  of  some  rebellious  lord. 
Or  making  head  against  commotions, 
After  a  day  of  blood,  peace  might  be  argued ; 
But  where  we  grapple  for  the  ground  we  live  on, 
The  liberty  we  hold  as  dear  as  life, 
The  gods  we  worship,  and,  next  those,  our  honours, 
And  with  those  swords  that  know  no  end  of  battle : 
Those  men,  beside  themselves,  allow  no  neighbour; 
Those  minds  that  where  the  day  is,  claim  inherit- 
ance. 
And  where  the  sun  makes  ripe  the  fruits,  their 

harvest. 
And  where  they  march,  but  measure  out  more 

ground 
To  add  to  Rome,  and  here  V  th'  bowels  on  us ; 
It  must  not  be.    No,  as  they  are  our  foes, 
And  those  that  must  be  so  until  we  tire  'em, 


Let's  use  the  peace  of  honour,  that's  fair  dealing, 
But  in  our  hands  oar  swords.    That  hardy  Roman 
That  hopes  to  graft  himself  into  my  stock, 
Moit  firet  begin  his  Idndred  under-ground, 
And  be  allied  in  ashes. 

Bmd,  Caratach, 
As  thou  hast  nobly  spoken,  shall  be  dpne ; 
And  Hengo  to  thy  charge  I  here  deliver  : 
The  Romans  shall  have  worthy  wars. 

Car.  They  shall : 
And,  little  sir,  when  your  young  bones  growstiffer. 
And  when  I  see  you  able  in  a  morning 
To  beat  a  dozen  boys,  and  then  to  breakfast, 
m  tie  you  to  a  swonL 

Hengo.  And  what  tiien,  uncle  ? 

Car.  Thea  you  must  kill,  sir,  the  next  valiant 
That  calls  you  knave.  [Roman 

Hengo.  And  must  I  kill  but  one  ? 

Car.  An  hundred,  boy,  I  hope. 

Hengo.  I  hope  five  hundred. 

Car.  That  is  a  noble  boy  ! — Come,  worthy  lady, 
Lefs  to  our  several  chaiges,  and  henceforth 
Aflow  an  enemy  both  weight  and  worth.    iExeunt. 


SCENE  II.— The  Roman  Camp. 
Enter  Jukius  and  Pmixira. 

Pet.  What  ail'st  thou,  man  ?  dost  thou  want 

Jun.  No.  [meat? 

Pet.  Clothes? 

Jun.  Neither.     For  Heaven^'s  love,  leave  me ! 

Pet.  Drink  ? 

Jun.  Yon  tire  me. 

Pet.  Come,  it  is  drink ;  I  know  *tis  drink. 

Jvn.  'Tb  no  drink. 

Ptt.  I  say  'tis  drink  ;  for  what  affliction 
Can  light  so  heavy  on  a  soldier. 
To  dry  him  up  as  thou  art,  but  no  drink  ? 
Thoa  Shalt  have  drink. 

Jun.  IVythee,  Petillius 

Pet.  And,  by  mine  honour,  much  drink,  valiant 
drink: 
Never  tell  me,  thou  shalt  have  drink.     I  see, 
like  a  true  friend,  into  thy  wants  ;  *tis  drink ; 
And  when  I  leave  thee  to  a  desolation. 
Especially  of  that  dry  nature,  hang  me. 

Jwn.  Why  do  you  do  this  to  me  ? 

Pet.  For  I  see. 
Although  your  modesty  would  fain  conceal  it, 
Which  flits  as  sweetly  on  a  soldier 
As  in  old  side-saddle; 

Jun.  What  do  you  see  ? 

Pet.  I  see  as  fair  as  day,  that  thou  want'st  drink. 
Did  I  not  find  thee  gaping  like  an  oyster 
For  a  new  tide  ?  .  Thy  very  thoughts  lie  bare, 
Like  a  low  ebb ;  thy  soul,  that  rid  in  sack. 
Lies  moor'd  for  want  of  tiquor.     Do  but  see 
Into  thyself ;  for,  by  the  gods,  I  do  ; 
For  all  thy  body's  chapt  and  crack'd  like  timber. 
For  want  of  moisture :  What  is't  thou  want'st 
An  if  it  be  not  drink  ?  [there,  Junius, 

Jun,  You  have  too  much  on't. 

Pet.  It  may  be  a  whore  too ;  say  it  be  ;  come, 
meecher, 
Thoa  shalt  have  both ;  a  pretty  valiant  fellow, 
Die  for  a  little  bp  and  lechery  ? 
No,  it  shall  ne'er  be  said  in  our  country, 
Tbfsn,  diedst  o*  th*  chin-cough.     Hear,  thou  noble 
^  son  of  her  that  loves  a  soldier,  [Roman, 

VOt.  II. 


Hear  what  I  promised  for  thee !  thus  I  said : 

''  Lady,  I  take  thy  son  to  my  companion ; 

Lady,  I  love  thy  son,  thy  son  loves  war, 

The  war  loves  danger,  danger  drink,  drink  discipline, 

Which  is  society  and  lechery ; 

These  two  beget  commanders :  Fear  not,  lady ; 

Thy  son  shall  lead." 

Jun.  'Tis  a  strange  thing,  Petillius, 
That  so  ridiculous  and  loose  a  mirth 
Can  master  your  affections. 

Pet.  Any  mirth. 
And  any  way,  of  any  subject,  Junius, 
Is  better  than  unmanly  mustiness. 
What  harm's  in  drink  ?  in  a  good  wholesome 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  what  error  ?    Yet   [wench  ? 
It  caonot  out  of  my  head  handsomely. 
But  thou  wouldst  fain  be  drunk ;  come,  no  more 

fooling ; 
The  general  has  new  wine,  new  come  over. 

Jun.  He  must  have  new  acquaintance  for  it  too. 
For  I  will  none,  I  thank  ye. 

Pet.  "  None,  I  thank  you?" 
A  short  and  touchy  answer  I  **  None,   I  thank 
You  do  not  scorn  it,  do  you?  [you  ?" 

Jun.  Gods  defend,  sir  ! 
I  owe  him  still  more  honour. 

Pet.  ♦*  None,  I  thank  you?" 
No  company,  no  drink,  no  wench,  **  1  thank  you  ?" 
You  shall  be  worse  entreated,  sir. 

Jun,  Petillius, 
As  thou  art  honest,  leave  me  ! 

Pet.  "  None,  I  thank  you  ?" 
A  modest  and  a  decent  resolution. 
And  well  put  on.    Yes ;  I  will  leave  you,  Junius, 
And  leave  you  to  the  boys,  that  very  shortly 
Shall  all  salute  you,  by  your  new  simame 
Of  "  Junius  None-I-thank-you."      I  would  starve 

now. 
Hang,  drown,  despair,  deserve  the  forks,  lie  open 
To  all  the  dangerous  passes  of  a  wench. 
Bound  to  believe  her  tears,  and  wed  her  aches. 
Ere  I  would  own  thy  follies.     I  have  found  you. 
Your  lays,  and  out-leaps,  Junius,  haunts,  and 

lodges; 
I  have  viewed  yon,  and  I  have  found  you  by  my 
To  be  a  fool  o'  th'  first  head,  Junius,  [skill 

And  I  will  hunt  you :  You  are  in  love,  I  know  it ; 
You  are  an  ass,  and  all  the  camp  shall  know  it ; 
A  peevish  idle  boy,  your  dame  shall  know  it ; 
A  wronger  of  my  care,  yourself  shall  know  it. 

Enter  Judas  and/our  Soldiera. 

Judas.  A  bean  ?  a  princely  diet,  a  full  banquet. 
To  what  we  compass. 

1  Sold.  Fight  like  hogs  for  acorns  ? 

2  Sold.  Venture  our  lives  for  pig-nuts  ? 
Pet.  What  ail  these  rascals  ? 

3  Sold.  If  this  hold  we  are  starved. 
Judas,  For  my  part,  friends. 

Which  is  but  twenty  beans  a-day,  (a  hard  worid 

For  officers,  and  men  of  action  !) 

And  those  so  clipt  by  Master  Mouse,  and  rotten-^ 

(For  understand  'em  French  beans,  where  the  fruits 

Are  ripen'd  like  the  people,  in  old  tubs) 

For  mine  own  part,  I  say,  I  am  starved  already. 

Not  worth  another  bean,  consumed  to  nothing. 

Nothing  but  flesh  and  bones  left,  miserable  : 

Now  if  this  musty  provender  can  prick  me 

To  honourable  matters  of  atchievement,  gentlemen. 

Why,  there's  the  point. 
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4  Sold.  I'll  fight  no  more, 

Pei.  You'll  hang  then ! 
A  sovereign  help  for  hanger.  Ye  eating  rascals, 
Whose  gods  are  beef  and  brewis  1  whose  brave 
Do  execution  upon  these,  and  chibbals  1  [angers 
Ye  dog's  head  in  the  porridge-pot !  ye  fight  no 
Does  Rome  depend  upon  your  resolution  [more  ? 
For  eating  mouldy  pie-crust  ? 

3  Sold,  'Would  we  had  it! 

Judas,  I  may  do  service,  captain. 

Pet,  In  a  fish-market 
You,  corporal  Curry-comb,  what  will  your  fighting 
Profit  the  commonwealth?     Do   you   hope    to 

triumph? 
Or  dare  your  vamping  valour,  goodman  Cobler, 
Clap  a  new  sole  to  di'  kingdom?    'Sdeath,  ye 
You  fight,  or  not  fight !  [dog-whelps, 

Judas,  Captain  1 

Pet,  Out,  ye  flesh-flies  1 
Nothing  but  noise  and  naatiness  1 

Judas,  Give  us  meat, 
Whereby  we  may  do. 

Pet,  Whereby  hangs  your  valour  ? 

Judas,  Good  bits  afford  good  blows. 

Pet.  A  good  position  : 
How  long  is't  since  thou  eat'st  lastP    Wipe  thy 
And  then  tell  truth.  [mouth, 

Judas,  I  have  not  eat  to  th'  purpose 

Pet,  **  To  th'  purpose?"  what's  that  ?  half  a 
cow  and  garlick  ? 
Ye  rogues,  my  company  eat  turf,  and  talk  not ; 
Timber  they  can  digest,  and  fight  upon't ; 
Old  mats,  and  mud  with  spoons,  rare  meats.    Your 

shoes,  slaves ; 
Dare  ye  cry  out  for  hunger,  and  those  extant  ? 
Suck  your  sword-hilts,  ye  slaves  ;  if  ye  be  valiant, 
Honour  will  make  'em  mardipane.     ''To  the 

purpose  ?" 
A  grievous  penanoe  !  Dost  thou  see  that  gentleman, 
T^t  melancholy  monsieur  ? 

Jun,  Pray  you,  Petillius ! 

Pet.  He  has  not  eat  these  three  weeks. 

2  Sold.  He  has  drunk  the  more  then. 

3  Sold.  And  that's  all  one. 

Pet.  Nor  drunk  nor  slept  these  two  mondis. 

Judas,  Captain,  we  do  beseech  yon,  as  poor 
soldiers, 
Men  that  have  seen  good  days,  whose  mortal 

stomachs 
May  sometimes  feel  aflliction^— -         iTo  Jmrras. 

Jun.  This,  Petillius, 
Is  not  so  nobly  done. 

Pet.  *Tis  common  profit ; 
Urge  him  to  th'  point,  he'll  find  you  out  a  food 
That  needs  no  terth  nor  stomach ;  a  strange  farmity 
Will  feed  you  up  as  fat  as  hens  i'  th'  fordieads, 
And  make  ye  fight  like  fichoks ;  to  him. 

Judas.  Captain 

Jun,  Do  you  long  to  have  your  throats  cut  ? 

Pet,  See  what  mettle 
It   makes   in   him:    Two   meals   more    of  this 
And  there  lies  Caratach.  [melancholy, 

Judas.  We  do  beseech  you— 

2  Sold.  Humbly  beseech  your  valo^ 

Jun,  Am  I  only 
Become  your  sport,  Petitlius  ? 

Judas.  But  to  render 
In  way  of  general  good,  in  preservation- 

Jun.  Out  of  my  thoughts,  ye  slaves ! 

4  Sold.  Or  rather  pity 


3  Sold.  Your  warlike  remedy  sgainst  the  maw- 
worms. 

Judas.  Or  notable  receipt  to  live  by  nothing. 

Pet,  Out  widi  your  table-books  ! 

Jun,  Is  this  true  friendship  ? 
And  must  my  killing  griefs  make  otiiera^  May- 
games  ?  SDra¥!i. 
Stand  finom  my  sword's  point,  slaves  !  your  poor 

starved  spirits 
Can  make  me  no  oblations ;  else,  oh.  Love, 
Thou  proudly-blind  destrattion,  I  would  send  thee 
Whole  hecatombs  of  hearts,  to  bleed  my  sorrows. 

{Exit  Jmritjs. 

Judas,  Alas,  he  lives  by  love,  sir* 

Pet,  So  he  does,  sir ; 
And  cannot  you  do  so  too  ?  AH  my  company 
Are  now  in  love ;  ne'er  think  of  meat,  nor  talk 
Of  what  provant  is :  Ap-mes,  and  hearty  hey-hoes 
Are  sallads  fit  for  soldiera.    Live  by  meat  ? 
By  larding  up  your  bodies  ?  'tis  lewd,  and  lazy. 
And  shews  ye  merely  mortal,  dull,  and  drives  ye 
To  fight,  like  camels,  with  baskets  at  your  noses. 
Get  ye  in  love  1  Ye  can  whore  well  enough. 
That  all  the  world  knows ;  fast  ye  into  famine, 
Yet  ye  can  crawl  like  crsbs  to  wenches  ;  hand- 
Fall  but  in  love  now,  as  ye  see  example,      [aomely 
And  follow  it  but  with  all  your  thoughts,  profta/um, 
There's  so  much  charge  saved,  and  your  hunger's 
ended.  \.Dntm  afar  off. 

Away  1  I  hear  the  generaL     Get  ye  in  love  all, 
Up  to  the  ears  in  love,  that  I  may  hear 
No  more  of  these  rude  murmurings ;  and  discretely 
Carry  your  stomachs,  or  I  prophesy 
A  plcUed  rope  will  choke  ye.  Jog,  and  talk  not ! 

{Exeunt. 

Enter  SocTOirroB,  DBMsnuim,  Docnm,  Drum  and  CoUmrt. 

Suet.  Demetrius,  is  the  messenger  dispatch'd 
To  Penius,  to  command  him  to  bring  up 
The  Volans  regiment  1 

Detn,  He's  there  by  this  time. 

Suet,  And  are  the  horse  well  view'd  we  brought 
from  Mona  ? 

Dee,  The  troops  are  full  and  lusty. 

Suet,  Good  Petillius, 
Look  to  those  eating  rogues,  that  bawl  for  victuals. 
And  stop  their  throats  a  day  or  two  :  Proviaion 
Waits  but  the  wind  to  reach  us. 

Pet,  Sir,  already 
I  have  been  tampering  with  their  stomachs,  which 

I  find 
As  deaf  as  adders  to  delays :  Your  clemency 
Hath  made  their  murmurs,  mutinies ;  nay,  rebd- 

lions ; 
Now,  an   they  want  but   mustard,  they  are  in 
No  oil  but  Candy,  Lusitanian  figs,  [uproars ! 

And  wine  from  Lesbos,  now  can  satisfy  'em ; 
The  British  waten  are  grown  dull  and  muddy, 
The  firuit  disgustful ;  O^ntes  must  be  sought  for. 
And  apples  from  the  Happy  Isles ;  the  truth  is, 
They  are  more  curious  now  in  baring  nothing. 
Than  if  the  sea  and  land  turned  up  their  treasures. 
This  lost  the  colonies,  and  gave  Bonduea 
(With  shame  we  must  record  it)  time  and  strength 
To  look  into  our  fortunes  ;  great  discretion 
To  follow  offer'd  victory  ;  and  last,  full  pride 
To  brave  us  to  our  teeth,  and  scorn  our  ruins. 

Suet,  Nay,  chide  not,  good  Petillius !  I  confess 
My  will  to  conquer  Mona,  and  long  stay 
To  exeeute  that  will,  let  in  these  losses ; 
All  shall  be  right  again,  and,  as  a  pine» 
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Rent  from  OSti  by  a  sweeping  tempest, 
j4»ntHl  again,  and  made  a  mast,  defies 

'  Tboae  ingiy  winds  that  split  him  ;  so  will  I, 
Pieced  to  my  nerer-faiHng  streng;Ui  and  fortune, 

I  Steer  tliroii|^  these  swelling  dangers,  plough  their 
prides  up, 
And  bear  like   thunder  through    their    loudest 
7^  keep  the  field  still  ?  [tempests. 

'     Dfn.  Confident  and  full. 

Fii.  In  such  a  number,  one  would  swear  they 
Hk  hifla  are  wooded  with  their  partizans,    [grew : 
Aad  ili  the  Tallies  orergrown  with  darts, 
As  moon  are  with  rank  rushes  ;  no  ground  left  us 
To  dorge  upon,  no  room  to  strike.     Say  fortune 
Aad  our  endearours  bring  us  into  'em, 

I  They  are  so  infinite,  so  ever-springing, 
We  gfaail  be  kill'd  with  killing ;  of  desperate  women, 
Tbit  neidier  fesr  or  shame  e'er  found,  the  denl 
H»  lank'd  amongst  'em  multitudes  ;  say  the  men 

TbejH  p(HaoD  us  with  their  petticoats ;  say  they  fail, 
The;  have  priests  enough  to  pray  us  into  nothing. 
Suet,  Theeesre  imai^inations,  dreams  of  nothings ; 

Tbe  man  that  doubts  or  fears 

Dec.  I  am  free  of  both, 

,     Dem.  The  self-same  I. 
Pit.  And  I  as  free  as  any ; 
As  evdess  of  my  flesh,  of  that  we  call  life, 
So  I  may  loie  it  nobly,  as  indifferent 
Ai  if  it  weie  my  diet.     Yet,  noble  general, 
It  wv  a  insdora  leam'd  from  you,  I  )eam*d  it. 
And  worthy  of  a  soldier's  care,  most  worthy, 
To  veigk  with  most  dehberate  eircumstance 
Tbe  ends  of  accidents,  above  their  offers  ; 
RiTv  to  go  on,  andjjret  to  save  a  Roman, 
Whose  one  life  is  more  worth  in  way  of  doing, 
Tbn  millions   of   these   painted    wasps;    how, 

riewing. 
To  iiod  adraatage  out ;  how,  fbund,  to  follow  it 
Witb  ooQDsel  and  discretion,  lest  mere  fortune 
^aaU  claim  tiie  victory. 

'    Svt.  Tls  true,  PMillins, 
Aad  worthily  remember'd :  The  rule  is  certain, 

>  T^  an  no  leas  excellent ;  but  where  time 
C&tioffocesikms,  danger,  time  and  all 
Teod  to  a  present  peril,  'tis  required 
^  twofds  and  manhoods  be  best  counsellors, 
^  opeditionsjrurecedents.    To  win  is  nothing, 
^^  Season,  Tune,  and  Counsel  are  our  camp- 
masters: 
Bit  tbere  to  bear  the  field,  then  to  be  conquerors, 
^Derc  pile  Destruction  taJies  us,  takes  us  beaten, 
h  viats  aad  mutinies,  ourselves  but  handfuls, 
Aai  to  oonelves  oar  own  fears,  needs  a  new  way, 
A  tgddea  and  a  desperate  execution : 

•  ^  how  to  aave,  is  loss ;  to  be  wise,  dangerous  ; 
'^  I  present  well-united  strength, 
A^mJBids  made  tip  for  all  attempts,  dispatch  it : 


Disputing  and  delay  here  cool  the  courage ; 
.Necessity  gives  [no]  time  for  doubts;  things  infinite. 
According  to  the  spirit  they  are  preached  to  ; 
Rewards  like  them,  and  names  for  after-ages, 
Must  steel  the  soldier,  his  own  shame  help  to  arm 
And  having  forced  his  spirit,  ere  he  cools,      [him : 
Fling  him  upon  his  enemies ;  sudden  and  swift. 
Like  tigers  amongst  foxes,  we  must  fight  for't : 
Fury  must  be  our  fortune ;  shame  we  have  lost. 
Spurs  ever  in  our  sides  to  prick  us  forward : 
There  is  no  other  wisdom  nor  discretion 
Due  to  this  day  of  ruin,  but  destruction ; 
The  soldier's  order  first,  and  then  his  anger. 

Dem»  No  doubt  they  dare  redeem  alL 

Suet.  Then  no  doubt 
The  day  must  needs  be  ours.      That  the  proud 
Is  infinite  in  number  better  likes  me,  [woman 

Than  if  we  dealt  with  squadrons  ;  half  her  army 
Shall  choke  themselves,  their  own  swords  dig  their 
I'll  tell  ye  all  my  fiears ;  one  single  valour,  [graves. 
The  virtues  of  the  valiant  Caratach, 
More  doubts  me  than  all  Britain.     He's  a  soldier 
So  forged  out,  and  so  tempered  for  great  fortunes. 
So  much  man  thrust  into  him,  so  old  i^  dangers. 
So  fortunate  in  all  attempts,  Uiat  his  niere  name 
Fights  in  a  thousand  men,  himself  in  millions. 
To  make  him  Roman :  But  no  more.— PetiUius, 
How  stands  your  chane  ? 

Pet.  Ready  for  all  ehpployments. 
To  be  commanded  too,  sir. 

Stiet,  'Tis  well  govem'd ; 
To-morrow  we'll  diraw  out,  and  view  the  cohorts : 
I'  th'  mean  time,  all  apply  their  offices. 
Where's  Junius  ? 

Pet,  In's  cabin,  sick  o'  th'  mumps,  nr. 

Suet.  How? 

Pet.  In  love,  indeed  in  love,  most  lamentably 
To  the  tune  of  Queen  Dido.  [loving, 

Dec.  Alas  poor  gentieman  ! 

Suet.  'Twill  make  him  fight  the  nobler.     With 
111  be  a  spokesman  for  him.  [what  lady  ? 

Pet.  You'll  scant  speed,  sir. 

Suet.  Who  is't  ? 

Pet.  The  devil's  dam,  Bonduca's  daughter, 
Her  youngest,  crackM  i'  th'  ring. 

Suet.  I  am  sorry  for  him : 
But  sure  his  own  discretion  will  reclaim  him  ; 
He  must  deserve  our  anger  else.    Good  captains, 
Apply  yourselves  in  all  tiie  pleasing  forms 
Ye  can,  unto  the  soldiers  ;  fire  their  spirits. 
And  set  'em  fit  to  run  this  action ; 
Mine  ovm  provisions  shall  be  shared  amongst  'em, 
Till  more  come  in ;  tell  'em,  if  now  they  conquer, 
I'he  fat  of  all  the  kingdom  lies  before  'em. 
Their  shames  forgot,  their  honours  infinite. 
And  want  for  ever  banish'd.    Two  days  hence. 
Our  fortunesi  and  our  swords,  and  gods  be  for  us  ! 


ACT   II. 


%ENE  I.»7A#  mme.     The  Tent  nif  Pknius. 

f^tcr  Piansak  Rbooi.08,  Macbr,  a'ni  Drdsivs. 

^n.  I  wmei  cnne  ? 

'facer.  So  the  general  commands,  sir. 

^n.  I  aMff  bring  iqp  ray  rq^ment  ? 


Maeer.  Believe,  sir, 
I  bring  no  lie. 

Pen.  But  did  he  say,  I  must  come  ? 

Mar.  So  delivered. 

Pen.  How  long  is't,   Regulus,  sincfr  I  com- 
In  Britun  here  ?  *  [manded 
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Reg.  About  five  years,  great  Penius* 

Pen.  The  general  some  fi?e  months.     Are  all 
my  actions 
So  poor  and  lost,  my  services  so  barren, 
That  I  am  remember' d  in  no  nobler  language 
But  must  come  up  ? 

Macer,  I  do  beseech  you,  sir, 
Weigh  but  the  time's  estate. 

Pen,  Yes,  good  lieutenant, 
I  do,  and  his  tiiat  sways  it     Musi  come  up  ? 
Am  I  tum'd  bare  centurion  ?  Must  and  shaU, 
Fit  embassies  to  court  my  honour  ? 

Macer.  Sir 

Pen.  Set  me  to  lead  a  handful  of  my  men 
Against  an  hundred  thousand  barbarous  slaves. 
That  have  march*d  name  by  name  withRome's  best 

doers  ? 
Serve  'em  up  some  other  meat ;  I'll  bring  no  food 
To  stop  the  jaws  of  all  those  hungry  wolves  ; 
My  regiment's  mine  own^r     I  mustt  my  language  ? 

Enter  Cuiuds. 

Cur,  Penius,  where  lies  the  host  ? 

Pen,  Where  Fate  may  find  'em. 

Cur,  Are  they  ingirt  ? 

Pen,  The  battle's  lost. 

Cur.  So  soon  ? 

Pen,  No ;  but  'tis  lost,  because  it  must  be  won ; 
The  Britons  must  be  victors.    Whoe'er  saw 
A  troop  of  bloody  vultures  hoyering 
About  a  few  corrupted  carcasses, 
Let  him  behold  the  siUy  Roman  host, 
Girded  with- millions  of  fierce  Britain  swains. 
With  deaths  as  many  as  they  have  had  hopes ; 
And  then  go  tldther,  he  that  loves  his  shame  ! 
I  scorn  my  life,  yet  dare  not  lose  my  name. 

Cur,  Do  not  you  hold  it  a  most  famous  end, 
When  both  our  names  and  lives  are  sacrificed 
For  Rome's  increase  ? 

Pen,  Yes,  Curius  ;  but  mark  this  too  : 
What  glory  is  there,  or  what  lasting  fame 
Can  be  to  Rome  or  us,  what  full  example, 
When  one  is  smother'd  with  a  multitude, 
And  crowded  in  amongst  a  nameless  press  ? 
Honour  got  out  of  flint,  and  on  their  heads 
Whose  virtues,  like  the  sun,  exhaled  ail  valours, 
Must  not  be  lost  in  mists  and  fogs  of  people, 
Noteless  and  not  of  name,  but  rude  and  naked : 
Nor  can  Rome  task  us  vdth  impossibilities. 
Or  bid  ns  fight  against  a  flood ;  we  serve  her. 
That  she  may  proudly  say  she  has  good  soldiers, 
Not  slaves,  to  choke  all  hazards.    Who  but  fools. 
That  make  no  difference  betwixt  certain  dying. 
And  dying  weU,  would  fling  their  fames  and  for- 
tunes 
Into  this  Britain  gulf,  this  qtucksand  ruin, 
That,  sinking,  swallows  us  ?  what  noble  hand 
Can  find  a  subject  fit  for  blood  there  ?  or  what  sword 
Room  for  his  execution  ?  what  air  to  cool  us. 
But  poison'd  with  their  blasting  breaths  and  curses, 
Where  we  lie  buried  quick  above  the  ground, 
And  are  with  labouring  sweat,  and  breathless  pain. 
Killed  like  to  slaves,  and  cannot  kill  again  ? 

Drus,  Penius,  mark  ancient  wars,  and  know 
that  then 
A  captain  weigh'd  an  hundred  thousand  men. 

Pen.  Drusxus,  mark  ancient  wisdom,  and  you'll 
find  then. 
He  gave  the  overthrow  that  saved  his  men. 
I  must  not  go. 


Reg,  The  soldiers  are  desirous. 
Their  eagles  all  drawn  out,  sir. 

Pen.  Who  drew  up,  Regulus  ? 
Ha  ?  speak !  did  you  ?  whose  bold  vriU  durst  at- 
tempt this  ? 
Drawn  out  ?  why,  wlio  commands,  sir  ?  on  whose 

warrant 
Durst  they  advance  ? 
Reg.  I  keep  mine  own  obedience. 
Drus.  'Tis  like  the  general  cause,  their  lore  of 

Relieving  of  their  wants [honour. 

Pen,  Without  my  knowledge  ? 
Am  I  no  more  ?  my  place  but  at  their  pleasures  ? 
Come,  who  did  this  ? 
Drus.  By  Heaven,  sir,  I  am  ignorant. 
IDrum  sc/ltv  within,  Oun  enter  Soldiers,  trith  drvm 
and  colours. 
Pen,  What !  am  I  grown  a  shadow  ? — Hark  I 
they  march. 
I'll  know,  and  vnll  be  myself.— Stand !  Disobe- 

dience  ? 
He  that  advances  one  foot  higher,  dies  for't. 
Run  through  the  regiment,  upon  your  duties. 
And  charge  'em  on  command,  beat  back  again  ; 
By  Heaven,  I'll  tithe  'em  all  else  \ 
Reg,  We'll  do  our  best 

IBxeunt  Drusios  and  Rwmvvs, 

Pen,  Back  !  cease  your  bawling  drums  there, 
I'll  beat  the  tubs  about  your  brains  else.     Back  ! 
Do  I  speak  with  less  fear  than  thunder  to  ye  ? 
Must  1  stand  to  beseech  ye  ?  Home,  home ! — Ha  I 
Do  ye  stare  upon  me  ?  Are  those  minds  I  moulded. 
Those  honest  valiant  tempers  I  was  proud 
To  be  a  fellow  to,  those  great  discretions 
Made  your  names  fear'd  and  honour'd,  tum'd  to 

wildfires? 
Oh,  gods,  to  disobedience?     Command,  farewell  I 
And  be  ye  witness  with  me,  all  things  sacred, 
I  have  no  share  in  these  men's  shames  !      Marcht 

soldiers. 
And  seek  your  own  sad  ruins ;  your  old  Peniua 
Dares  not  behold  your  murders. 

1  Sold.  Captain  I 

2  Sold,  Captain! 

3  Sold,  Dear,  honour'd  captain ! 
Pen,  Too,  too  dear-loved  soldiers, 

Which  made  ye  weary  of  me,  and  Heaven  yet  knows. 
Though  in  your  mutinies,  I  dare  not  hate  you  ; 
Take  your  own  wills  !  'tis  fit  your  long  experience 
Should  now  know  how  to  rule  yourselves ;  I  wrong 

In  wishing  ye  to  save  your  Uves  and  credits. 

To  keep  your  necks  whole  from  the  axe  hangs  o'er 

ye : 
Alas,  I  much  dishonour'd  ye ;  go,  seek  the  Britons, 
And  say  ye  come  to  glut  their  sacrifices ; 
But  do  not  say  I  sent  ye.     What  ye  have  been. 
How  excellent  in  all  parts,  good  and  govern' d. 
Is  only  left  of  my  command,  for  story; 
What  now  ye  are,  for  pity.     Fare  ye  well !  iOoing. 
Enter  Dausnrs  and  Rsoui.us. 

Drui,  Oh,  turn  again,  great  Penius!  see  the 
In  all  points  apt  for  duty.  [soldier 

Reg,  See  his  sorrow 
For  his  disobedience,  which  he  says  was  haste. 
And  haste,  he  thought,  to  please  yon  with.       See, 

captain. 
The  toughness  of  his  courage  tum'd  to  water ; 
See  how  his  manly  heart  melts. 

Pen,  Go  'r  beat  homeward ; 
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There  learn  to  eat  your  little  with  obedience ; 
And  henceforth  strive  to  do  as  I  direct  ye. 

lExeunt  Soldiers. 

Maeer,  My  answer,  sir. 

Pen,  Tell  the  great  general, 
My  companies  are  no  fsiggots  to  fill  breaches  : 
M jself  no  man  that  mtut,  or  shall,  can  carry : 
Bid  him  be  wise,  and  where  he  is,  he's  safe  then ; 
And  when  he  finds  out  possibilities. 
He  may  command  jne.     Commend  me  to  the  cap- 

Maeer.  All  this  I  shall  deliver.  ■  [tains. 

Pen.  Farewell,  Macer!  lExU. 

Cur.  Pray  gods  this  breed  no  mischief  I 

Reg.  It  most  needs. 
If  Btout  Snetonins  win ;  for  then  his  anger, 
Besides  the  soldiers'  loss  of  due  and  honour, 
Will  break  together  on  him. 

Drut.  He's  a  brave  fellow  ; 
And  but  a  little  hide  his  haughtiness, 
(Which  is  but  sometimes  neither,  on  some  causes) 
He  shews  the  worthiest  Roman  this  day  living. 
Yon  may,  good  Curius,  to  the  general 
Blake  all  things  seem  the  best. 

Ctir.  I  shall  endeavour. 
Pray  for  our  fortunes,  gentlemen  ;  if  we  £all, 
Hiis  one  fiarewell  serves  for  a  funeral. 
Hie  gods  make  sharp  our  swords,  and  steel  our 
hearts! 

Reg.  We  dare,  alas,  but  cannot  fight  our  parts. 

iExeunt. 


SCENE  II The  Tent  of  Junius. 

Enter  Junrts,  PcriLLrm,  and  a  Herald. 

Pel.  Let  him  go  on.    Stay ;  now  he  talks. 

Jun.  Why, 
Why  ihonki  I  love  mine  enemy  ?  what  is  beauty  ? 
Of  what  strange  violence,  that,  like  the  plague, 
It  works  upon  our  spirits  ?  Blind  they  feign  him  ; 
I  am  sure,  I  find  it  so — 

Pet.  A  dog  shall  lead  you, 

Jun.  His  fond  affections  blinder — 

Pet.  Hold  you  there  still ! 

Jun.  It  takes  away  my  sleep — 

Pet.  Alas,  poor  chicken ! 

/an.  My  company,  content,  almost  my  fiuhion — 

P«/.  Yes,  and  your  weight  too,  if  you  follow  it 

Jun,  'Tis  sure  the  plague,  for  no  man  dare  come 
near  me 
Widxmt  an  antidote ;  'tis  far  worse,  hell. 

Pet.  Thou  art  damn'd  without  redemption  then. 

Jun.  The  way  to't 
Strew'd  with  fair  western  smUes,  and  April  blushes, 
l*d  by  the  brightest  constellations ;  eyes, 
And  tweet  proportions,  envying  Heaven ;  but  from 

thence 
No  way  to  guide,  no  path,  no  wisdom  brings  us. 

Pet.  Yes,  a  smart  water,  Junius. 

Jun.  Do  I  fool  ? 
Know  all  this,  and  fool  still  ?  Do  I  know  further, 
That  when  we  have  enjoy*d  our  ends  we  lose  'em. 
And  all  our  appetites  are  but  as  dreams 
We  langh  at  in  our  ages  ? — 

Pet.  Sweet  philosopher  1 

Jun.  Do  I  know  on  still,  and  yet  know  nothing  ? 
Mercy,  gods  ? 
Why  am  I  thus  ridiculous  ? 

Pet.  MoUey  on  thee ! 
^^  art  an  arrant  ass. 


Jun.  Can  red  and  white. 
An  eye,  a  nose,  a  cheek 

Pet.  But  one  cheek,  Junius  ? 
An  half  faced  mistress  ? 

Jun,  With  a  little  trim. 
That  wanton  fools  call  fashion,  thus  abuse  me  ? 
Take  me  beyond  my  reason  ?     Why  should  not  I 
Dote   on   my  horse  well   trapt,  my  sword   well 

hatcb'd? 
They  are  as  handsome  things,  to  me  more  useful, 
And  possible  to  rule  too.     Did  I  but  love. 
Yet  'twere  excusable,  my  youth  would  bear  it : 
But  to  love  there,  and  that  no  time  can  give  me. 
Mine  honour  dare  not  ask  (she  has  been  ravish'd,) 
My  nature  must  not  know  (she  hates  our  nation,) 
Thus  to  dispose  my  spirit ! 

Pet,  Stay  a  little ;  he  will  declaim  again. 

Jun.  I  will  not  love  !  I  am  a  man,  have  reason, 
And  I  will  use  it ;  I'll  no  more  tormenting. 
Nor  whining  for  a  wench  ;  there  are  a  thousand — 

Pet,  Hold  thee  there,  boy ! 

Jun,  A  thousand  will  entreat  me. 

Pet,  Ten  thousand,  Junius. 

Jun.  I  am  young  and  lusty. 
And  to  my  fashion  valiant ;  can  please  nightly. 

Pet.  I'll  swear  thy  back's  probatum,  for  I  have 
Leap  at  sixteen  like  a  strong  stallion,  [known  thee 

Jun.  I  will  be  man  again. 

Pet.  Now  mark  the  working  !  , 

The  devil  and  the  spirit  tug  for't :  Twenty  pound 
Upon  the  devirs  head ! 

Jun,  I  must  be  wretched  ! 

Pet,  I  knew  I  had  won. 

Jun.  Nor  have  I  so  much  power 
To  shun  my  fortune. 

Pet.  I  will  hunt  thy  fortune 
WMth  all  the  shapes  imagination  breeds, 
But  I  will  fright  thy  devil.     Stay,  he  sings  now. 
[Song  by  Junius,  And  Pcnixius  t^fter  him  in  mockage. 

Jun,  Must  I  be  thus  abused? 

Pet,  Yes,  marry  must  you. 
Let's  follow  him  close :    Oh,  there  he  is ;   now 
read  it. 

Herald.  [Reads.]  It  Is  the  generars  command,  that  aU 
sick  persons,  old  and  unable,  retire  within  the  trenehea; 
he  that  fears,  has  liberty  to  leave  the  field :  Fools,  boys, 
and  cowards,  must  not  come  near  the  regiments,  for 
fear  of  their  infections;  especially  those  cowards  they  caH 
lovers. 

Jun.  Ha? 

Pet.  Read  on. 

Herald.  [Reads.]  If  any  common  soldier  love  an  enemy, 
he's  whipp'd  and  made  a  slave :  If  any  captain,  cast,  with 
loss  of  honours,  flung  out  o*  th*  army,  and  made  unable 
ever  after  to  bear  the  name  of  a  soldiw. 

Jun.  The  pox  consume  ye  all,  rogues  I       lExit. 

Pet.  Let  this  work  ; 
He  has  something  now  to  chew  upon.     He's  gone  ; 
Come,  shake  no  more. 

Herald.  Well,  sir,  you  may  command  me. 
But  not  to  do  the  like  again  for  Europe ; 
I  would  have  given,  my  Ufe  for  a  bent  two-pence. 
If  I  e'er  read  to  lovers  whilst  I  live  again, 
Or  come  within  their  confines • 

Pet.  There's  your  payment, 
And  keep  this  private. 

HerM.  I  am  school'd  for  talking.  [Exit. 

Enter  DBMrntrus. 
Pet,  How  now,  Demetrius  ?  are  we  drawn  } 
Dem,  'Tis  doing : 
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Your  company  stands  fair.    Bat  pray  yon,  where's 

Junius  ? 
Half  hia  command  are  wanting,  with  some  forty 
That  Decius  leads. 

PeL  Hunting  for  victuals. 
Upon  my  life,  free-booting  rogues !  their  stomachs 
Are  like  a  widow's  lust,  ne'er  satisfied. 

Dem,  I  wonder  how  they  dare  stir,  knowing  the 
Master  of  all  the  country.  [enemy 

FeU  Resolute  hangers 
Know  neither  fears  nor  faiths  \   they  tread  on 

ladders, 
Ropes,  gallows,  and  overdo  all  dangers. 

Dem»  They  may  be  hang'd  though. 

Pet,  There's  their  joyful  supper ; 
And  no  doubt  they  are  at  it 

Dem,  But,  for  Heaven's  sake, 
How  does  young  Junius  ? 

Pet,  Drawing  on,  poor  gentleman. 

Dem,  What,  to  his  end  ? 

Pet.  To  the  end  of  all  flesh,  woman. 

Dem,  This  love  has  made  him  a  stout  soldier. 

Pet,  Oh,  a  great  one. 
Fit  to  command  young  goslings.     But  what  news  ? 

Dem,  I  think  the  messenger's  come  back  from 
By  this  time  ;  let's  go  know.  [Penius 

PH,  What  will  you  say  now 
If  he  deny  to  come,  and  take  exceptions 
At  some  half  syllable,  or  sound  deliver'd 
With  an  ill  accent,  or  some  style  left  out  ? 

Dem,  I  cannot  think  he  dare. 

Pet,  He  dare  speak  treason, 
Dare  say  what  no  man  dares  believe,  dares  do— ^ 
But  that's  all  one ;  1*11  lay  you  my  black  armour 
To  twenty  crowns,  he  comes  not. 

Dem,  Done. 

Pet,  You'll  pay  ? 

Dem.  I  will. 

Pet,  Then  keep  thine  old  use,  Penius  ! 
Be  stubborn  and  vain-glorioos,  and  I  thank  thee» 
Come,  let's  go  pray  for  six  hours ;  most  of  us 
I  fear  will  trouble  Heaven  no  more :  Two  good 

blows 
Struck  home  at  two  commanders  of  the  Britons, 
And  my  part's  done. 

Dem,  I  do  not  think  of  dying. 

Pet,  'Tis  possible  we  may  live ;  but,  Demetriaa, 
With  what  strange  legs,  and  arms,  and  eyes,  and 

noses, 
Let  carpenters  and  copper-smiths  consider. 
If  I  can  keep  my  heart  whole,  and  my  windpipe, 
That  I  may  drink  yet  like  a  soldier—- 

Dem.  Come,  let's  have  better  thoughts ;  mine's 
on  your  armour. 

Pet,  Mine's  in  your  purse,  sir ;  let's  go  try  the 
wager !  IBxeufU. 


SCENE  m.—The  Britith  Camp,  In  the  book, 
groundf  the  Tent  of  Bonouca,  with  a  raited 
Platform, 

Enter  BoIdiAni,  bringing  in  Judas  and  hit  four  comf 
jMfitoiM,  \)iaXUrt  abvut  their  netiu)  Bonouoa,  her 
Daughten,  and  VKHHum/btlowinff, 

Bond,  Come,  hang  'em  presentiy. 

Nen.  What  made  your  rogueships 
Harrying  for  victuals  here  ?  are  we  your  friends  ? 
Or  do  you  come  for  spies  ?    Tell  me  directiy, 
Would  you  not  willingly  be  hang'd  now  ?    Don't 
ye  long  for't  ? 


jttdae.  What  say  ye?   shall  we  hang  in  this 
vein  ?     Hang  we  must. 
And  'tis  as  good  to  dispatch  it  merrily, 
As  pull  an  arse  like  dogs  to't. 

1  Sold.  Any  way. 
So  it  be  handsome. 

3  Sold,  I  had  as  lieve  'twere  toothsome  too : 
But  all  agree,  and  I'll  not  [stick]  oat,  boys. 

4  Sold,  Let  us  faang  pleasantiy. 
Judat,  Then  pleasantiy  be  it : 

Captain,  the  truth  is, 

We  had  as  lieve  hang  with  meat  in  oar  montiis, 

As  ask  your  pardon  empty. 

Bond,  These  are  brave  hungers.— 
What  say  you  to  a  leg  of  beef  now,  sirrah  ? 

Judat.  Bring  me  acquainted  with  it,  and  I'll 
tell  ye. 

Bond,  Torment  'em,  wenches,  '(I  moat  back) 
then  faang  'em.  IBxit. 

JudoM,  We  humbly  tiiank  your  grace ! 

1  Daugh,  The  rogues  laugh  at  as. 

2  Daugh,  Sirrah,  what  think  yoa  of  a  wench 
Judat.  A  wench,  lady  ?  [now  ? 

I  do  beseech  your  ladyship,  retire ; 

I'll  tell  you  presentiy :  You  see  the  time's  short ; 

One  crash,  even  to  the  settling  of  my  coosdence. 

Nen,  Why,  is't  no  more  but  up,  boys  ? 

Judat.  Yes,  ride  too,  captain ; 
Will  you  but  see  my  seat? 

1  Daugh,  Ye  shall  be  set,  sir. 
Upon  a  jade  shall  shake  ye. 

Judeu,  Sheets,  good  madam. 
Will  do  it  ten  times  better. 

1  Daugh,  Whips,  good  soldier, 

Which  yon  shall  taste  before  you  hang,  to  mortify 
'Tis  pity  you  should  die  thus  desperate.         [you ; 

2  Daugh.   These  are  the  merry  Romans,  the 

brave  madcaps : 
'Tis  ten  to  one  we'll  cool  yoar  resolutioDS. 
Bring  out  the  whips. 

Judat,  'Would  your  good  ladyships 
Would  exercise  'em  too ! 

4  Sold,  Surely,  ladies. 
We'll  shew  you  a  strange  patience. 

Nen,  Hang  'em,  ratals  1 
They'll  talk  thus  on  the  wheel 

Enter  CAaATACR. 

Car,  Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
What  are  these  fellows  ?  what's  the  crime  com- 
That  they  wear  necklaces  ?  [mitted, 

Nen,  They  are  Roman  rogues. 
Taken  a-foraging. 

Car,  Is  that  all,  Nennius  ? 

Judat,  'Would  I  were  fairly  hang'd !  This  is  the 
The  kill-cow  Caratach.  [devil, 

Car.  And  you  would  hang  'em  ? 

^en.  Are  they  not  enemies  ? 

1  Sold.  My  breech  makes  buttons. 

I  Daugh.  Are  they  not  our  tormenton  ? 

Car,  Tormentors?  flea-tr^ps! — 
Pluck  off  your  halters,  fellows. 

Nen,  Take  heed,  Caratach ; 
Taint  not  your  wisdom. 

Car,  Wisdom,  Nennius  ? 
Why,  who  shall  fight  against  us,  make  our  honours. 
And  give  a  glorious  day  into  our  hands. 
If  we  dispatch  our  foes   thus?     What's  their 

offence  ? 
Stealing  a  loaf  or  two  to  keep  out  hunger  ? 
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A  piece  of  greasy  bacon,  or  a  padding  ? 
Do  these  £mrse  the  gallows  ?   They  are  huDgrj^ 
Poor  hungry  knaves,  no  meat  at  home  left,  starved : 
Art  tbott  not  hungry? 

Judat.  Monstrous  hungry. 

Cttr,  He  looks  like  Hunger's  self.     Get  'em 
some  victuals, 
And  wine  to  cheer  their  hearts  ;  quick !    Hang  up 
poor  pilchers  ? 

2  Sold.  This  tt  the  bravest  captain—^ 

Ne»,  Caratach, 
111  leave  you  to  your  wiU. 

Car,  VVL  answer  all,  sir. 

2  Daugh.  Let's  up  and  view  his  entertainment 
of 'em  I 
I  am  dad  they  are  shifted  any  way ;  their  tongues 
Would  still  have  murder'd  us.  [else 

1  Daugh,  Let's  up  and  see  it  I  [Arcunl. 

BiUer  Hairoo. 

Car,  Sit  down,  poor  knaves !    Why,  where's 
Hob  wine  and  victuals  ? 
Who  waits  there  .> 

Serv,  [Within,^  Sir,  'tis  coming. 

Hengo.  Who  are  these,  uncle  ? 

Car,  They  are  Romans,  boy. 

Hengo.  Are  these  they 
That  vex  mine  aunt  so  ?  can  tliese  fight  ?  they 

k>ok 
Like  empty  scabbards  all,  no  mettle  in  'em  ; 
like  men  oif  clouts,  set  to  keep  crows  from  orchards : 
Why,  I  dare  fight  with  these. 

EnUrfifemaiBwith  vieiualt  and  wintt  and  aU  out 

atabU, 

Cor.  That's  my  good  chicken  I — And  how  do  ye  ? 
How  do  ye  feel  vour  stomachs  ? 

Jwioi,  Wond'rous  apt,  sir  ; 
As  ihill  appear  when  time  calls. 

Car.  That's  well ;  down  with't. 
A  little  grace  will  serve  your  turns.     Eat  softly ! 
Yoa^  (£oke,  ye  knaves,  else.—- Give  'em  wine  ! 

Jftiat,  Not  yet,  sir ; 
We  are  even  a  Httle  busy. 

Hengo.  Can  that  fellow 
Do  anything  but  eat  ?— Thou  fellow  1 

Jwia».  Awmj,  boy  y 
Awiy ;  this  is  no  boy's  play. 

Hengo,  By  Hea^,  unde. 
If  his  valour  lie  in*8  teeth,  he's  the  most  valiant. 

Car.  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  talk,  sir. 

Hengo.  Good  unde,  tell  me. 
What's  the  price  of  a  couple  of  cramm'd  Romans  ? 

Cor.  Some  twenty  Britons,  boy ;  these  are  good 
soldiers. 

Hengo.  Do  not  the  cowards  eat  hard  too  ? 

Car.  No  more,  boy. — 
Come,  I'll  sit  with  you  too. — Sit  down  by  me,  boy. 

Judas,  Pray  bring  your  dish  then. 

Cor.  Hearty  knaves  !— More  meat  there. 

1  Soid,  That's  a  good  hearing. 

Car,  Stay  now,  and  pledge  me. 

Judae.  flps  little  piece,  sir. 

Car.  By  Heaven,  square  eaters ! — 
More  meet,  I  say ! — Upon  my  conscience. 
The  poor  rogues  have  not  eat  this  month !  how 

ternbly 
They  charge  upon  their  victuals  ! — ^Dare  ye  fight 

Judat,  Believe  it,  sir,  like  devils.  [thus  ? 

Car.  WeQ  said.  Famine ! 
Rm's  to  thy  generaL  IJhinkt. 


Judas.  Most  excellent  captain, 
I  will  now  pledge  diee. 

Car.  And  to-morrow  night,  say  to  him, 
His  bead  is  mine. 

Judas.  I  can  assure  you,  captain. 
He  will  not  give  it  for  this  washing. 

Car,  Well  said. 

Enter  the  Daughters  on  the  PUUform. 

1  Dough.  Here's  a  strange  entertainment :  How 

the  thieves  drink ! 

2  Daugh.  Danger  is  dry ;  they  look'd  for  colder 

liquor. 

Car^  Fill  'em  more  wine ;  give  'em  fbll  bowls. — 
Which  of  you  all  now. 
In  recompence  of  this  good,  da^  but  give  me 
A  sound  knock  in  the  battle  ? 

Judas,  Delicate  captain, 
To  do  thee  a  sufficient  recompence, 
I'll  knock  thy  brains  out. 

Car.  Do  it. 

Hengo,  Thou  darest  as  well  be  damn'd !    Thou 
knock  his  brains  out  ? 
Thou  skin  of  man  ? — Unde,  I  will  not  hear  this. 

Judas,  Tie  up  your  whdp. 

Hengo,  Thou  loll  my  uncle  ?    Would  I 
Had  but  a  sword  for  thy  sake,  thou  dried  dog  t 

Car.  What  a  mettle 
This  little  vermin  carries ! 

Hengo.  Kill  mine  uncle  ? 

Car.  He  shall  not,  child. 

Hengo.  He  cannot ;  he's  a  rogue. 
An  only  eating  rogue  !  kill  my  sweet  uncle  ? 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  man  I 

Judas,  By  this  wine,  which  I 
Will  drink  to  Captain  Junius,  who  loves 
The  queen's  most  excellent  majesty's  little  daughter 
Most  sweetly,  and  most  fearf^,  I  will  do  it 

Hengo,  Unde,  I'll  kill  him  with  a  great  pin. 

Cevr,  No  more,  boy  ! 
I'll  pledge  thy  captain.    To  ye  all,  good  fisUows  ! 

[Drill**. 

2  Daugh,  In  love  with  me  ?  that  love  shall  cost 
your  lives  all. — 
Come,  sister,  and  advise  me ;  I  have  here 
A  way  to  mjJce  an  easy  conquest  of  'em. 
If  fortune  favour  me.  [fixeunt  Daughters. 

Car,  Lef  s  see  you  sweat 
To-morrow  blood  and  spirit,  boys,  this  wine 
Tum'd  to  stem  valour. 

1  Sold.  Hark  you,  Judas ; 

If  he  should  hang  us  after  all  this  ? 

Judas*  Let  him : 
I'll  hang  like  a  gentleman,  and  a  Roman. 

Car,  Take  away  there ; 
'Diey  have  enough.  [T^  *o^i^  removed. 

Judas.  Captain  we  thank  you  heartily 
For  your  good  cheer :  and  if  we  meet  to-morrow, 
One  of  us  pavs  for't. 

Car,  Get  'iem  guides ;  their  wine 
Has  over-master'd  'em. 

Enter  second  Daof^tet  with  a  utter,  an4  a  Servant. 

2  Daugh,  That  hungry  fellow 

With  the  red  beard  there,  give  it  him,  and  this, 
To  see  it  well  deliver'd. 

Car.  Farewell,  knaves  1 
Speak  nobly  of  us ;  keep  your  words  to-morrow, 
I  And  do  something  worthy  your  meat. — 
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Enter  a  Guide. 
Go,  guide  'em, 
And  see  'em  fairly  onward. 

Judas.  Meaning  me,  sir  ? 

Serv,  The  same. 
The  youngest  daughter  to  the  queen  entreats  you 
To  give  this  privately  to  Captain  Junius ; 
This  for  your  pains  ! 

Judas,  I  rest  her  humble  servant ; 
Commend  me  to  thy  lady.— Keep  your  files,  boys. 

Serv,  I  must  instruct  you  furUier. 

Judas.  Keep  your  files  there  ! 
Order,  sweet  friends  ;  faces  about  now. 

Guide.  Here,  sir ; 
Here  lies  your  way. 

Judas,  Bless  the  founders,  I  say  ! 
Fairly,  good  soldiers,  fairly  march  now ;   close, 
boys !  {ExeunL 


SCENE  IV.^The  Roman  Camp. 

Enter  Bustonicb,  Pctilliub,  Dsjoctkiub,  Dsavs, 

and  Macbr. 

Suei.  Bid  me  be  wise,  and  keep  me  where  I  am. 
And  so  be  safe  ?  not  come,  because  commanded  ? 
Was  it  not  thus  ? 

Macer.  It  was,  sir. 

Pet.  "What  now  think  you  ? 

Suet.  Must  come  so  heinous  to  him,  so  distaste- 

Pet.  Give  me  my  money.  [ful  ? 

Dem.  I  confess  'tis  due,  sir, 
And  presently  I'll  pay  it. 

Suet,  His  obedience 
So  blind  at  his  years  and  experience, 
It  cannot  find  where  to  be  tendered  ? 

Macer.  Sir, 
The  regiment  was  willing,  and  advanced  too. 
The  captains  at  all  points  steel'd  up ;  their  pre- 
parations 
Full  of  resolve  and  confidence ;  youth  and  fire. 
Like  the  fiur  breaking  of  a  glorious  day, 
Gilded  their  phalanx ;  when  the  angry  Penius 
Stept  like  a  stormy  cloud  'twixt  them  and  hopes. 

Suet,  And  stopt  their  resolutions  ? 

Macer.  True ;  his  reason 
To  them  was  odds,  and  odds  so  infinite, 
Discretion  durst  not  look  upon. 

Suet,  Well,  Penius, 
I  cannot  think  thee  coward  yet ;  and  treacherous 
I  dare  not  think  :  thou  hast  lopt  a  limb  off  from 
And  let  it  be  thy  glory,  thou  wast  stubborn,   [me  ; 
Thy  wisdom,  that  thou  left'st  thy  general  naked  1 
Yet,  ere  the  sun  set,  I  shall  make  thee  see 
AU  valour  dwells  not  in  thee,  all  command 
In  one  experience.   Thou  wilt  too  late  repent  this, 
And  wish  *'  I  must  come  up  "  had  been  thy  blessing. 

Pet.  Let's  force  him. 

Suet.  No,  by  no  means ;  he's  a  torrent 
We  cannot  easily  stem. 

Pei.  I  think,  a  traitor. 

Suei.  No  ill  words  1    let  his  own  shame  first 
revile  him. — 
That  wine  I  have,  see  it,  DemetriuSi 
Distributed  amongst  the  soldiers. 
To  make  'em  high  and  lusty ;  when  that's  done, 
Petillius,  give  the  word  through,  that  the  eagles 
May  presently  advance  ;  no  man  discover 
Upon  his  life,  the  enemies'  full  strength. 
But  make  it  of  no  value.    Decius, 
Are  your  starved  people  yet  come  home  ? 


Dee.  I  hope  so. 

Suet.  Keep  'em  in  mora  obedience :  This  is  no 
time 
To  chide,  I  could  be  angry  else,  and  say  more  to 

you; 
But  come,  let's  order  aU.  Whose  sword  is  sharpest. 
And  valour  equal  to  his  sword  this  day, 
Shall  be  my  saint. 

Pet.  We  shall  be  holy  all  then. 

lEjceunt  all  but  Dacivs. 

Enter  Judas  and  his  Company. 

Judas.  Captain,  captain,  I  have  brought  'em  off 
The  drunkenest  slaves  !  [again  ; 

Deo.  Pox  confound  your  rogueships ! 
I'll  call  the  general,  and  have  ye  hang'd  all. 

Judas.  Pray  who  will  you  command  then  ? 

Dec.  For  you,  sirrah. 
That  are  the  ringleader  to  these  devices, 
Whose  maw  is  never  cramm'd,  I'll  have  an  engine — 

Judas.  A  wench,  sweet  captain. 

Dec.  Sweet  Judas,  even  the  forks, 
Where  you  shall  have  two  lictors  with  two  whips 
Hammer  your  hide. 

Judas.  Captain,  good  words,  fair  words, 
Sweet  words,,  good  captain  ;  if  you  like  not  as. 
Farewell !  we  have  employment. 

Dec,  Where  hast  thou  been  ? 

Judas.  There  where  you  dare  not  be,  with  all 

Dec.  Where's  that !  [your  valour. 

Judas.  With  the  best  good  fellow  living. 

I  Sold.  The  king  of  all  good  fellows. 

Dec.  Who's  that? 

Judas.  Caratach. 
Shake  now,  and  say,  we  have  done  something 

worthy ! 
Mark  me,  with  Caratach ;  by  this  light,  Caratach ! 
Do  you  as  much  now,  an  you  dare. — Sweet  Carv- 

tach! 
You  talk  of  a  good  fellow,  of  true  drinking ; 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Caratach ! — Besides  the 

drink,  captain, 
The  bravest  running  banquet  of  black  paddings, 
Pieces  of  glorious  beef 

Dec.  How  'scaped  ye  hanging? 

Judas,  Hanging's  a  dog's  death,  we  are  gentle- 
And  I  say  stiU,  old  Caratach  !  [men  ; 

Dec.  Belike  then, 
You  are  turn'd  rebels  all. 

•Judas.  We  are  Roman  boys  all. 
And  boys  of  mettle.     I  must  do  that,  captain, 
This  day,  this  very  day 

Dec,  Away,  ye  rascal  1 

Judas.  Fair  words,  I  say  again ! 

Dec.  What  must  you  do,  sir  ? 

Judas.  I  must  do  that  my  heart-strings  yearn  to 
But  my  word's  past.  [do ; 

Dec.  What  is  it? 

Judas,  ^liy,  kill  Caratach, 
That's  -all  he  ask'd  as  for  our  entertainment. 

Dec.  More  than  you'll  pay. 

Judas.  'Would  I  had  sold  myself 
Unto  the  skin  I  had  not  promised  it ! 
For  such  another  Caratach 

Dee.  Come,  fool. 
Have  you  done  your  country  service  ? 

Judas,  I  have  brought  that 
To  captain  Junius 

Dec.  How? 

Judas,  I  think  will  do  all ; 
I  cannot  tell ;  I  think  so. 


I  ■ 


I  Ok.  How  1  to  Jnniui  ! 
I'll  Bote  raqmn  of  thii. — You'll  fight  m 
jHhi.  Promiw, 
'  Tibe  bod  of  promue,  coptiui  I 
Da.  Awij.  uid  null  then. 
Jadtt.  Bat,  hmii.  joa,  captain ;  there  ii  wine 
1  iiwld  fiio  blow  what  tbare  I  h>Te.  [diitnbuting ; 
Ore.  Bcfoue; 

JtJci.  Ciplun,  no  wioe,  no  fighting : 
TbcRi one  called  Caialach  that  haa  wine. 
D«.  Well,  lir, 
.   IhHl  be  ruled  sow,  and  do  well 


I'll  Kc  fon  haTO  roar  ihare.     Drag  out  joar  dor- 

Aod  itow  'em  lomewhere,  where  thcf  maf'  ileep 
They'll  hear  a  hunCe-ap  ibortiy.  [bindMimel;; 

Judai.  Now  1  love  thee  ; 
But  no  more  forks  nor  whipi  1 

Dte.  Deserve  'em  not  then. 
Up  with  four  men  ;  I'U  meet  jon  presently  ; 
And  get  'em  loher  quickly.  ISxit. 

Judat.  Arm,  arm,  bullies  ! 
All's  right  again  and  straight ;  and  which  is  more. 
More  vine,  more  wins.     Awake,  jo  men  of  Mem- 


phis, 
Be  loher  and  dlureet ;  w 


SCENE  I — A  TempU  qflht  Druidt, 

Hrti.    Prepare    there    for    the    aacrifice!    I 
ijiKsn  cornea. 

it  l>nilda  tinging; 


inf.  Ye  powerful  gods  of  Britain,  hear  oar 
prayeis; 
nor  u,  je  great  rerengw*  :  and  this  daj 
Tikt  pity  fnm  oar  iwordi,  doabt  from  our  ndoon ; 
EMfc  the  sad  remembrance  of  our  wrong* 
l«»wtybreaBt ;  the  »engeance  due  to  those 
MAc  ia&ute  and  endless  1  On  our  pikes 
iVi  diy  pale  Terror  sit,  horron  and  ruins 
I  fvo  oar  eiecatioDS  i  cispa  of  thunder 
liii;  «i  ODT  armed  carts  ;  and  Tor^  onr  troops 
Qs^iirind  Death ;  Shame  beyoodtbese  attend 'em! 
Ri«  rnm  the  dost,  ye  reUcs  of  the  dead, 
"liiwt  BoUe  deeds  our  holy  Druids  ling  j 
^'k  rue,  yc  Toliant  bones  1  let  not  base  earth 
"p!mi  jour  hoaoura,  whilst  the  pride  of  Rome 
Tnih  on  your  stocks,  and  wipes  oat  all  your 

-Vn.  Thou  great   Tiranes,    whom   our  sacred 

ycud  vith  dreadful  thonder,  place  on  high 

^'■"E  Ilu  rest  of  the  immortal  gods, 

^  Ui;  couuming  fiiea  and  deadly  bolts, 

'^  ibool  -tm  home  ;  stick  in  each  Roman  heart 

li^etfbrconfiisioD;  blast  their  spirits, 

DitD  la  'en,  to  destrnetion  ;  through  their  phshini 

^Oikc,  u  thou  strikeat  ■  nroud  tree :  shake  their 

IS  for- 


Band.  Oive  me  more  ineente !  | 

The  goda  sre  deaf  and  drowsy,  no  happy  flame  I 

Rises  to  raise  our  thoughts.     Pour  on.  [ 

2  Daugh.  See,  Heaieo, 
And  alt  yon  powers  that  giiide  us,  see  and  shame. 
We  kneel  so  long  for  pity.     O'er  your  altars, 
Since  'tis  no  ligbt  oblatiDn  that  you  look  for. 
No  incense-offering,  will  I  hang  mine  eye*  i 
And  as  J  wesr  these  stones  with  hourly  weeping, 
So  will  I  melt  your  powers  into  compsssion. 
This  tear  for  Frosutsgus  my  hraTe  ftCher ;  | 

(Ye  gods,  now  think  on  Rome  1)  this  formy  mother,    I 
And  oil  her  miseries  ;  yet  see,  and  save  us  ! 
But  now  ye  must  be  open-eyed.     See,  Hesren, 
Ob,  lee  thy  showers  stolen  from  thee ;  our  diiho-    | 
Ok,  dster,  oar  dishonours  1  Can  yebegod*.  [noun,    ' 
And  these  sins  smother'd  ?    (-^  imokifivm  Ut  oUor.    I 

Bond.  The  Gre  takes. 

Car.  It  does  so,  | 

But  no  Hame  rises.     Cease  your  fretfii!  prayers,  I 

Your  whinings,  and  yonr  tame  petitions  ; 
The  gods  love  cnursge  arm'd  with  confidence.  | 

And  prayers  Rt  to  pull  them  down  :  Weak  tears  i 
And  troubled  hearts,  the  dull  twins  of  cold  spirits,  I 
They  sit  and  smile  at     Hear  how  I  salute  'em  :_    j 

Divine  Andate,  thou  who  hold'st  the  reins  I 

or  furious  battles,  and  disorder'd  war,  I 

And  proudly  roll'st  thy  awarty  chariot  wheela 
Over  the  heaps  of  wounda  and  carcasses, 
Sailing  through  seas  of  blood ;  thou  sore-steel'd    , 

Give  ns  this  day  good  hearts,  good  enemies,  i 

Goodblowso'  both  sides,  wounds  that  fear  or  flight    i 
Can  claim  no  share  in  ;  steel  ns  both  with  augers      | 
And  warlike  executions  fit  thy  viewing ; 
Let  Rome  put  on  her  best  strenglb,  and  thy  Bii- 
Thy  little  Britain,  but  as  great  in  fortune,       [tain,    | 
Meet  her  as  strong  as  she,  aa  proud,  as  daring  I  i 

And  then  look  on,  thou  red-eyed  god  ;  who  doea    I 

best. 
Reword  with  honour;  who  despair  makes  fly, 
Unarm  for  ever,  and  brand  with  inhmy  I 
Grant  this,  divine  Andste  !  tia  but  Justice  ; 
And  my  first  blow  thus  on  thy  holy  altar 
I  sacrifice  unto  thee.  lAJIoMtari 

B«nd.  It  flames  out.  («■ 
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Car,  He  has  given  us  leave  to  fight  yet ;  we  ask 
The  rest  hangs  in  our  resolutions  :  [no  more ; 

Tempt  him  no  more. 

Bimd,  I  would  know  further,  cousin. 

Car.  His  hidden  meaning  dwells  in  our  endea- 
yours, 
Our  yalours  are  our  best  gods.    Chear  the  soldier, 
And  let  him  eat. 
.  Meat,  He's  at  it,  sir. 

Car.  Away  then ; 
When  he  has  done,  let's  march. — Come,  fear  not, 

lady; 
This  day  the  Roman  gains  no  more  groond  here, 
But  what  his  body  lies  in. 

Bund,  Now  I'm  confident. 

[ExtunU   Reeordert  playing. 


SCENE  li,— The  Roman  Camp, 
Enter  Jumos,  Curivs,  and  Dsctus. 

Deo,  We  dare  not  hazard  it ;  beside  our  Uvea, 
It  forfeits  all  our  understandings. 

Jun,  Gentlemen, 
Can  ye  forsake  me  in  so  just  a  senrioe, 
A  service  for  the  commonwealth,  for  honour  ? 
Read  but  the  letter ;  you  may  love  too. 

Deo,  Read  it. 
If  there  be  any  safety  in  the  circumstance. 
Or  likelihood  'tis  love,  we  wiU  not  fail  you : 
Read  it,  good  Curius. 

Cur,  Willingly. 

Jun.  Now  mark  it. 

Cur.  iReading.']  «« Health  to  thy  heart,  my  hooour'd 
And  all  thy  1ot«  xvqnited  I  I  am  thine,                 [Jonlos, 
Thine  everlaAtlngly ;  thy  love  has  won  me ; 
And  let  it  hreed  no  doubt,  our  new  acquaintanoo 
Compels  this ;  'tis  the  goda'  decree  to  blen  us. 
The  times  are  dangerous  to  meet,  yet  tail  not ; 
By  all  the  love  thou  bear'st  me  I  coi^ore  thee. 
Without  distniat  of  danger,  to  oome  to  me  I 
For  I  have  purposed  a  delivery 
Both  of  myself  and  fortune  this  blesB*d  day 
Into  thy  hands,  if  thou  think'st  good.    To  shew  thee 
How  infinite  my  love  is,  eren  my  mother 
Shall  be  thy  prisoner,  the  day  yours  without  haaard ; 
For  I  beheld  your  danger  like  a  lover, 
A  Just  affocter  of  thy  faith :  Thy  goodness, 
I  know,  will  use  us  nobly ;  and  our  marriage^ 
If  not  redeem,  yet  lessen  Rome's  ambition : 
I  am  weary  of  these  miseries.    Use  my  mother 
(If  you  intend  to  take  her)  with  all  honour ; 
And  let  this  disobedience  to  my  parent 
Be  laid  on  love,  not  me.    Bring  with  thee,  Junhu, 
Spirits  resolved  to  fetch  me  off.  the  noblest. 
Forty  will  serve  the  turn,  Just  at  the  Joining 
Of  both  the  battles ;  we  wiU  be  weakly  guarded. 
And  for  a  guide,  within  this  hour,  shall  reach  thaa 
A  faithful  friend  of  mine.    The  gods,  my  Junius, 
Keep  thee,  and  me  to  swve  thee!    Young  Bonvica  " 

This  letter  carries  much  belief,  and  moat  objections 
Answer'd,  we  must  have  doubted. 

Dee.  Is  that  fellow 
Come  to  you  for  a  guide  yet  ? 

Jun.  Yes. 

Deo,  And  examined  ? 

Jun.  Far  more  than  that ;  he  has  felt  tortures. 
He  vows  he  knows  no  more  than  this  truth,     [yet 

Deo,  Strange ! 

Cur,  If  she  mean  what  she  writes,  as  it  may  be 
probable, 
'Twill  be  the  hi^piest  vantage  we  can  lean  to. 


Jun.  I'll  pawn  my  soul  she  means  truth. 

Dee,  Think  an  h<Mir  more  ; 
Then,  if  your  confidence  grow  stronger  on  yoa» 
We'll  set  in  with  you. 

Jun.  Nobly  done !  I  thank  jt. 
Ye  know  the  time. 

Cur,  We  will  be  either  read]^ 
To  give  you  present  counsel,  or  join  with  yoo. 

Enter  SvaxomoB,  Psmxras,  DBMaraiua,  cimI  Macbb. 

Jun,  No  more,  as  ye  are  gentlemen.    Tlie  ge- 
neral 1 

Suet,  Draw  out  apace ;  the  enemy  waits  for  us. 
Are  ye  all  ready  ? 

Jun,  All  our  troops  attend,  sir. 

Suet,  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  Junius : 
I  hope  you  are  dispossess'd. 

Jun,  I  hope  so  too,  sir. 

Suet,  Continue  so.    And,  gentlemen,  to  you 
now! 
To  bid  you  fight  is  needless ;  ye  are  Romans, 
The  name  will  fig^t  itself :  To  tell  ye  who 
You  go  to  fight  against,  his  power,  and  nature, 
But  loss  of  time ;  ye  know  it,  know  it  poor. 
And  oft  have  made  it  so :  To  teU  ye  further, 
His  body  shews  more  dreadful  than  it  has  done. 
To  him  that  fears  less  possible  to  deal  with, 
Is  but  to  stick  more  honour  on  your  actions. 
Load  ye  with  virtuous  names,  and  to  your  memo- 
ries 
Tie  never-dying  Time  and  Fortune  constant. 
Go  on  in  fhll  assurance  t  draw  your  swords 
As  daring  and  as  confident  as  justice  ; 
The  gods  of  Rome  fight  for  ye ;  loud  Fame  caDa  ye, 
Pitch'd  on  the  topless  Apennine,  and  blows 
To  all  the  under-world,  all  nations. 
The  seas  and  unfrequented  deserts,  where  the 

snow  dwells ; 
Wakens  the  ruin'd  monuments  ;  and  there. 
Where  nothing  but  eternal  death  and  sleep  is, 
Informs  again  the  dead  bones  with  your  virtues. 
Go  on,  I  say :  Valiant  and  wise  rule  Heaven, 
And  all  the  great  aspects  attend  'em  ;  Do  but  blow 
Upon  this  enemy,  who,  but  that  we  want  fioeSy 
Cannot  deserve  that  name ;  and  Hke  a  mist, 
A  lazy  fog,  before  your  burning  valours 
You'll  find  him  fly  to  nothing.    This  is  all. 
We  have  swords,  and  are  the  sons  of  ancient  Ro- 
mans, 
Heirs  to  their  endless  valours ;  fi^  and  conquer ! 

Deo.  Dem,  'Tis  done. 

Pet,  That  man  that  loves  not  this  day, 
And  hugs  not  in  his  arms  the  noble  danger, 
May  he  die  fameless  and  fbfgot  I 

Suet,  SuflBcient! 
Up  to  your  troops,  and  let  your  drums   beat 

thunder ; 
March  close  and  sudden,  like  a  tempest :    All 
executions  IMarch. 

Done  without  sparkling  of  the  body  ;  keep  your 

phalanx 
Sure  lined,  and  pieced  together,  your  pikes  fior- 

ward. 
And  so  march  Hke  a  moving  fort    Ere  this  day 

run. 
We  shall  have  ground  to  add  to  Rome,  well  won. 

ISxeuni. 
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SCENE  III.— riktf  open  Couniry  between  the 

Campt^ 

JBtUtr  Gabatacb  and  NnrmuB. 

Nen,  Tie  Roman  is  adTanced ;  from  yond'  hill's 
We  msf  behold  him,  Caratach.  [brow 

Car.  Let's  thither ; 

iDrttmt  within  at  one  place  afar  qff", 
I  see  the  dost  fly.     Now  I  see  tiie  body. 
Obserre  'on,  Neanins ;  by  HeaTen,  a  handsome 
And,  of  a  few,  strongly  and  wisely  jointed  1   [body, 
Saetonios  is  a  soldier. 

Hin.  As  I  take  it. 
Tint's  he  that  gallops  by  the  regiments, 
Yieviog  their  preparationa. 

Car.  Very  likely ; 
He  ihewi  no  leas  than  general.    See  how  bravely 
Hk  body  moves,  and  in  the  head  how  proudly 
Ibe  cq)teins  stick  like  plumes ;  he  comes  apace  on. 
Good  Nennius,  go,  and  bid  my  stout  lieutenant 
Biii)^  on  the  first  square  body  to  oppose^'em, 
Ajid,  IS  he  chaiges,  open  to  enclose  'em ; 
Ibe  qneen  moTC  next  with  hers,  and  wheel  about. 
To  gun  their  backs,  in  which  I'll  lead  the  van- 
guard. 
We  shall  have  bloody  crowns  this  day,  I  see  by't. 
Histe  thee,  good  Nennius ;  TU  follow  instantly. 

lExit  Nnmroa. 
How  dose  they  mardi,  as  if  they  grew  together, 

iMarch, 
So  phce  but  lined  alike,  sure  from  oppression  I 
Ibej  will  not  change  this  figure ;  we  must  charge 

em, 
Aod  cfangB  'em  home  at  both  ends,  van  and  rear ; 

CDnraw  in  another  place  afar  qf, 
Tbey  never  totter  else.     I  hear  our  music, 
Afld  most  attend  it.     HoU,  good  sword,  but  this 

<J*y. 

ind  bite  bard  where  I  hound  thee !  and  hereafter 
I  I'll  Bake  a  relic  of  thee,  for  young  soldiers 
I  To  GQiae  Eke  pilgrims  to,  and  kiss  for  conquests. 

IBxiL 

I    SCENE  IV.— /n  fnmt  qf  the  Roman  Camp. 

Bmgr  JvMn»,  Cirnics,  and  Dacius. 

Jvn,  Now  is  the  time ;  the  fellow  stays. 
,     Dt.  What  think  ye  ? 
Cw.  I  think  'tia  true. 
^»t  Alas,  if  'twere  a  question, 
If  Qj  doabt  or  hazard  fell  into't, 
I  ^  ye  think  mine  own  discretion  so  self-blind, 
My  care  of  ye  so  naked,  to  run  headlong  ? 
Jkc  Let^s  take  Petillius  with  us  ! 
^m.  By  no  means ; 
H^'i  nerer  wise  but  to  himself,  nor  courteous, 
'  Btt  where  the  end's  his  own :    We  are  strong 
If  Got  too  many.     Behind  yonder  hill,      [enough, 
I  ^  ^lov  tells  me,  she  attends,  weak  goEoded, 

Her  mother  and  her  sister, 
t     Cur.  I  would  Tcnture. 

'^wi.  We  shaB  not  strike  fire  blows  for't  Weigh 
^  general  good  may  come.  [the  gOMl, 

,  J>«.  Away!  I'll  with  ye; 

,  ^  with  what  doubt 

^ni.  Pear  not !  my  soul  for  all  I 
I        L&raml.   Alarms^  drunu  and  trumpets  in  several 
tlaees^fitref,asatamainbatUe. 


SCENE  Y.^Near  the  Field  of  Battle.  In  the 
Back-ground  the  Tent  of  Pkmius,  with  a  Plat^ 
form. 

Enter  Dausivn  and  Paimm  above, 

Drue.  Here  you  may  see  them  all,  sir ;  from 
The  country  shews  off  leveL  [this  hill 

Pen.  6(»ds  defend  me. 
What  multitudes  they  are,  what  infinites  I 
The  Roman  power  shews  like  a  little  star 
Hedged  with  a  double  halo.— Now  the  knell  rings : 

JiLoud  shouts. 
Hark,  how  they  shout  to  the  battle !  how  the  air 
Totters  and  reels,  and  rends  a-pieces,  Drusius, 
With  the  huge-volUed  clamours  ! 

Drue.  Now  they  charge 
(Oh,  gods !)  of  all  sides,  fearfully. 

Pen.  Little  Rome, 
Stand  but  this  growing  Hydra  one  short  hour. 
And  thou  hast  out-done  Hercules  ! 

Drue.  The  dust  hides  'em ; 
We  cannot  see  what  follows. 

Pen,  They  are  gone. 
Gone,  swallow'd,  Drusius ;  this  eternal  sun 
Shall  never  see  'em  march  more. 

Drue.  Oh,  turn  this  way. 
And  see  a  model  of  the  field  I  some  forty. 
Against  four  hundred ! 

Pen.  Well  fought,  bravely  followed  ! 
Oh,  nobly  charged  again,   charged  home    too ! 

Drusius, 
They  seem  to  carry  it.    Now  they  charge  all ; 

\,Loud  shouts. 
Close,  close,  I  say !  they  follow  it.    Ye  gods. 
Can  there  be  more  in  men  ?  more  daring  spirits  ? 
Still  they  make  good  their  fortunes.    Now  they 

are  gone  too. 
For  ever  gone !  see,  Drusius,  at  their  backs 
A  fearful  ambush  rises.     Farewell,  valours. 
Excellent  valours  !  oh,  Rome,  where's  thy  wisdom  ? 

Drue.  They  are  gone  indeed,  sir. 

Pen.  Look  out  toward  the  army ; 
I  am  heavy  with  these  slaughters. 

Drue.  'Tis  the  same  still, 
Cover'd  with  dust  and  fury. 

Enter  the  tuto  Daughters,  with  Juirnm,  Cuaius,  Daous, 
Soldiers,  and  Servants. 

2  Dough.  Bring  *em  in ; 
Tie  'em,  and  then  unarm  'em. 

1  Dough.  Valiant  Romans, 
Ye  are  welcome  to  your  loves  ! 

2  Daugh.  Your  death,  fools ! 
Dee.  We  deserve  'em ; 

And,  women,  do  your  worst. 

1  IkLugh.  Ye  need  not  beg  it 

2  Daugh.  Which  is  kind  Junius  ? 
Serv,  This. 

2  Daugh.  Are  you  my  sweetheart  ? 
It  looks  ill  on't !  How  long  is't,  pretty  soul. 
Since  you  and  I  first  loved?  Haci  we  not  reason 
To  dote  extremely  upon  one  another? 
How  does  my  love  ?  This  is  not  he ;  my  chicken 
Could  prate  finely,  sing  a  love-song. 

Jun.  Monster 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  now  it  courts  I 

Jun,  Arm'd  with  more  malice 
Than  he  that  got  thee  has,  the  devil. 

2  Daugh.  Good! 
Proceed,  sweet  chick. 
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Jun.  I  hate  thee ;  that's  my  last. 

2  Daugh.  Nay,  an  you  love  me,  forward ! — 

No  ? — Come,  sister, 
Let's  prick  oar  answers  on  our  arrows'  points, 
And  make  'em  laugh  a  little.     Ye  damn'd  lechers, 
Ye  proud  improTidentfoolSihave  we  now  caught  ye? 
Are  ye  i'  th'  noose  ?     Since  ye  are  such  loving 

creatures. 
We'll  be  your  Cupids :  Do  ye  see  these  arrows  ? 
We'll  send  'em  to  your  wanton  livers,  goats. 

1  Daugh.  Oh,  how  I'll  trample  on  your  hearts, 

ye  villains, 
Ambitious  salt-itch'd  slaves,  Rome's  master-sins ! 
The  mountain-rams  tupt  your  hot  mothers. 

2  Daugh.  Dogs, 

To  whose  brave  founders  a  salt  whore  gave  suck  ! 
Thieves,  honour's  hangmen,  do  ye  grin?  Perdition 
Take  me  for  ever,  if  in  my  fell  aoger, 
I  do  not  out-do  all  example. 

Enter  Caratach. 

Car.  Where, 
Where  are  these  ladies  ? — ^Ye  keep  noble  quarter  ! 
Your  mother  thinks  you  dead  or  taken,  upon 

which 
She  will  not  move  her  battle. — Sure  these  faces 
I  have  beheld  and  known ;  they  are  Roman  leaders ! 
How  came  they  here  ? 

2  Daugh.  A  trick,  sir,  that  we  used ; 
A  certain  policy  conducted  'em 
Unto  our  snare :  We  have  done  you  no  small 

service. 
These  used  aa  we  intend,  we  are  for  the  battle. 

Car.  As  you  intend  ?   Taken  by  treachery  ? 

1  Daugh.  Is't  not  allow'd  ? 

Car.  Those  that  should  gild  our  conquest, 
MiJce  up  a  battle  worthy  of  our  winning, 
Catch'd  up  by  craft  ? 

2  Daugh.  By  any  means  that's  lawful. 

Car.  A  woman's  wisdom  in  our  triumphs?  Out ! 
Out,  [out,]  ye  sluts,  ye  follies  !  From  our  swords 
Filch  our  revenges  basely  ? — Arm  again,  gentle- 
Soldiers,  I  charge  ye  help  'em.  [men  ! — 

2  Daugh.  By  Heaven,  uncle, 
We  will  have  vengeance  for  our  rapes  ! . 

Car.  By  Heaven, 
Ye  should  have  kept  your  legs  close  then. — Dis- 

1  Daugh.  I  will  not  oif  thus !        [patch  there  ! 
Car.  He  that  stirs  to  execute, 

Or  she,  though  it  be  yourselves,  by  him  that  got 

me. 
Shall  quickly  feel  mine  anger !     One  great  day 

given  us. 
Not  to  be  snatch'd  out  of  our  hands  but  basely. 
And  must  we  shame  the  gods  from  whence  we 

have  it. 
With  setting  snares  for  soldiers?    I'll  run  away 
Be  hooted  at,  and  children  call  me  coward,  [first. 
Before  I  set  up  stales  for  victories. 
Give  'em  their  swords. 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  Gods  ! 
Car.  Bear  off  the  women 

Unto  their  mother  1 

2  Daugh..  One  shot,  gentle  uncle ! 

Car.  One  cut  her  fiddle-string  ! — ^Bear  'em  off, 

I  Daugh.  The  devil  take  this  fortune  I     [T  say. 

Car.  Learn  to  spin,  lExettnt  Daughters. 

And  curse  your  knotted  hemp  !— Go,  gentlemen. 
Safely  go  off,  up  to  your  troops ;  be  wiser ; 
There  thank  me  like  tall  soldiers  :  I  shall  seek  ye. 

lExU  with  8oldiflra,4e. 


Cur.  A  noble  worth  I 

Dec.  Well,  Junius  ? 

Jun.  Pray  ye,  no  more  ! 

Cur.  He  blushes  ;  do  not  load  him. 

Deo.  Where's  your  love  now  ? 

iDrumt  lomd  again. 
Jun.  Puff  !  there  it  flies.    Come,  let's  redeem 
our  follies. 

lExeunt  Juiriug,  Curios,  and  Dbcius. 
Drus.  Awake,  sir ;  yet  the  Roman  body's  whole ; 
I  see  'em  clear  again. 

Pen.  Whole  ?  'tis  not  possible  ; 
Drusius,  they  must  be  lost. 

Drus.  By  Heaven,  they  are  whole,  sir. 
And  in  brave  doing  ;  see,  they  wheel  about 
To  gain  more  ground. 

Pen.  But  see  there,  Drusius,  see. 
See  that  huge  battle  moving  from  the  mountains  ! 
Their  gilt  coats  shine  like  dragons'  scales,  their 

march 
Like  a  rough  tumbling  storm ;  see  'em,  and  view 

'em. 
And  then  see  Rome  no  more.  Say  they  fiedl,  look. 
Look  where  the  armed  carts  stand ;  a  new  army ! 
Look  how  they  hang  like  falling  rocks,  as  murder- 
ing! 
Death  rides  in  triumph,  Drusius,  fell  Destruction 
Lashes  his  fiery  horse,  and  round  about  him 
His  many  thousand  ways  to  let  out  souls. 
Move  me  again  when  they  charge,  when  the  moun- 
tain 
Melts  under  their  hot  wheels,   and  from  their 

ax'trees 
Huge  claps  of  thunder  plough  the  ground  before 
Till  then,  I'll  dream  what  Rome  was.  ['em ! 

EnUr  SuxTONiDB,  Pxtiluits,  Ducimuus,  Maccr,  and 

Soldiers. 

Suet.  Oh,  bravely  fought ! 
Honour  'till  now  ne'er  sh^w'd  her  golden  face 
I'the  field  :  Like  lions,  gentlemen,  you  have  held 
Your  heads  up  this  day.   Where's  young  Junius, 
Curias,  and  Decius  ? 

Pet.  Gone  to  heaven,  1  think,  sir. 

Suet.  Their  worths  go  with  'em!    Breathe  a 
while.     How  do  ye  ? 

Pet.  Well;  some  few  scurvy  wounds;  my  heart's 
whole  vet. 

Dem.  'Would  they  would  give  us  more  ground ! 

Suet.  Give  P  we'll  have  it. 

Pet.  Have  it  ?  and  hold  it  too,  despite  the  devil. 

Enter  Junius,  Dscxus,  and  Curius. 

Jun.  Lead  up  to  th'  head,  and  line  sure  !    The 
queen  s  battle 
Begins    to   charge    like  wildfire.    W^here'a    the 
general  ? 

Suet.  Oh,  they  are  living  yet, — Come,  my  brave 
soldiers. 
Come,  let  me  pour  Rome's  blessing  on  ye ;  Live, 
Live,  and  lead  armies  all !  Ye  bleed  hard. 

Jun.  Best; 
We  shall  appear  the  sterner  to  the  foe. 

Dec.  More  wounds,  more  honour. 

Pet.  Lose  no  time. 

Suet.  Away  then ; 
And  stand  this  shock,  ye  have  stood  the  world. 

Pet.  We'll  grow  to't 
Is  not  this  better  now  than  lousy  loving  ? 

Jun.  I  am  myself,  Petillius. 

Pet.  'Tis  I  love  thee.  [JE««m<  Romans. 
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Enttr  BoiroocA,  Cabatacr,  Daughters,  Nbnmius,  and 

Soldiers. 

Car.  Charge  'em  i'  th'  flanks  I    Oh,  yon  hare 
play'd  the  fool, 
The  fool  extremely,  the  mad  fool ! 

Bond,  Why,  cousin  ?  [word 

Cetr.  The  woman  fool !     Why  did  yon  give  the 
Uoto  the  carts  to  chaige  down,  and  our  people, 
In  gross  before  the  enemy  ?   We  pay  for't ; 
Our  own  swords  cut  our  throats  !  Why,  pox  on't  I 
Why  do  you  offer  to  command  ?  The  devil, 
The  devil,  and  his  dam  too  !  who  bid  you 
Meddle  in  men's  affairs  ? 

Bond,  rU  help  alL  lExeunt  all  but  Cakatach. 

Car,  Home, 
Home  and  spin,  woman,  spin,  go  spin !  you  trifle. 
Open  before  there,  or  all's  ruin'd  ! — How  ? 

IShouls  within. 
Now  comes  the  tempest  on  ourselves,  by  Heaven  ! 

WWun.  Victoria  ! 

Cor,    Oh,    woman,    scurvy    woman,    beastly 
woman  1  .lExit. 

Drut.  ^^ctoria,  victoria  1 

Pen.  How's  that,  Drusius  ? 

Drus.  They  win,  they  win,  they  win!  Oh,  look, 
look,  look,  sir. 
For  Heaven's  sake,  look !    The  Britons  fly,  the 
Britons  fly  !  Victoria  ! 

Enter  SusroNnrs,  Soldiov,  and  Captafau. 
Swt.  Soft,  soft,  pursue  it  soft,  excellent  sol- 
diers ! 
Close,  my  brave  fellows,  honourable  Romans ! 
Oh,  cool  thy  mettle,  Junius ;  they  are  ours. 
The  worid  cannot  redeem  'em  :  Stem  Petillius, 
Govern  the  conquest  nobly.     Soft,  good  soldiers  ! 

lExeunt. 

EtUer  BoiTDOCA,  Daughters,  and  Brltansjlping. 
Bond.  Shame !  whither  fly  ye,  ye  unlucky  Britons  ? 
Will  ye  creep  into  your  mothers'  wombs  again  ? 

Back,  cowards  !  [me  ? 

Hares,  fearful  hares,  doves  in  your  angers !  leave 
Leave  your  queen  desolate  ?  her  hapless  children 
To  Roman  rape  again,  and  fury  ? 

Enter  Caratach  and  Hxnoo. 

Car,  Fly,  ye  buzzards  ! 

Te  have  wings  enough,  ye  fear  !     Get  thee  gone, 

woman,  iLoud  thout  within. 

Shame  tread  upon  thy  heels  !  All's  lost,  all's  lost ! 

Hark  how  the  Romans  ring  our  knells  !       [Hark, 

lExeunt  Bokduca,  Daughters,  ^c. 


Hengo.  Good  uncle. 
Let  me  go  too. 

Car.  No,  boy ;  thy  fortune's  mine ; 
I  must  not  leave  thee.    Get  behind  me ;  shake 

not; 
I'll  breech  you,  if  you  do,  boy. — 

Enter  PRnixrus,  Junius,  and  Dbcivb. 

Come,  brave  Romans  ! 
All  is  not  lost  yet. 

Jun,  Now  I'll  thank  thee,  Caratach. 

IFiffht.    Drume. 

Car.  Thou  art  a  soldier ;  strike  home,  home  ! 
Have  at  you ! 

Pen.  His  blows  fall  like  huge  sledges  on  an 
anviL 

Dec,  I  am  weary. 

Pet.  So  am  I. 

Car,  Send  more  swords  to  me. 

lExeunt  Britons. 

Jun,  Let's  sit  and  rest.  LThep  sit  down, 

Drus,  What  think  you  now  ? 

Pen,  Oh,  Drusius, 
I  have  lost  mine  honour,  lost  my  name, 
Lost  all  that  was  my  light :  These  are  true  Romans, 
And  I  a  Briton  coward,  a  base  coward  1 
Guide  me  where  nothing  is  but  desolation. 
That  I  may  never  more  behold  the  face 
Of  man,  or  mankind  know  me !  Oh,  blind  Fortune, 
Hast  thou  abused  me  thus  ? 

Drue.  Good  sir,  be  comforted ; 
It  was  your  wisdom  ruled  you.    Ftay  you  go  homp ; 
Your  day  is  yet  to  come,  when  this  great  fortune 
ShaU  be  but  foU  unto  it.  [/Wna*. 

Pen,  Fool,  fool,  coward ! 

IBjceutU  PcNius,  and  Dausrus  iMo  the  Tent. 

Enter  Subtokiub,  DsMBTaius,  Soldiers,  drum  and  colours. 

Suet.  Draw  in,  draw  in ! — Well  have  you  fought, 
and  worthy 
Rome's  noble  recompense.    Look  to  your  wounds ; 
The  ground  is  cold  and  hurtful.    The  proud  queen 
Has  got  a  fort,  and  there  she  and  her  daughters 
Defy  us  once  again  :  To-morrow  morning 
We'll  seek  her  out,  and  make  her  know  our  for- 
tunes 
Stop  at  no  stubborn  walls.— Come,  sons  of  Honour, 
True  Virtue's  heirs,  thus  hatch'd  with  Britain  blood. 
Let's  march  to  rest,  and  set  in  gules  like  suns. 
Beat  a  soft  march,  and  each  one  ease  his  neigh- 
bours \  lExeunt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L — The  Roman  Camp. 

Junius. 


The  Tent  qf 


£si<r  Pbtiluus,  Junius,  Dscius,  and  DaMsraius,  siting. 

Pet.   Smooth  was  his  cheek. 
Dee.  And  his  chin  it  was  sleek» 
Jun.  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing ! 
Jkm.  Junius  wns  this  captain's  name, 

A  lad  for  a  lass's  viewing. 
Pet.  Fan  black  his  eye,  and  plump  his  thigh, 
Dec.  Made  up  for  love's  porsuing. 
Jkm.  Smooth  was  his  cheek, 
Pet.   And  his  chin  it  was  sleek, 
Jim.  With,  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing  I 


U= 


come   home 
[again? 


Pet.  O  my  yex'd  thief,  art  thou 
Are  thy  brains  perfect  ? 

Jun.  Sound  as  bells. 

Pet,  Thy  back-worm 
Quiet,  and  cast  his  sting,  boy  ? 

Jun,  Dead,  Petillius, 
Dead  to  all  foUy,  and  now  my  anger  only 

Pet,  Why,  that's  well  said  ;  ^og  Cupid  and  his 
quifer, 
A  drunken  brawling  boy !  Thy  honour'd  saint 
Be  thy  ten  shillings,  Junius ;  there's  the  money^ 
And  there's  the  ware;  square  dealing;  This  but 
sweats  thee 
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Like  a  nesh  nag,  and  makes  thee  look  pin-bnttock'd ; 
The  other  nma  thee  whining  up  and  down 
Like  a  pig  in  a  storm,  filla  thy  brains  full  of  ballads, 
And  shews  thee  like  a  long  Lent,  thy  breve  body 
Tam'd  to  a  tail  of  green  fish  without  butter. 

Dec.  When  thou  lovest  next,  love  a  good  cup 
of  wine, 
A  mistress  for  a  king !  she  leaps  to  kiss  thee, 
Her  red  and  white's  her  own,  s&e  makes  good  blood, 
Takes  none  away ;  what  she  heats  sleep  can  help, 
Without  a  groping  surgeon. 

Jun.  I  am  counsel' d ; 
And  henceforth,  when  I  dote  again— 

Dem.  Take  heed ; 
Ye  had  almost  paid  for't. 

Pei.  Love  no  more  great  ladies ;  [in  'em : 

Thou  canst  not  step  amiss  then ;  there's  no  delight 
All's  in  the  whistling  of  their  snatcht-up  silks ; 
They're  only  made  for  handsome  view,  not  hand- 
Their  bodies  of  so  weak  and  wash  a  temper,      [ling ; 
A  rough-paced  bed  will  shake  them  all  to  pieces  ; 
A  tough  hen  pulla  their  teeth  out,  dres  their  souls ; 
Plena  rimarum  sunt,  they  are  full  of  rinnet, 
And  take  the  skin  off  where  they're  tasted  :  Shun 
They  live  in  cullisses,  like  rotten  cocks,         ['em  ; 
Stew'd  to  a  tenderness  that  holds  no  tack ; 
Give  me  a  thing  I  may  crush. 

Jun.  Thou  speak'st  truly  : 
The  wars  shall  be  my  mistress  now. 

Pei,  Well  chosen  ! 
For  she's  a  bouncing  lass ;  she'll  kiss  thee  at  night. 
And  break  thy  pate  i'  th'  morning.  [^7f 

Jun,  Yesterday 
I  found  those  favours  infinite. 

Dem,  Wench  good  enough. 
But  that  she  talks  too  loud. 

Pet.  She  talks  to  the  purpose,  [pUng» 

Which  never  woman  did  yet.     She'll  hold  grep- 
And  he  that  lajrs  on  best  is  her  best  servant ; 
All  other  loves  are  mere  catching  of  dottrels, 
Stretching  of  legs  out  only,  and  trim  laziness. 
Here  comes  the  general. 

Enter  BuarowriM,  Cinurs,  and  Uacmu. 

Suet,  I'm  glad  I  have  found  ye ; 
Are  those  come  in  yet  that  pursued  bold  Caratach  ? 

Pet.  Not  yet,  sir,  fori  think  they  mean  to  lodge 
him; 
Take  him  I  know  they  dare  not,  'twill  be  dangerous. 

Suet,  Then  haste,  Petlllius,  haste  to  Penius  : 
I  fear  the  strong  conceit  of  what  disgrace 
He  has  puU'd  upon  himself,  will  be  his  ruin ; 
I  fear  his  soldiers'  fury  too :  Haste  presently ; 
I  would  not  lose  him  for  all  Britain.    Give  him, 
Petillius 

Pet.  That  that  shall  choke  him.  lAside, 

Suet,  All  the  noble  counsel. 
His  fault  forgiven  too,  his  place,  his  honour 

Pet.  For  me,  I  think,  as  handsome^—  lAHde 

Suet,  All  the  comfort ; 
And  tell  the  soldier,  'twas  on  our  command 
He  drew  not  to  the  iMittle. 

Pet.  I  conceive,  sir. 
And  will  do  that  shall  cure  all. 

Suet,  Bring  him  vrith  yon 
Before  the  queen's  fort,  and  his  forces  with  him  ; 
There  you  shall  find  us  following  of  our  conquest. 
Make  haste ! 

Pet,  The  best  I  may.  iE*U. 

Suet.  And,  noble  gentlemen, 


Up  to  your  companies !  we'll  presently 

Upon  the  queen's  pursuit.     There's  nothing  done 

Tiil  she  be  seisM ;  without  her,  nothing  won. 

IBjMUtU.    Short JUmrUh. 


SCENE  II. — Open  Country  between  the  Camps. 
Enter  Caratach  and  Haarao. 

Car.  How  does  my  boy  ? 

Hengo,  I  would  do  well ;  my  heart's  well ; 
I  do  not  fear. 

Car.  My  good  boy  t 

Hengo.  I  know,  uncle. 
We  must  all  die ;  my  little  brother  died, 
I  saw  him  die,  and  he  died  smiling ;  sure 
There's  no  great  pain  in't,  uncle.    But  pray  tell  me, 
Whither  must  we  go  when  we  are  deaa  ? 

Car.  Strange  questions ! — 
Why,  to  the  blessedest  place,  boy — ^Evcr  sweet- 
And  happiness  dwells  there.  [ness 

Hengo.  Will  you  come  to  me  ? 

Car,  Yes,  my  sweet  boy. 

Hengo,  Mine  aunt  too,  and  my  cousins  ? 

Car,  AU,  my  good  child. 

Hengo.  No  Romans,  uncle  ? 

Car.  No,  boy. 

Hengo,  I  should  be  loth  to  meet  them  there. 

Car,  No  ill  men, 
That  live  by  violence,  and  strong  oppression. 
Come  thither ;  'tis  for  those  the  gods  love^  good 
men. 

Hengo.  Why,  then,  I  care  not  when  I  go,  for 
I  am  persuaded  they  love  me :  I  never  [surely 
Blasphemed  'em,  nnde,  nor  transgressed  my  pa- 
I  always  said  my  prayers.  [rents ; 

Car.  Thou  shalt  go  then. 
Indeed  thou  shalt. 

Hengo.  When  they  please. 

Car.  That's  my  good  boy  I 
Art  thou  not  weary,  Hengo  ? 

Hengo.  Weary,  uncle  } 
1  have  heard  you  say^you  have  march'd  all  day  in 

Car.  I  have,  boy.  [armour. 

Hengo,  Am  not  I  your  kinsman  ? 

Car,  Yes. 

Hengo.  And  am  not  I  as  fully  allied  unto  you 
In  those  brave  things  as  blood  P 

Car.  Thou  art  too  tender. 

Hengo,  To  go  upon  my  legs  ?  tiiey  were  made 
to  bear  me. 
I  can  play  twenty  mile  a-day  i  I  see  no  reason, 
But  to  preserve  my  country  and  myself, 
I  should  march  forty. 

Car.  What  wouldst  thou  be,  living 
To  wear  a  man's  strength  1 

Hengo.  Why,  a  Caratach, 
A  Roman-hater,  a  scourge  sent  from  Heaven 
To  whip  these  proud  thieves  from  our  kingdom. 
Hark,  IDrum. 

Hark,  uncle,  hark  I  I  hear  a  drum. 

Enter  Jitdab  and  hit  Soldiers,  and  stand  on  one  tide  of 

the  tiage, 
Judoi.  Beat  aofUy, 
Softly,  I  say  :  they  are  here.    Who  dare  charge  ? 

1  Sold.  He 

That  dares  be  knock'd  o'  th'  head  :  I'll  not  come 

near  him. 

Judas.  Retire  again,  and  watch  then.     How  he 

stares  1  [well ; 

He  has  eyes  would  kill  a  dragon.    Mark  the  boy 
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If  we  could  take  or  kill  him — A  pox  on  ye, 
How  fieroe  ye  look!  See,  how  he  broods  the  boy  t 
The  devil  dwells  in's  tcabbard.     Back,  I  say  ! 
Apace,  apace  !  he  has  found  us*  iThe^  retirt. 

Car.  Doyehnntns?  [rascal, 

Henpo,  Uncle,  good  nncle,  see !  the  thin  starred 
The  eatiog  Roman,  see  where  he  thrids  the  thidcets : 
Kill  him,  dear  nncle,  kill  him  !  one  good  blow 
To  knock  his  brains  into  his  breech  ;  strike's  head 
That  I  may  piss  in's  ftioe.  [off 

Car,  Do  ye  make  us  foxes  ? — 
Here,  hold  my  ckai^ging-staff,  and  keep  the  place, 
I  SSI  at  bay,  and  Uke  a  bnll  I'll  bear  me. —   [boy  ! 
Stuid,  stand,  ye  roguea,  je  squirrels  1  IBsU. 

Hengo,  Now  he  pajrs  em  ; 
Oh,  that  I  had  a  man's  strength  I 

Enter  Judas, 

Jvdiu,  Here's  the  boy  ; 
Mine  own,  I  thank  my  fortnne. 

Hengo,  Uncle,  uncle  1 
Famine  is  fallen  upon  me,  uncle. 

Judat,  Come,  sir. 
Yield  willingly,  (your  uncle's  out  of  hearing,) 
111  tickle  your  young  tail  else. 

Htngo,  I  d^  thee, 
Thottmod[.made  man  of  mat  t  Charge  home,  sirrah! 
Hang  thee,  base  slave,  thou  riiakest. 

Jftdoi,  Upon  my  conscience, 
The  boy  will  beat  me !  how  it  looks,  how  bravely, 
How  confident  the  worm  is !  a  scabb'd  boy 
To  handle  me  thus ! — ^Yield,  or  I  cut  thy  head  off. 

Hengo,  Thou  darest  not  cut  my  finger;  here 
'tis,  touch  it. 

Judof.  The  boy  speaks   sword   and  buckler! 
Pr'ythee  yield,  boy ; 
Come,  here's  an  apple,  vield. 

Hengo,  By  Heaven,  he  fears  me ! 
I'll  give  yon  sharper  language : — When,  ye  coward, 
^^Iten  come  ye  up  ? 

Jtuku,  If  he  Aould  beat  me 

Hengo,  When,  sir  ?  [me ; 

1  long  to  kiU  tiiee !     Come,  thou  canst  not  'scape 
1  have  twenty  ways  to  chaige  thee,  twenty  deaths 
Attend  my  bloody  staff. 

Judat,  Sure  'tis  the  devfl, 
A  dwarf  devil  in  a  doublet ! 

Hengo,  I  have  killed  [done, 

A  captain,  sirrah,  a  brave  captain,  and  when  I  have 

I  have  kicked  him  thus.    Look  here ;  see  how  I 

Thicitaff!  [charge 

[Kickt  and  beats  him  with  the  truncheon  ^Caratach. 

ffudat.  Most  certain  this  boy  will  cut  my  throat 
yet. 

Enter  two  Soldiers  running, 

1  Sold,  Flee,  flee  !  he  kills  us. 

2  Sold,  He  comes,  he  conies ! 
Jndat.  The  devil  take  the  hindmost! 

lExeunt  Judas  and  Soldiers. 
Hengo,  Run,  run,  ye  rogues,  ye  precious  rogues, 
ye  rank  rogues ! 
'A  comes,  'a  comes,  *a  comes,  'a  comes  !  that's  he, 
What  a  brave  cry  they  make  I  [boys  ! 

Enter  CABATAca  mth  a  Head, 
Car.  How  does  my  chicken  ? 
Hengo,  'Faith,  uncle,  grown  a  soldier,  a  great 
soldier; 
for,  by  the  virtue  of  your  charging-staff, 
And  a  itrange  fighting  face  I  put  upon't, 
I  have  0Qt.brav*d  Hunger. 


Car,  That's  my  boy,  my  sweet  boy  ! 
Here,  here's  a  Roman's  head  for  thee. 

Hengo.  Good  provision ! 
Before  I  starve,  my  sweet-£aced  gentleman, 
I'U  try  your  favour. 

Car.  A  right  complete  soldier ! 
Come,  diidcen,  let's  go  seek  someplace  of  strength 
(Hie  country's  ftill  of  scouts)  to  rest  a  while  in ; 
Thou  wilt  not  else  be  able  to  endure 
The  journey  to  my  country.  Fruits  and  water 
Must  be  your  food  a  while,  boy. 

Hengo.  Anything; 
I  can  eat  moss,  nay,  I  can  Uve  on  anger, 
To  vex  these  Romans.  Let's  be  vrary,  uncle. ' 

Car,  I  warrant  thee ;  come  cheerfully. 

Hengo.  And  boldly  1  lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.— 7^  TentqfVmvws. 
Enter  Pbotub,  Dausics,  and  Rkoclus. 

Reg,  The  soldier  shall  not  grieve  you. 

Pen,  Pray  ye  forsake  me ; 
Look  not  upon  me,  as  ye  love  your  honours  ! 
I  am  so  cold  a  coward,  my  infection 
Will  choke  your  virtues  like  a  damp  else. 

Drus,  Dear  captain ! 

Reg.  Most  honoured  sir ! 

Pen.  Most  hated,  most  abhorred  I 
5$ay  so,  and  then  ye  know  me,  nay,  ye  please  me. 
Oh,  my  dear  credit,  my  dear  credit ! 

Reg,  Sure 
His  mind  is  dangerous. 

Drtu.  The  good  gods  cure  it ! 

Pen.  My  banour,  got  through  fire,  through 
stubborn  breaches,  [heaven. 

Through  battles  that  have  been  as  hard  to  win  as 
Through  Death  himself,  in  all  his  horrid  trims. 
Is  gone  for  ever,  ever,  ever,  gentlemen  ! 
And  now  I  am  left  to  scornful  tales  and  laughters. 
To  hootings  at,  pointing  vrith  fingers,  '  That's  he, 
That's  the  brave  gentleman  forsook  the  battle, 
The  most  wise  Penius,  the  disputing  coward.' 
Oh,  my  good  sword,  break  from  my  side,  and  kiU 
Cut  out  the  coward  from  my  heart  1  [me ; 

Reg.  You  are  none. 

Pen,  He  lies  that  says  so ;  by  Heaven,  he  lies, 

lies  basely. 

Baser  than  I  have  done  !  Come,  soldiers,  seek  me  ; 

I  have  robb'd  ye  of  your  virtues !  Justice  seek  me, 

I  have  broke  my  fair  obedience !  lost !  Shame  take 

me. 
Take  me,  and  swallow  me,  make  ballads  of  me. 
Shame,  endless  shame  I  and  pray  do  you  forsake 

Drug,  What  shall  we  do  ?  [me ! 

Pen,  Good  gentlemen,  forsake  me ; 
You  were  not  wont  to  be  conunanded.    Friends, 

pray  do  it. 
And  do  not  fear ;  for,  as  I  am  a  coward, 
I  will  not  hurt  myself,  (when  that  mind  takes  me, 
ril  call  to  you,  and  ask  your  help,)  I  dare  not. 

IThreies  hime^^upon  theground. 

Enter  TmriLuvB, 
Pet.  Good-morrow,  gentlemen  1    Where's  the 
Reg,  There.  [tribune? 

Drus,  Whence  come  you,  good  Petillius  ? 
Pel.  From  the  general. 
Drue,  With  wfaAt,  for  Heaven*s  sake  ? 
Pet,  With  good  counsel,  Drusius, 
And  love,  to  comfort  him. 


^ 
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Dru9.  GoodRegttlus, 
Step  to  the  soldier  and  allay  his  anger ; 
For  he  is  wild  as  winter. 

\,Exeunt  DauBira  and  Rboulto. 

Pet.  Ohy  are  yon  there  ?  have  at  yon ! — Sure 
he's  dead,  IHalf  aside. 

It  cannot  be  he  dare  out-live  this  fortune ; 
He  must  die,  'tis  most  necessary  ;  men  expect  it, 
And  thought  of  life  in  him  goes  beyond  coward. 
Forsake  the  field  so  basely  ?  Fy  upon't ! 
So  poorly  to  betray  his  worth  ?  So  coldly 
To  cut  all  credit  from  the  soldier  ?  Sure 
If  this  man  mean  to  live,  (as  I  should  think  it 
Beyond  belief,)  he  must  retire  where  never 
The  name  of  Rome,  the  voice  of  arms,  or  honour, 
Was  known  or  heard  of  yet     He's  certain  dead, 
Or  strongly  means  it ;  he's  no  soldier  else, 
No  Roman  in  him  ;  all  he  has  done  but  outside. 
Fought  either  drunk  or  desperate.  Now  he  rises. — 
How  does  lord  Penius  ? 

Pen,  As  you  see. 

Pet.  I  am  glad  on't ; 
Continue  so  still.  The  lord  general. 
The  valiant  general,  great  Suetonius 

Pen.  No  more  of  me  is  spoken ;   my  name's 
perished. 

Pet.  He  that  commanded  fortune  and  the  day. 
By  his  own  valour  and  discretion, 
(When,  as  some  say,  Penius  refused  to  come, 
But  I  believe  'em  not,)  sent  me  to  see  you. 

Pen.  Ye  are  welcome ;  and  pray  see  me,  see 
You  shall  not  see  me  long.  [me  well ; 

Pet.  I  hope  so,  Penius. —  lAtide. 

The  gods  defend,  sir ! 

Pen.  See  me  and  understand  me :   This  is  he, 
Left  to  fill  up  your  triumph  ;  he  that  basely 
Whistled  his  honour  off  to  th'  wind,  that  coldly 
Shrunk  in  his    politic  head,  when  Rome,   like 

reapers. 
Sweat  blood  and  spirit  for  a  glorious  harvest. 
And  bound  it  up,  and  brought  it  off ;  that  fool. 
That  having  gold  and  copper  offered  him. 
Refused  the  wealth,  and  took  the  waste;  that 

soldier, 
That  being  courted  by  loud    Fame  and  Fortune, 
Labour  in  one  hand  that  propounds  us  gods, 
And  in  the  other  Glory  that  creates  us, 
Yet  durst  doubt  and  be  damned ! 

Pet.  It  was  an  error. 

Pen.  A  foul  one,  and  a  black  one. 

Pet.  Yet  the  blackest 
May  be  washed  white  again. 

Pen,  Never. 

Pet.  Your  leave,  sir ; 
And  I  beseech  you  note  me,  for  I  love  you. 
And  bring  along  all  comfort :  Are  we  gods, 
Allied  to  no  infirmities  ?  are  our  natures 
More  than  men's  natures  ?  When  we  slip  a  little 
Out  of  the  way  of  virtue,  are  we  lost  ? 
Is  there  no  medicine  called  sweet  mercy  ? 

Pen.  None,  PetiUius ; 
There  is  no  mercy  in  mankind  can  reach  me, 
Nor  is  it  fit  it  should ;  I  have  sinned  beyond  it. 

Pet.  Forgiveness  meets  vrith  all  faults. 

Pen.  'Tis  all  faults. 
All  sins  I  can  commit,  to  be  forgiven ; 
'Tis  loss  of  whole  man  in  me,  my  discretion. 
To  be  so  stupid,  to  arrive  at  pardon ! 

Pet.  Oh,  but  the  general 

Pen,  He  is  a  brave  gentleman. 


A  valiant,  and  a  loving ;  and  I  dare  say 
He  would,  as  far  as  honour  durst  direct  him, 
Make  even  with  my  fault ;  but  'tis  not  honest. 
Nor  in  his  power :  Examples  that  may  nourish 
Neglect  and  disobedience  in  whole  bodies, 
And  totter  the  estates  and  faiths  of  armies. 
Must  not  be  played  withal ;  nor  out  of  pity 
Make  a  general  forget  his  duty ; 
Nor  dare  I  hope  more  from  him  than  is  worthy. 

Pet.  What  would  you  do  ? 

Pen,  Die. 

Pet,  So  would  sullen  children, 
Women  that  want  their  wills,  slaves  disobedient^ 
That  fear  the  law.  Die  ?    Fy,  great  captain  !  yon 
A  man  to  rule  men,  to  have  thousand  lives 
Under  your  regiment,  and  let  your  passion 
Betray  your  reason  ?  I  bring  you  all  foi^giveness. 
The  noblest  kind  commends,  your  place,    your 
honour 

Pen.  Pr'ythee  no  more ;  'tis  foolish.  Didst  not 
thou 
(By  Heaven,  thou  didst ;  I  overiieard  thee,  there, 
There  where  thou  stand 'at  now)  deliver  me  for 

rascal, 
Poor,  dead,  cold,  coward,  miserable,  wretched, 
If  I  out-lived  this  ruin  ? 

Pet.  I? 

Pen.  And  thou  didst  it  nobly. 
Like  a  true  man,  a  soldier ;  and  I  thank  thee, 
I  thank  thee,  good  PetiUius,  thus  I  thank  thre ! 

Pet.  Since  you  are  so  justly  made  up,  let  me 
'Tis  fit  you  die  indeed.  [tell  you. 

Pen.  Oh,  how  thou  lovest  me ! 

Pet.  For  say  he  had  forgiven  you,  say  the  peo- 
ple's whispers 
Were  tame  again,  the  time  run  out  for  wonder. 
What  must  your  own  command  think,  from  whose 

swords 
You  have  taken  off  the  edges,  from  whose  Talours 
The  due  and  recompense  of  arms ;  nay,  made  it 

doubtful 
Whether  they  knew  obedience?   must  not  these 

kill  you  ? 
Say  they  are  won  to  pardon  you,  by  mere  miracle 
Brought  to  forgive  you,  what  old  valiant  soldier. 
What  man  that  loves  to  fight,  and  fight  for  Rome, 
Will  ever  follow  you  more  ?  Dare  you  know  these 

ventures? 
If  so,  I  bring  you  comfort ;  dare  you  take  it  ? 

Pen.  No,  no,  Petillius,  no. 

Pet,  If  your  mind  serve  you, 
You  may  live  still ;  but  how  ? — yet  pardon  me  : 
You   may  out-wear  all   too  ; — ^but    when  ? — and 

certain 
There  is  a  mercy  for  each  fault,  if  tamely 
A  man  will  take't  upon  conditions. 

Pen.  No,  by  no  means:   I  am  only  thinking 
now,  sir, 
(For  I  am  resolved  to  go)  of  a  most  base  death, 
Fitting  the  baseness  of  my  fault.  I'll  hang. 

Pet.  You   shall  not :   you   are  a  gentleman  I 
honour, 
I  would  else  flatter  you,  and  force  you  live. 
Which  is  far  baser.    Hanging  ?  'tis  a  dog's  death, 
An  end  for  slaves. 

Pen,  The  fitter  for  my  baseness. 

Pet.  Besides,  the  man  that's  hanged  preaches 
his  end. 
And  sits  a  sign  for  all  the  world  to  gape  at. 

Pen.  That's  true ;  I'll  take  a  fitter ;  poison. 
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Pet,  No, 
Tu  eqoal  ill ;  the  death  of  rats  and  women, 
LorerSt  and  lazy  boys,  that  fear  correction ; 
Die  like  a  man. 

Pen.  Why,  my  sword,  then. 

Pet.  Ay,  if  your  sword  be  sharp,  sir. 
There's  nothing  under   Heaven   that's  like  your 
Year  sword's  a  death  iodeed  !  [sword ; 

Pen.  It  shall  be  sharp,  sir. 

Pet.  Why,  Mithridates  was  an  arrant  ass 
To  die  bf  poison,  if  all  Bosphonis 
Coold  lend  him  swords :  Your  sword  must  do  the 

deed : 
lis  shame  to  die  choak'd,  fame  to  die  and  bleed. 

Pen.  Thou  hast  confirmed  me ;  and,  my  good 
TeU  me  no  more  I  may  live.  [PetiUius, 

Pet,  'Twas  my  commission ; 
Bat  DOW  I  see  yon  in  a  nobler  way, 
A  way  to  make  all  even. 

Pen.  Farewell,  captain  ! 
Be  a  good  man,  and  fight  well ;  be  obedient ; 
Command  thyself,  and  then  thy  men.  Why  shakest 

PeL  I  do  not,  sir.  [thou  ? 

Pen.  I  would  thon  hadst,  Petillins  ! 
I  would  find  some^ing  to  forsake  the  world  with, 
Worth  J-  the  man  that  dies  :  A  kind  of  earthquake 
Through  all  stem  valours  but  mine  own. 

Pet.  I  feel  novr 
A  kind  of  trembling  in  me. 

Pen.  Keep  it  still ; 
At  thou  lovest  virtue,  keep  it 

Pet.  And,  brave  captain. 
The  great  and  honour'd  Penius  !^ 

Pen.  That  again  ! 
Oh,  how  it  heightens  me  !  again,  PetiUius  ! 

Pet.  Most  excellent  commander — 

Pen.  Those  were  mine  ! 
Mine,  only  mine  ! 

Pet.  They  are  still. 

Pen.  Then,  to  keep  'em 
For  ever  filling  more,  have  at  ye ! — Heavens, 
Ye  ererUsting  powers,  I  am  yours  : 
The  work  is  done,  [FalU  upon  hie  eword. 

That  neither  fire,  nor  age,  nor  melting  envy, 
Shall  ever  conquer.     Carry  my  last  words  * 
To  the  great  general :  Kiss  his  hands,  and  say, 
Mj  soul  I  giTe  to  Heaven,  my  fault  to  justice. 
Which  I  have  done  upon  myself ;  my  virtue. 
If  erer  there  was  any  in  poor  Penius, 
Msde  more,  and  happier,  light  on  him  ! — I  faint — 
And  where  there  is  a  foe,  I  wish  him  fortune. 
I  (&e :  Lie  lightly  on  my  ashes,  gentle  earth  ! 

IDiee. 

Pet.  And  on  my  sin  !  Farewell,  great  Penius ! — 
The  soldier  is  in  fury  ;  now  I  am  glad    INoise  teitkiH* 
Til  done  before  he  comes.     This  way  for  me. 
The  way  of  toil ; — for  thee,  the  way  of  honour  ! 

lExit 

DsiMt»,  Raot7Lca«  and  Soldiers,  are  heard  without. 
Sold.  KiU  him,  kiU  him,  kiU  him ! 
Drus.  WhatwUlyedo? 
Reg.  Good  soldiers,  honest  soldiers — 
Sold.  KiU  him,  kUl  him,  kUl  him  ! 
Drut.  KiU  us  first :  we  command  too. 
Beg.  Valiant  soldiers. 
Consider  but  whose  life  ye  seek. — Oh,  Dmsius, 
Bid  him  be  gone ;  he  dies  else. — [Drusius  enterg.'] 
^  — ShaU  Rome  say, 

I  Ye  most  approved  soldiers,  her  dear  chUdren 
,  I>eTo«red  the  fiuhers  of  the  fighU  ?  shaU  rage 
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And  stubborn  fury  guide  those  swords  to  slaughter, 
To  slaughter  of  their  own,  to  civU  ruin  ? 

Drtu.  Oh,  let  'em  in ;  aU's  done,  aU's  ended, 

Regulus  ; 
Penius  has  found  his  last  ecUpse.    Come,  soldiers. 
Come  and  behold  your  miseries  ;  come  bravely, 
Full  of  your  mutinous  and  bloody  angers. 
And  here  bestow  your  darts. — Oh,  only  Roman, 
Oh,  father  of  the  wars  ! 

Entrr  Rboulus  and  Soldiers. 
Beg,  WTiy  stand  ye  stupid  ? 
W^here  be  your  killing  furies  ?  whose  sword  now 
ShaU  first  be  sheathed  in  Penius  ?  Do  ye  weep  ? 
Howl  out,  ye  wretches,  ye  have  cause ;  howl  ever  I 
Who  shaU  now  lead  ye  fortunate  ?  whose  valour 
Preserve  ye  to  the  glory  of  your  country  ? 
Who  shaU  march  out  before  ye,  coyed  and  courted. 
By  aU  the  mistresses  of  war,  care,  counsel. 
Quick -eyed  experience,  and  victory  twined  to  him  ? 
Wlio  shall  beget  ye  deeds  beyond  inheritance 
To   speak  your  names,  and  keep  your  honours 

Uving, 
When  chUdren  fail,  and  Time,  that  takes  aU  with 
BuUd  houses  for  ye  to  oblivion  ?  [him, 

Drus.  Oh,  ye  poor  desperate  fools,  no  more 

now  soldiers. 
Go  home,  and  hang  your  arms  up  ;  let  rust  rot  'em ; 
And  humble  your  stern  valours  to  soft  prayers  ! 
For  ye  have  sunk  the  frame  of  aU  your  virtues ; 
The  sun  that  warmed  your  bloods  is  set  for  ever. — 
I'U  kiss  thy   honoured  cheek.      FareweU,  great 

Penius, 
Thou  thunderbolt,  fareweU  ! — ^Take  up  the  body : 
To-morrow  morning  to  the  camp  convey  it. 
There  to  receive  due  ceremonies.    That  eye. 
That  blinds  himself  with  weeping,  gets  most  glory. 

lExeunt,  bearing  out  the  bodg.    A  dead  march. 


SCENE  IV. — Before  the  Fort  of  Bosduc a. 

Enter  6uktx>nil*s,  Jtmnm,  Dbcius,  DsMKraim,  Cunivs,  and 
Bi)Idiert:  Bonduca,  tu/o  Daiyghten,  and  Nknmus,  on 
the  ramparts.   Drums  and  colours. 

Suet,    Bring  up  the  catapults,  and  shake  the 
We  wiU  not  be  out-braved  thus.  [waU; 

Nen,  Shake  the  earth. 
Ye  cannot  shake  our  souls.      Bring  up  your  rams, 
And  with  their  armed  heads  make  the  fort  totter. 
Ye  do  but  rock  us  into  death.  lExU. 

Jun,  See,  sir. 
See  the  Icenian  queen  in  all  her  glory, 
From  the  strong  battlements  proudly  appearing, 
As  if  she  meant  to  give  us  lashes  I 

Dec.  Yield,  queen. 

Bond.  1  am  unacquainted  with  that  language, 
Roman.  [mercy 

Suet.  Yield,  honour'd   lady,  and   expect   our 
We  love  thy  nobleness.  lExit  Dscius. 

Bond.  1  thank  ye  !  ye  say  weU ; 
But  mercy  and  love  are  sins  in  Rome  and  helL 

Suet.  You  cannot  'scape  our  strength ;  you  must 
yield,  lady : 
You  must  adore  and  fear  the  power  of  Rome. 

Bond.  If  Rome  be  earthly,  why  should  any  kne« 
With  bending  adoration  worship  her? 
She's  vicious  ;  and,  your  partial  selves  confess, 
Aspires  the  height  of  aU  impiety ; 
Therefore  'tis  fitter  I  should  reverence 
The  thatched  houses  where  the  Britons  dweU 
In  careless  mirth ;  where  the  bless'd  household  gods 
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See  nought  but  chaste  and  simple  purity. 
'  Jis  not  high  power  that  makes  a  place  diTine, 
Nor  that  the  men  from  gods  deriTe  their  line  ; 
But  sacred  thoughts,  in  holy  bosoms  stored, 
Make  people  noble,  and  the  place  adored. 

Suet,  Beat  the  wall  deeper ! 

Bond,  Beat  it  to  the  centre, 
We  will  not  sink  one  thought. 

Suet,  ru  make  ye. 

Bond,  No. 

Enter  Pctiluus,  who  vfhitpert  Subtonius. 

2  Daugh,  O  mother,  these  are  fearful  hours ; 
speak  gently 
To  these  fierce  men,  they  will  afford  ye  pity. 

Bond,  Pity?    Thou  fearfol  girl,  'tis  for  those 
wretches 
That  misery  makes  tame.   Wouldst  thou  live  less  ? 
Wast  not  thou  bom  a  princess  ?  Can  my  blood, 
And  thy  braTC  father's  spirit,  suffer  in  thee 
So  base  a  separation  from  thyself, 
As  mercy  from  these  tyrants  ?  Thoulovest  lust  sure, 
And  longest  to  prostitute  thy  youth  and  beauty 
To  common  slaves  for  bread.   Say  they  had  mercy. 
The  devil  a  relenting  conscience, 
The  lives  of  kings  rest  in  their  diadems. 
Which  to  their  bodies  lively  souls  do  give, 
And,  ceasing  to  be  kings,  they  cease  to  live. 
Shew  such  another  fear,  and,  by  the  Gods, 
I'll  fling  thee  to  their  fwr^, — 

Suet,  He  is  dead  then  ? 

Pet,  I  think  so  certainly ;  yet  all  my  means,  sir, 
Even  to  the  hazard  of  my  life^ 

Suet,  No  more : 
We  must  not  seem  to  mourn  here. 

Enter  Dacius. 

Deo,  There  is  a  breach  made ; 
Is  it  your  will  we  charge,  sirl 

Suet,  Once  more,  mercy, 
Mercy  to  all  that  yield ! 

Boud»  I  scorn  to  answer  : — 
Speak  to  him,  girl, — fmd  hear  thy  sister. 

1  Daugh.  General, 
Hear  me,  and  mark  me  well,  and  look  upon  me, 
Directly  in  my  face,  my  woman's  face. 
Whose  only  beauty  is  the  hate  it  bears  ye  ; 
See  with  thy  narrowest  eyes,  thy  sharpest  wishes, 
Into  my  soul,  and  see  what  there  inhabits  \^ 
See  if  one  fear,  one  shadow  of  a  terror, 
One  paleness  dare  appear  but  from  my  anger^ 
To  lay  hold  on  your  mercies.    No,  ye  fools. 
Poor  fortune's  fools,  we  were  mot  bom  for  triumphs. 
To  follow  your  gay  sports,  and  fill  your  slaves 
With  hoots  and  acclamations. 

Pet,  Brave  behaviour ! 

1  Daugh,  The  children  of  as  great  as  Rome,  as 
noble. 
Our  names  before  her,  and  our  deeds  her  envy, 
Must  we  gild  o'er  your  conquest,  make  your  state. 
That  is  not  fairly  strong,  but  fortunate  ? 
No,  no,  ye  Romans,  we  have  ways  to  'scape  ye. 
To  make  ye  poor  again,  indeed  our  prisoners, 
And  stick  our  triumphs  full. 

Pet,  'Sdeath,  I  shall  love  her  I 

1  Daugh,  To  torture  ye  with  suffering,  like  our 
slaves ; 
To  make  ye  curse  our  patience,  wish  the  world 
Were  lost  again,  to  win  us  only,  and  esteem  [itj 
The  end  of  all  ambitions. 

Bond^  Do  ye  wonder? 


Well  make  our  monuments  in  spite  of  fortune ; 

In  spite  of  all  your  eagles'  wings,  we'U  work 

A  pitch   above  you;  and  from  oar  height  we'll 

stoop 
As  fearless  of  your  bloody  soars,  and  fortunate. 
As  if  we  prey'd  on  heartless  doves. 

Suet.  Strange  stiffness ! 
Decius,  go  chai^  the  breach.  '\,ExU  Dacivs. 

Bond.  Charge  it  home,  Roman  ; 
We  shall  deceive  thee  else. — ^Where's  Nennius  I 

Enter  Neinnvs. 

Nen.  They  have  made  a  mighty  breach. 

Bond,  Stick  in  thy  body. 
And  make  it  good  but  half  an  hour. 

Nen,  I'U  do  it. 

1  Daugh.  And  then  be  sure  to  die. 
Nen.  It  shall  go  hard  else.  ■ 

Bond,  Farewell,  with  all  my  heart !  We  shall 
Where  few  of  these  must  come.  [meet  yonder, 

Nen.  Gods  take  thee,  lady !  C£r»e. 

Bond.  Bring  up  the  swords  and  poison. 

EiUer  one  with  Swordi  and  a  great  Cup  nfPoiaam, 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  my  fortune ! 
Bond.  How,  how,  ye  whore  ? 

2  Daugh.  Good  mother,  nothing  to  offend  you. 

Bond.  Here,  wench.— 
Behold  us,  Romans  1 

Suet,  Mercy  yet. 

Bond.  No  talking! 
Puff  I    there  goes  all  yonr  pity.  —  Come,    short 

prayers. 
And  let's  dispatch  the  business  !    You  begin  ; 
Shrink  not,  I'll  see  you  do't. 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  gentle  mother ! 
Oh,  Romans  !  oh,  my  heart !     I  dare  not. 

Suet.  Woman,  woman, 
Unnatural  woman ! 

2  Daugh.  Oh,  persuade  her,  Romans  I 
Alas,  I  am  young,  and  would  live. — Noble  mother, 
Can  ye  kill  that  ye  gave  life  ?    Are  my  years 
Fit  for  destraction  ? 

Suet.  Yield,  and  be  a  queen  still, 
A  mother,  and  a  friend. 

Bond.  Ye  talk !— Come,  hold  it. 
And  put  it  home. 

1  Daugh.  Fy,  sister,  fy ! 
What  would  you  live  to  be  ? 

Bond.  A  whore  still  ? 

2  Daugh.  Mercy ! 

Suet.  Hear  her,  thou  wretched  woman ! 

2  Daugh,  Mercy,  mother  !  IKneeU. 

Oh,  whither  will  you  send-  me  ?    I  was  once 
Your  darling,  your  delight 

Bond.  Oh,  gods !  fear  in  my  family  ? — ^Do  it, 
and  nobly. 

2  Daugh,  Oh,  do  not  frown  then. 

1  Daugh,  Do  it,  worthy  sister ; 

'Tis  nothing ;  'tis  a  pleasure  :  We'll  go  with  yon. 

2  Daugh,  Oh,  if  1  knew  but  whither  I 
1  Daugh.  To  the  blessed  : 

Where  we  shall  meet  our  fiither 

Suet,  Woman ! 
Bond.  Talk  not. 

1  Daugh.  Where  nothing  but  trae  joy  is 

Bond,  That's  a  good  wench  !      {%  Dauoh.  drinks. 

Mine  own  sweet  girl !  put  it  close  to  thee. 

2  Daugh.  Oh, 

Comfort  me  stiU,  for  Heaven's  sake. 
1  Daugh,  Where  eternal 


(hr  jMitfai  in,  uid  oar  baDliM ;  when  no  wars 
Nk  lutftil  tliies  to  rsTiah  oi.  [come, 

2  O—gli.  Thit  itef  U  me ; 
1  Img  (ueweU  lo  thu  world  I  IDta. 

Batd.  Good ;  I'U  help  Ibee. 

Set  mc  ■  Romui  ladjr  in  all  yoiir  stories, 

Dm  iki  tkii  for  her  hoaoor ;  they  are  cowards, 
Eu  eoiU  like  compell'd  caiu :  joui  great  aaint, 

Did  sal  for  bononr  ;  Tarqnin  tnpt  faer  well, 
luLmad  ibc  could  not  hold  him,  bled. 

PtI.  Bf  HesTsn, 
1  IB  IB  tore '.    1  would  gin  uk  bnndred  pound 

firtlolieaitfa  this  woman's  behanoDi.    Oh,  the 
dctU! 

1  Dtufk.  Ye  ihdl  me  me  eumple  :  AU  j«ur 
If]  wire  proud  and  loied  ambition,            [Home, 
ITI  vac  lattfnl,  >ll  jour  waji  of  pleuore, 
U 1  wHC  |mdj,  bU  the  wealth  je  conqner 

Bnd.  Make  haste. 

lD4Mth.  IwiU.—[i)r{ni«.]— Could  not  entice 

I  bi  nro  diort  boon,  thii  frailtj.  Would  je  leam 
I  Hn  to  die  bnrel;,  Ramaiu,  to  fling  off 

Hi*  oie  of  (e»b,  loae  all  Toar  cares  for  e»er? 

Ijic.  u  n  ba*e  done,  well,  and  fear  the  goda ; 

Hull  boaoir,  and  not  nations,  with  yoor  swords  ; 

Kttf  jHir  minds  hamble,  your  deiotiani  high  ; 

SiihiDjf  leam  the  noblest  part,  to  die.  [J)(u. 
Smi.  I  come,  wench.— To  je  all,  Fate's  hang- 

TtMtut  the  'aged  Destinks,  and  cut 
Bt  ttreids  of  kingdoms  as  they  disw  'em  1  here, 
Hnt  b  1  draught  would  auk  no  teas  than  Cesbt 
T>rl«^>tfoi  the  glory'*  aakel 


Ctir.  GrMt  lady  I 

Suel.  Make  up  your  own  oonditiont. 
Bond.  So  we  will. 
Suel.  Stay  I 
Dtm.  Stay  ! 
Suel.  Be  anything. 

Bond.  A.  saint,  Suetonins,  llMnki. 

When  thoD  ahalt  fear,  and  die  like  a  abve.     Ye 

foolB. 

Ye  should  have  tied  up  Death  first,  when  ye  con- 

Ye  sweat  far  us  in  Tain  else  :  See  him  here  1 

He  ii  onn  atiU,  and  oui  friend ;  laughs  at  your 

And  we  command  him  with  as  easy  reins 
As  do  our  enemiea. — I  feel  the  poison — 
Poor  vanquiah'd   Romans,  with  what  mal«hle«t 

tortures 
Coold  1  now  rack  ye  I    But  1  [rity  ye, 
Deairing  to  die  quiet :  Nay,  so  much 
I  hate  to  prOKCute  my  victory. 
That  1  wiU  give  ye  counael  ere  I  die  : 
If  you  will  keep  your  laws  and  empire  whole. 


Dte.  Til  won,  sir,  and  the  Britons 
All  put  to  th'  sword. 
SaeL  Gite  her  fair  funeral ; 

She  was  truly  noble,  and  a  queen. 


I  take  i 
A  love-mange  grown  upon  me  I      1 

Jun.  I  am  glad  of  this  1     1  hare 

Pel.  In  my  belly, 
Oh,  how  it  tumbles  ! 

Jun.Yegtwd  gods,  I  thank  ye  ! 


SCENE  I.— A  mounlainou*  Coanlry. 

'^U'a  diiattrta  upon  Ue  Rock  In  Ou  BaiJi-yroiHid, 

md  MMrtoo  br  htai  titeping. 

Car,  Thm  we  aAicted  BritoDsclimbfbrsafedea, 
^  la  aToid  our  dangers,  seek  deatructions ; 
1^  TC  awake  to  sorrows. — Oh,  thon  woman, 
"^  ^tat  for  advenities,  what  curaei 
Tlai  diy  belong  to  thy  improTideuce  1 
Ti  Brittnie,  by  thy  meana,  what  sad  millians 
l^nilowi' weepingeyes  !  The  strong  man's  valoar 
IW  kan  betrayed  to  fury,  the  child's  fornme 
T.  I...       i        .  ^  fricQ^  ■  ahoM  pietiei 


Tofev,  aodw 


M>U.i. 


And  I  ihall  hold  out  braTcly.— What  are  thoae, 
(Look,  Dnde,  look  '.}  those  multitudes  that  march 
They  come  npon  ns  stealing  by.  [there  ? 

Car.  I  see  'em  ; 
And  pr'ythee  be  not  fearfiiL 

Heaga.  Now  yon  hate  me  ; — 
'Would  1  were  dead  I 

Car.  Thou  knoweaC  I  lore  thee  dearly. 

Hengo.  Did  I  e'er  shrink  yet,  uncle?    Were 


la 

1  Bhoold  be  angry  with  you. 


d  Boldlon.  Kith  B 


Some  aoldier'g  body,  by  their  solemn  gestura. 
And  lad  aolemnities  ;  it  well  appears  too 

To  be  of  eminence Most  worthy  soldiera, 

Let  me  entreat  yonr  knowledge  to  ioform  me 
What  noble  body  that  is,  which  you  bear 
With  such  a  sad  and  ceremuiioui  grief. 
As  if  ye  meant  to  woo  the  world  and  nature 
To  he  ID  Love  with  death  ?     Moat  honounbte 
Eicellent  Romans,  by  your  ancient  valonn. 
As  ye  lore  fame,  resolve  me  1 
Sold.  "Ha  the  body 
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Of  the  great  captain  Penios,  by  himself 
Made  cold  and  spiritless. 

Car.  Oh,  stay,  ye  RomanSf 
By  the  religion  which  ye  owe  those  gods 
That  lead  ye  on  to  victories  !  by  those  glories 
Which  made  even  pride  a  virtae  in  ye  ! 

Drtu,  Stay.-— 
What's  thy  will,  Caratach  ? 

Car,  Set  down  the  body, 
The  body  of  the  noblest  of  all  Romans ; 
As  ye  expect  an  offering  at  your  graves 
From  yoar  friends'  sorrows,  set  it  do.wn  a-while, 
That  with  your  griefs  an  enemy  may  mingle, 
(A  noble  enemy,  that  loves  a  soldier) 
And  lend  a  tear  to  virtue !     Even  your  foes, 
Your  wild  foes,  as  you  called  us,  are  yet  stored 
With  fair  affections,  our  hearts  fresh,  our  spirits, 
Though  sometime  stubborn,  yet,  when  Virtue  dies, 
Soft  and  relenting  as  a  virgin's  prayers : 
Oh,  set  it  down  ! 

Drtu,  Set  down  the  body,  soldiers. 

Car.  Thou  hallowed  relic,  thou  rich  diamond, 
Cut  with  thine  own  dust;  thou,  for  whose  wide 

fame 
The  world  appears  too  narrow,  man's  all  thoughts, 
Had  they  all  tongues,  too  silent ;  thus  I  bow 
To  thy  most  hononr'd  ashes  !  Though  an  enemy, 
Yet  fHend  Xa  all  thy  worths,  sleep  peaceably  ; 
Happiness  crown  thy  soul,  and  in  thy  earth 
Some  laurel  fix  his  seat,  diere  grow  and  flourish. 
And  make  thy  grave  an  everlasting  triumph ! 
Farewell  all  glorious  wars,  now  thou  art  gone, 
And  honest  arms  adieu !     All  noble  battles, 
Maintain 'd  in  thirst  of  honour,  not  of  blood, 
Farewell  for  ever ! 

Hengo.  Was  thia  Roman,  uncle, 
So  good  a  man? 

Car,  Thou  never  knewest  thy  father. 

Hengo.  He  died  before  I  was  born. 

Car.  This  worthy  Roman 
Was  such  another  piece  of  endless  honour, 
Such  a  brave  soul  dwelt  in  him ;  their  proportions 
And  faces  were  not  much  unlike,  boy. — Excellent 

nature ! 
See  how  it  works  into  his  eyes  ! — mine  own  boy  I 

Hengo.  The  multitudes  of  these  men,  and  their 
fortunes, 
Could  never  make  me  fear  yet ;  one  man's  good« 
ness — 

Car.  Oh,  now  thou  pleasest  me ;  weep  still, 
my  child, 
As  if  thou  saw'st  me  dead  !  with  such  a  flux 
Or  flood  of  sorrow,  still  thou  pleasest  me. — 
And,  worthy  soldiers,  pray  receive  these  pledges. 
These  hatchments  of  our  griefs,  and  grace  us  lo 

much 
To  place  'em  on  his  hearse.    Now,  if  ye  please. 
Bear  off  the  noble  burden ;  raise  his  pile 
High  as  Olympus,  making  Heaven  to  wonder 
To  see  a  star  upon  earth  out-shining  theirs : 
And  ever^loved,  ever-living  be 
Thy  honour'd  and  most  sacred  memory  ! 

Drug.  Thou  hast  done  honestly,  good  Caratach ; 
And  when  thou  diest,  a  thousand  virtuous  Romans 
Shall  sing  thy  soul  to  Heaven. — Now  march  on, 
soldiers. 

lExeunt  JRamant.    A  dead  march. 

Car.  Now  dry  thine  eyes,  my  boy. 
Hengo.  Are  they  all  gone  } 
I  could  have  wept  this  hour  yet. 


Car.  Come,  take  cheer, 
And  raise  thy  spirit,  child ;  if  but  this  day 
Tliou  canst  bear  out  thy  faintness,  the  night  coming 
I'll  fashion  our  escape. 

Hengo.  Pray  fear  not  me ; 
Indeed  I  am  very  hearty. 

Car.  Be  so  still ; 
His  mischiefs  lessen,  that  controls  his  ill.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  U.—The  Roman  Camp. 

Enter  Pcriixiua. 

Pei.  What  do  1  ail,  i'  th'  name  of  Heaven  ?  I 

did  but  see  her, 
And  see  her  die ;  she  stinks  by  this  time  strongly, 
Abominably  stinks.     She  was  a  woman, 
A  thing  I  never  cared  for  ;  but  to  die  so. 
So  confidently,  bravely,  strongly — Oh,  Uie  devil, 
I   have  the  botsl— By  Heaven,   she  scorned  cs 

strangely, 
All  we  could  do,  or  durst  do ;  threaten'd  us 
With  such  a  noble  anger,  and  so  govem'd 
With  such  a  fiery  spirit — The  plain  bots  ! 
A  pox  upon  the  bots,  the  love-bots  1  Hang  me, 
Hang  me  even  out  o*  th'  way,  directly  hang  me  ! 
Oh,  penny  pipers,  and  most  painful  pennera 
Of  bountifiU  new  ballads,  what  a  subject 
^Vllat  a  sweet  subject  for  your  silver  sounds. 
Is  crept  upon  ye  ! 

Enter  Juwwu. 

Jun.  Here  he  is ;  have  at  him  !  ISings. 

She  set  the  bwoM  onto  lier  breast, 

Great  pity  it  was  to  see. 
That  three  drops  of  her  life-warm  blood, 
,  Ron  trickling  down  her  knee. 

Art  thou  there,  bonny  boy  ?    And  i*faith  how  dost 

thou? 
Pet.  Well,  gramercy ;  how  dost  thou  ? — He  has 

found  me, 
Scented  me  out ;  the  shame  the  devil  owed  me, 
He  has  kept  his   day  with. — And  what   news, 

Junius  ? 

Jun.  It  WHS  an  old  tale  ten  thousand  times  told. 
Of  a  young  lady  was  tum'd  into  mould. 
Her  life  was  lovely,  her  death  it  was  bold. 

Pet,  A  cruel  rogue.!  now  he  has  drawn  puranit 
on  me, 
He  hunts  me  like  a  devil. — No  more  singing ! 
Thou  hast  got  a  cold  :  Come,  let's  go  dnnk  some 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  [^ck,  boy. 

Pet.  Why  dost  thou  laugh  ? 
What  mare's  nest  hast  thou  found  r 

Jun,  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
I  cannot  laugh  alone : — Decius  !  Demetrius  I  I 

Curius  !-*oh,  my  sides !  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
The  strangest  jest ! 

Pet.  Pr'ythee  no  more. 

Jun.  The  admirablest  fooling  ! 

Pet.  Thou  art  the  prettiest  fellow ! 

Jun.  Sirs  ! 

Pet.  Why,  Junius, 
Pr'ythee,  away,  sweet  Juxuus? 

Jun.  Let  me  sing  then. 

Pet.  Whoa,  here's  a  stir,  now  !   Sing  a  song  o* 
tixpenoe  ! 
By  Heaven,  if — pr'ythee — ^pox  on't,  Jnniua  I 

Jun.  I  must  either  sing  or  laugh. 

Pet.  And  what's  your  reason  ? 
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Jun.  What's  that  to  you  ? 

Pet.  And  I  must  whistle. 

JuH.  Do  so. 
Oh,  I  hear  'em  coming. 

Pet,  I  have  a  little  business. 

Jun,  Thou  shalt  not  go,  believe  it :  What !  a 
gentleman 
Of  thy  sweet  conTersation  ? 

Pet.  Captain  Junius, 
Sweet  captain,  let  me  go  with  all  celerity ! 
Things  are  not  always  one  ;  and  do  not  question, 
Nor  jeer,  nor  gibe  :  None  of  your  doleful  ditties. 
Nor  your  sweet  conversation ;  you  wiU  find  then 
I  may  he  angered. 

Jun.  By  no  means,  Petillius  ; 
Anger  a  man  that  never  knew  passion  ? 
'Tis  most  impossible  :  A  noble  captain^ 
A  wise  and  generous  gentleman  ? 

Pet.  Tom  Puppy, 
Leave  this  way  to  abuse  me  !  I  have  found  you, 
Bat,  for  your  mother's  sake,  I  will  forgive  you. 
Your  subtile  understanding  may  discover. 
As  you  think,  some  trim  toy  to  make  you  merry. 
Some  straw  to  tickle  you ;  but  do  not  trust  to't ; 
You  are  a  young  man,  and  may  do  well ;  be  sober, 
Carry  yourself  discreetly. 

Enter  Dsctca,  Dsuktrius,  and  Cuaius. 

Jun.  Yes,  forsooth. 

Dem,  How  does  the  bmve  Petillius  ? 

Jtm.  Monstrous  merry. 
We  two  were  talking  what  a  kind  of  thing 
I  was  when  I  was  in  love ;  what  a  strange  monster 
For  little  boys  and  girls  to  wonder  at ; 
How  like  a  fool  I  l<M>ked  ! 

Dee.  So  they  do  all, 
like  great  dull  slavering  fools. 

Jun.  Petillius  saw  too. 

Pet.  No  more  of  this ;  'tis  scurvy ;  peace ! 

Jun.  How  nastily, 
Indeed  how  beastly,  all  I  did  became  me  ! 
How  1  forgot  to  blow  my  nose  !  There  he  stands. 
Ad  honest  and  a  wise  man ;  if  himself 
(1  dare  avouch  it  boldly,  for  I  know  it) 
Shoald  find  himself  in  love 

Pet.  1  am  angry. 

«^«a.  Surely  his  wise  self  would  hang  his  beastly 
self; 
His  understanding  self  so  mawl  his  ass  self 

Dec.  He's  bound  to  do  it ;  for  he  knows  the 
follies, 
"Hie  poverties,  and  baseness,  that  belongs  to't ; 
He  has  read  upon  the  reformations  long. 

Pet.  He  has  so. 

Jun,  'Tis  true,  and  he  must  do't :  Nor  is  it  fit 
Any  such  coward [indeed 

Pet.  You'll  leave  prating  ? 

Jun.  Should  dare  come  near  the  regiments, 
especially 
Those  curious  puppies  (for  believe  there  are  such) 
That-cmly  love  bdiaviours  :  Those  are  dog-whelps, 
Dwindle  away  because  a  woman  dies  well ; 
Commit  with  passions  only ;  fornicate 
With  the  firee  spirit  merely.  You,  Petillius, 
For  you  have  long  observed  the  world 
^  Pet.  Dost  thou  hear  ? 

ril  beat  thee  damnably  within  these  three  hours  ! 
Go  pray ;  may  be  I'll  kill  thee.    Farewell,  Jack- 
davrs  !  lExit  PictiLura. 

Dec  What  a  strange  thing  he's  grown  ! 


Jun,  I  am  glad  he  is  so  ; 
And  stranger  he  shaU  be  before  I  leave  him. 

Cur,  Is't  possible  her  mere  death 

Jun.  I  observed  him. 
And  found  him  taken,  infinitely  taken. 
With  her  bravery  ;  1  have  followed  him, 
And  seen  him  kiss  his  sword  since,  court  his 

A»bbard, 
Call  dying  dainty  dear,  her  brave  mind  mistress  ; 
Casting  a  thousand  ways  to  give  those  forms. 
That  he  might  lie  with  'em,  and  get  old  armours. 
He  had  got  me  o'  the  hip  once  ;  it  shall  go  hard. 
But  he  shall  find  his  own  coin.  [friends, 

Enter  Maccr. 

Dec,  How  now,  Macer  ? 
Is  Judas  yet  come  in  ? 

Enter  Judah. 

Macer,  Yes,  and  has  lost 
Most  of  his  men  too.  Here  he  is. 
Cur.  What  news  ? 
Judas,  I  have  lodged  him ;   rouse  him,  he  that 

dares  ! 
Dem.  Wliere,  Judas  ? 

Judas.  On  a  steep  rock  i'  th'  woods,  the  boy 
too  with  him ; 
And  there  he  swears  he'll  keep  his  Christmas, 

gentlemen, 
But  he  will  come  away  with  full  conditions. 
Bravely,  and  like  a  Briton.    He  paid  part  of  us ; 
Yet  I  think  we  fought  bravely  :  For  mine  own  part, 
•I  was  four  several  times  at  half-sword  with  him. 
Twice  stood  his  partizan  ;  but  the  plain  truth  is. 
He's  a  mere  devil,  and  no  man.     I'  th'  end,  he 

swinged  us. 
And  swinged  us  soundly  too  :  He  fights  by  witch- 
craft; 
Yet  for  all  that  I  saw  him  lodged. 

Jun.  Take  more  men. 
And  scout  him  round.     Macer,  march  you  along. 
Wliat  victuals  has  he  ? 

Judas,  Not  a  piece  of  biscuit, 
Not  so  much  as  will  stop  a  tooth,  nor  water 
More  than  they  make  themselves  :  They  lie 
Just  like  a  brace  of  bear-whelps,  close,  and  crafty, 
Sucking  their  fingers  for  their  food. 

Dec,  Cut  off  then 
All  hope  of  that  way  ;  take  sufficient  forces. 
Jun.  But  use  no  foul  play,  on  your  lives  !  that 
man 
That  does  him  mischief  by  deceit,  I'll  kill  him. 
Macer.  He  shall  have  fair  play  ;  he  deserves  it. 
Judas.  Hark  ye ! 
What  should  I  do  there  then  ?  You  are  brave  cap- 
tains. 
Most  valiant  men  :   Go  np  yourselves ;  use  virtue  ; 
See  what  will  come  on't ;  pray  the  gentleman 
To  come  down,  and  be  taken.  Ye  all  know  him, 
I  think  ye  have  felt  him  too :  There  ye  shall  find 

him. 
His  sword  by  his  side,  plums  of  a  pound  weight  by 

him. 
Will  make  your  chops  ache  :  You'll  find  it  a  more 

labour 
To  win  him  living,  than  climbing  of  a  crow's  next. 
Dec,  Away,  and  compass  him  ;  we  shall  come  up, 
I  am  sure,  within  these  two  hours.     Watch  him 
dose. 
Macer,  He  shall  flee  through  the  air,  if  he 
escape  us. 
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Jun,  What^s  this  loud  lamentation  ? 

{A  iod  noUe  vithin. 
Macer,  The  dead  body 
Of  the  great  Penins  is  new  come  to  th'  camp,  sir. 
Dem.  Dead  ? 

Macer.  By  himself,  they  say. 
Jun,  I  fear'd  that  fortune. 
Cur,  Peace  guide  him  up  to  Hearen ! 
Jun,  Away,  good  Macer. 

lExeunt  Macbb  and  Judas. 

Enter  Subtoniub,  Drubivs,  Rkgulub,  and  Petilmub. 

Suei,  If  thou  be'st  guilty, 
Some  sullen  plague,  thou  hat'st  most,  light  upon 
The  regiment  return  on  Junius ;  [thee  ! 

He  well  deserves  it. 

Pet.  Sol 

Suet-  Draw  out  three  companies, 
(Yours,  Decius,  Junius,  and  thou,  Petillius,)  [ 
And  make  up  instantly  to  Caratach  ; 
He's  in  the  wood  before  ye  :  We  shall  follow, 
After  due  ceremony  done  to  th'  dead, 
The  noble  dead.  Come,  let's  go  burn  the  ^ody. 

lExtunt  all  lut  PrriLLics. 

Pet.  The  regiment  g^yen  from  me  ?  disgraced 
In  love  too  with  a  trifle  to  abuse  me  ?       [openly  ? 
A  merry  world,  a  fine  world  !  served  seven  years 
To  be  an  ass  o'  both  sides  ?  sweet  Petillius, 
You  have  brought  your  hogs  to  a  fine  market  I 

You  are  wise,  sir. 
Your  honourable  brain-pan  full  of  crotchets. 
An  understanding  gentleman ;  your  projects 
Cast  with  assurance  ever  !;  Wouldst  not  thou  now 
Be  bang'd  about  the  pate,  Petillius  ? 
Answer  to  that,  sweet  soldier !  surely,  surely, 
I  think  you  would ;  pull'd  by  the  nose,  luck'd  ? 

Hang  thee, 
Thou  art  the  arrant' st  rascal !  Trust  thy  wisdom 
With  anything  of  weight  ?  the  wind  wi^  feathers ! 
Out,  you    blind    puppy  I   you    command  ?    you 

govern? 
Dig  for  a  groat  a-day,  or  serve  a  swine  herd, 
Too  noble  for  thy  nature  too  ! — I  must  up ; 
But  what  I  shall  do  there,  let  time  discover. 

IBxit. 
— ♦— 

SCENE  lU.—The  mountainmu  Cauntrff,  with 
the  Rock  in  the  Back-ground, 

Enter'MACEM  and  Judas,  with  meat  and  a  bottU. 

Macer,  Hang  it  o'  th'  side  o'  th'  rock,  as  though 
the  Britons 
Stole  hither  to  relieve  him :  Who  first  ventures 
To  fetch  it  off  is  ours.     I  cannot  see  him. 

Jud(u.  He  lies  close  in  a  hole  above,  I  know  it, 
Gnawing  upon  his  anger. — Ha  I  no ;  'tis  not  he. 
Macer,  'Tis  but  the  shaking  of  the  boughs. 
Judas,  Pox  shake  'em  i 
I  am  sure  they  shake  me  soundly. — There  I 
Macer.  *Tis  nothing. 

JudoM,  Make  no  noise;  if  he  stir,  a  deadly 
tempest 
Of  huge  stones  falls  upon  us.     'Tis  done !  away, 
close  !  lExeunt. 

Cabatach  appear*  on  the  roek. 

Car.  Sleep  still,  sleep  sweetly,  child;  'tis  all 

thou  feed'st  on ! 
No  gentle  Briton  near,  no  valiant  charity, 
To  bring  thee  food  ?  Poor  knave,  thou  art  tick, 

extreme  sick. 


Almost  grown  wild  for  meat ;  and  yet  thy  goodness 
Will  not  confess,  nor  shew  it.     All  the  woods 
Are  double  lined  with  soldiers ;  no  way  left  ns 
To  make  a  noble  'scape.     I'll  sit  down  by  thee, 
And,  when  thou  wak'st,  either  get  meat  to  save 

thee. 
Or  lose  my  life  i'  th'  purchase;  good  Gods  com- 
fort thee  1  [EjcU. 

Enter  below  Jitcius,  Diain,  Pamxirs,  and  Guide. 

Guide.  You  are  not  far  off  now,  sir. 

Jun.  Draw  the  companies 
The  closest  way  through  the  woods ;  we^ll  keep  on 
this  way. 

Guide.  I  will,  sir :  Half  a  furlong  more  you*Il 
come 
Within  the  sight  o'  th'  rock.     Keep  on  the  left 

side. 
You'll  be  discover'd  else  :  I'll  lodge  your  compa- 
In  the  wild  vines  beyond  ye.  [niea 

Dec,  Do  you  mark  him  ? 

ZPointinff  to  Paruxn's. 

Jun.  Yes,  and  am  sorry  for  him. 

Pet.  Junius, 
Pray  let  me  speak  two  words  with  you. 

Jun.  Walk  afore ; 
I'll  overtake  you  straight 

Dec.  I  will.  lErit. 

Jun.  Now,  captain  ? 

Pet,  You  have  oft  told  me,  you  bave  loved  me, 

Jun,  Most  sure  I  told  you  truth  then.  [Junius. 

Pet.  And  that  love 
Should  not  deny  me  sny  honest  thing. 

Jun.  It  shall  not. 

Pet.  Dare  you  swear  it  ? 
I  have  forgot  all  passages  between  us 
That  have  been  ill,  forgiven  too,  foi^t. 

Jun.  What  would  this  man  have  ? — By  the  gods, 
So  it  be  fit  to  grant  you.  [I  do,  sir, 

Pet,  'Tis  most  honest 

Jun.  Why,  then  I'U  do  it 

Pet.  Kill  me. 

Jun.  How  1 

Pet,  Pray  kill  me. 

Jun.  Kill  you  ? 

Pet,  Ay,  kill  me  quickly,  suddenly ; 
Now  kill  me. 

Jun.  On  what  reason  ?  You  amaze  me  ! 

Pet.  If  you  do  love  me,  kill  me;  ask  me  not  why: 
I  would  be  kill'd,  and  by  you. 

Jun.  Mercy  on  me  ! 
What  ails  this  man  ?  Petillius  ! 

Pet.  Pray  you  dispatch  me  ; 
You  are  not  jafe  whilst  I  live  :  I  am  dangerous. 
Troubled  extremely,  even  to  mischief,  Junius, 
An  enemy  to  all  good  men.    Fear  not ;  'tia  justice; 
I  shall  kill  you  else. 

Jun.  Tell  me  but  the  cause, 
And  I  wiU  do  it 

Pet.  I  am  disgraced,  my  service 
Slighted  and  unrewarded  by  the  general, 
My  hopes  left  wild  and  naked ;  besides  these, 
I  am  grown  ridiculous,  an  ass,  a  folly, 
I  dare  not  trust  myself  with :  Pr'ythee,  kill  me ! 

Jun.  All  these  may  be  redeem  d  as  easily 
As  you  would  heal  your  finger. 

Pet.  Nay 

Jun,  Stay,  I'll  do  it; 
You  shall  not  need  your  anger.  But  first,  Petilliui» 
You  shall  unarm  yourself ;  1  dare  not  trust 
A  man  so  bent  to  mischief. 
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PrI.  Ttme**  mj  sword,  [fff k>  vp  hli  mra. 

And  do  it  baodiomelj. 

Jim.  Yes,  I  will  kill  Ton. 
Bdieire  that  ccrtun  ;  but  firat  I'll  Imj  hetore  jon 
Tbe  numt  extmne  fiwl  fOa  hire  plsy'd  in  thig, 
The  honour  parptwed  fur  you,  the  great  houoor 
nc  gcBfral  iiiteEded  jon. 

J'tt.  How? 

yiM.  And  then  I'Q  kill  700, 
BccaoM  joa  ihall  die  misenible.     Know,  air, 
Tbt  resiment  wu  giien  me,  but  till  time 
Call'd  yoD  to  do  (onie  worthy  deed,  might  itop 
T)te  people's  ill  thoughti  of  you  for  lord  Peniua, 
T  iDcan  him  death.     Uow  lOon  thia  timers  come  to 
And  bsated  by  Suetonina!    "Go/'sayahe,    [you, 
"  Juuna  and  Decius,  and  go  thou,  Petillini," 
(IHstiDctly,  Ihoti,  PeliUiui.)  "  and  draw  up, 
To  take  atoat  Caratach  1"  There'a  the  deed  pur- 
A  deed  to  take  off  alt  faults,  or  all  natures  ;    [posed, 
■'And  Ihou,  FttUiiui."  mark  itl  there's  the  ho- 
Aod  that  done,  all  made  ereii.  [nour  ; 

PeL   SUy! 

Jkk.  No,  111  kin  yon. 
He  knew  the«  ^Molute,  and  fiill  in  ioldier. 
Daring  beyond  all  dangfra,  foand  thee  out. 
According  to  the  boldness  of  thy  spirit, 
A  sahject,  snch  ■  subject 

Pet.   Hark  70D,  Juuiosl 
I  will  litE  now. 

J«m.   By  no  meani.— Woo'd  thy  worth, 
HeU  tbee  by  the  chin  op,  as  thou  suuk'at,  and 

shewed  thee 
How  Boiunir  held  her  arms  out.     Come,  make 
SoKC  joo  »iU  die  an  asa.  [ready, 

Pti.  Thou  wilt  not  kill  me? 

Jam.  By  HeaTen,  bat  I  will,  air.     Ill  have  no 

Live  to  destroy  me  afterward.    Besides,  yoa  have 

HoBOor  enough ;  let  young  men  rise  now.     Nay, 

1  do  perceiTe  too  by  the  general,  (which  is 

Oae  main  eaose  you  shall  die,  howe'er  he  carry  it) 

Sorb  a  strong  doting  on  you,  that  I  fear 

YoQ  dial]  command  in  chief;  how  are  we  paid  then  ? 

tcoc,  if  you'll  pray,  dispatch  it. 

Pn.  Is  there  no  way  } 

Jam.  Not  any  way  to  lire. 

Pel.  I  wiU  do  anything, 
Bcdom  myielf  at  any  price  :  Good  Junius, 
Let  ne  hot  die  upon  the  rock,  but  offer 
My  lite  up  like  a  soldier  ! 

Jas.  You  will  seek  thenj 
To  oetdo  erery  man. 

Pit  Beliere  it,  Junius, 
To*  shall  go  atroke  by  stroke  with  me, 

/■a.  You'll  IcsTe  off  too, 
A>  yaa  are  noUe,  and  a  soldieT, 


I  feel  I  cuuiot  stay  long ;  yet  I'll  fetch  it. 

To  keep  your  noble  life.  Uncle,  I  am  hesirt-whole. 

And  would  live. 

Car.  ThoD  shalt,  long  I  hope. 

Hengo.  But  my  head,  uncle ! 
Melbinks  the  rock  goes  round. 

EMrr  Hicaa  ami  Jinus  Mow,  inut  ilamd  apart. 

Macer.  Mark  'em  well,  Judas. 

Judat.  Peace,  ss  yon  love  your  life  ! 

Hengo.  Do  not  you  hear 
Hie  noise  of  beUs  ? 

Car.  Of  bells,  boy?  'Tis  thy  fancy; 
Alas,  thy  body's  full  of  wind, 

Hengo.  Methiaks,  air. 
They  ring  a  strange  sad  knell,  a  preparation 
To  aome  near  fuoenil  of  state  :  Nay,  weep  not. 
Mine  own  sweet  ancle  1  you  will  kill  me  looner. 

Car.  Oh,  my  poor  chicken  ! 

Hengo.  Fy,  faint-hearted  ancle  1 
Come,  tie  me  in  your  belt,  and  let  me  down. 

Car.  I'U  go  myHilf,  boy. 

HenffO.  No,  as  yoa  love  me,  uncle  ! 
I  will  DDl  est  it,  if  I  do  not  fetch  it ; 
The  danger  only  I  desire ;  pray  tie  me  ! 

Car.  I  will,  and  all  my  care  hang  o'er  thee ! 
Come,  child, 
My  valiant  child  I  [^''  Hamw  dmen  it  *i'  I"!!- 

Hengo.  Let  roe  down  apace,  nncle. 
And  you  shall  see  how  like  a  daw  I'll  whip  it 
From  all  their  polides  ;  for  'tis  most  certain 
A  Roman  train  :  And  you  must  bald  me  sure  too, 
Yoa'U  spoil  all  else.  When  I  have  brought  it,  ancle, 
We'U  be  as  merry 

Car.  Go,  i'  th'  name  of  HeaTen,  boy ! 

Hengo.  Quick,  quick,  uncle  !   I  have  it — Oh  t 
[JvtuaiJtooU  BaHso. 

Car.  What  ul'st  thou  } 

Hengo.  Oh,  my  best  uncle,  I  am  alain  < 

Cor.  I  sea  yoa, 
lICiRjiucB  kllU  Junss  viU  a  itatu,  and  driHti  up 

And  Hearen  direct  my  hand  1 — Destruction 

Go  with  thy  coward  soul! — How  dost  thou,  boy? — 

Oh,  villain,  pocky  villain  I 

Hengo.  Oh,  nncte,  uncle. 
Oh,  how  it  pricks  me  (am  1  preserved  for  this  i) 
Extremely  pricks  me  I 

Car.  Coward,  rascal  coward  1 
Dogs  eat  (by  SeBh  •. 

Hengo.  Ob,  I  bleed  hard;  I  faint  too;  ontnpon't, 
How  sick  I  am  ! — The  lean  rogue,  ancle  ! 

Car,  Look,  boy; 
I  have  laid  him  sure  enongb. 

Htngt.  Haie  you  knock'd  his  brains  out  ? 

Car.  I  vrarrant  thee  for  stirring  more :  Cheer 
up,  child. 

Hengo.  Hold  my  sides  hard  ;  stop,  stop ;  oh, 
wretched  fortune. 
Must  ire  part  thus  ?  Sdll  I  grow  sicker,  uncle. 

Car.  Heaven  look  upon  this  noble  child  ! 

Hengo.  I  once  hoped 
I  should  have   lived  to  have  met  these  bloody 


Car.  Thou  shalt  live  still,  I  hope,  boy.    Shall  I 

draw  it? 
Heago.  Yoa  draw  away  my  soul  then ;  I  would 
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A  littie  longer,  (spare  roe,  Heavens  !)  but  only 
To  thank  you  for  your  tender  love  !  Good  uncle, 
Good  noble  uncle,  weep  not ! 

Car.  Oh,  my  chicken, 
My  dear  boy«  what  shall  I  lose  ? 

Hengo,  Wliy,  a  child. 
That  must  have  died  however;  had  this  'scaped  me. 
Fever  or  famine 1  was  bom  to  die,  sir. 

Car,  But  thus  unblown,  my  boy  ? 

Hengo,  I  go  the  straighter 
My  journey  to  the  gods.     Sure  I  shall  know  you 
When  you  come,  uncle  ? 

Car,  Yes,  boy. 

Hengo.  And  I  hope 
We  shall  enjoy  together  that  great  blessedness 
You  told  me  of. 

Car,  Most  certain,  child. 

Hengo.  I  grow  cold  ;    • 
Mine  eyes  are  going. 

Car,  Lift  'em  up  ! 

Hengo,  Ftrj  for  me  ; 
And,  noble  uncle,  when  my  bones  are  ashes, 
Think  of  your  little  nephew !  Mercy  ! 

Car,  Mercy! 
You  blessed  angels,  take  him ! 

Hengo,  Kiss  me  !  so. 
Farewell,  farewell  1  IDiti. 

Car.  Farewell  the  hopes  of  Britain ! 
Thou  royal  graft,  farewell  for  ever ! — Time  and 

Death, 
Ye  have  done  your  worst.    Fortune,  now  see,  now 

proudly 
Ruck  off  thy  veil,  and  view  thy  triumph :  Look, 
Look  what  thou  hast  brought  this  land  to. — Oh, 

fair  flower. 
How  lovely  yet  thy  ruins  shew,  how  sweetly 
Even  death  embraces  thee  !  The  peace  of  Heaven, 
The  fellowship  of  all  great  souls,  be  with  thee  ! 

Enter  Pxtiluvb  and  Junius,  on  the  rock. 

Ha !  Dare  ye,  Romans  ?  Ye  shall  win  me  bravely. 
Thou'rt  mine !  iFigkt. 

Jun,  Not  yet,  sir. 

Car,  Breathe  ye,  ye  poor  Romans, 
And  come  up  all,  with  all  your  ancient  valours  ; 
Like  a  rough  wind  I'll  shake  your  souls,  and  send 
'em 


Enter  Sdbtokius,  and  all  the  Roman  Captains. 

Suet.  Yield  thee,  bold  Caratach!  By  all  the  gods, 
As  I  am  soldier,  as  I  envy  thee, 
I'll  use  thee  like  thyself,  the  valiant  Briton. 

Pet.  Brave  soldier,  yield,  thou  stock  of  arms 
and  honour, 
Thou  filler  of  the  world  with  fame  and  glory  I 

Jun.  Most  worthy  man,  we'll  woo  thee,  be  thy 
prisoners. 

Suet.  Excellent  Briton,  do  me  but  that  honour. 
That  more  to  me  than  conquests,  that  true  happi- 
ness, 
To  be  my  friend ! 

Car.  Oh,  Romans,  see  what  hfere  is ! 
Had  this  boy  lived 

Suet.  For  fame's  sake,  for  thy  sword's  sake. 
As  thou  desirest  to  build  thy  virtues  greater ! 
By  all  that's  excellent  in  man,  and  honest 

Car,  I  do  believe.    Ye  have  bad  me  a  brave 
foe; 
Make  me  a  noble  friend,  and  from  your  goodness. 
Give  this  boy  honourable  earth  to  lie  in  ! 

Suet.  He  shall  have  fitting  funeral. 

Car.  I  yield  then  ; 
Not  to  your  blows,  but  your  brave  courtesies. 

Pet.  Thus  we  conduct  then  to  the  arms  of  peace 
The  wonder  of  the  world ! 

Suet.  Thus  I  embrace  thee  ;  IFlovHsh. 

And  let  it  be  no  flattery  that  I  tell  thee. 
Thou  art  the  only  soldier  I 

Car.  How  to  thank  ye, 
I  must  hereafter  find  upon  your  usage. 
I  am  for  Rome  } 

Suet.  You  must. 

Car.  Then  Rome  shall  know 
The  man  that  makes  her  spring  of  glory  gr<rw. 

Suet.  Petillitts,  you  have  shewn  much  worth  this 
day, 
Redeem'd  much  error ;  you  have  my  love  again ; 
Preserve  it. — Junius,  with  you  I  make  him 
Equal  in  the  regiment. 

Jun.  The  elder  and  the  nobler ; 
I  will  give  place,  sir. 

Suet,  You  shew  a  friend's  soul. 
March  on,  and  through  the  camp,  in  every  tongue. 
The  virtues  of  great  Caratach  be  sung  I      lExeunt. 
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DEDICATION    OF   THE    FIRST    EDITION,    1613. 


TO   mS   MANY   WAYS  ENDEARED   FRIEND 

I  MASTER  ROBERT  KEYSAR. 

flOt—Tlils  unfortunate  child,  who,  In  eight  days,  (ae  lately  I  have  learned,)  was  b^ot  and  bom,  toon  after  was,  by 
hi§pareBt>,  (perhaps,  because  he  was  so  unlike  his  brethren,)  exposed  to  the  wide  world,  who,  for  want  of  Judgment, 
oraot  ondenUnding  the  privy  mark  of  ironp  about  it,  (which  showed  it  was  no  oiTspring  of  any  vulgar  brain,)  utterly 
ffjectedit:  » that,  for  want  of  acceptance,  it  was  even  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost,  and  was  in  danger  to  have  been 
Katboned  in  perpetual  oblivion,  if  you  (out  of  your  direct  antipathp  to  ingratitude)  had  not  been  moved  both  to 
tu\tn  and  cherish  it :  wherein  I  must  needs  commend  both  your  judgment,  understanding,  and  singular  love  to  good 
«it>;  Yott  afterwards  sent  it  to  me,  yet,  being  an  infant  and  somewliat  ragged,  I  have  fostered  it  privately  in  my  bosom 
tfc«B>e  two  yean,  and  now,  to  show  my  love,  return  it  to  you,  clad  in  good  lasting  clothes,  which  scarce  memory  will 
««&r  oat,  and  able  to  speak  for  itself ;  and  withal,  as  it  telleth  me,  desirous  to  try  his  fortune  in  the  world,  where,  if 
vet  it  b«  welcome,  father,  foster-father,  nurse,  and  child,  all  have  their  desired  end.  If  it  be  slighted  or  traduced,  it 
l»fa  his  father  will  b^et  him  a  younger  brother,  who  shall  revenge  his  quarrel,  and  challenge  the  world  either  of 
<^  and  merely  literal  interpretation,  or  illiterate  misprision.  Perhaps  it  will  be  thought  of  the  race  of  Don  Quixote  ; 
*e  hoUi  may  eonfldently  swear  it  is  his  elder  above  a  year ;  and,  therefore,  may  (by  virtue  of  his  birthright)  challenge 
tbewall  of  him.  I  doubt  not  but  they  will  meet  in  their  adventures,  and  I  hope  the  breaking  of  one  staff  will  make 
tb<a  frieDda;  and  perhaps  they  will  combine  themselves,  and  travel  through  the  world  to  seek  their  adventures.  60  I 
i  him  to  hia  good  fortune,  and  myself  to  your  love.  Your  assured  friend,  W,  B. 


TO    THE    READERS    OF    THIS    COMEDY. 
[From  the  Second  Edition,  1635.] 

GK«Ti.Binir,  the  world  Is  so  nice  in  these  our  times,  that  for  apparel  there  is  no  fashion  ;  for  music  (which  is  a 
ore  vt,  Uioiigh  now  aUgfated)  no  instnunent ;  for  diet,  none  but  the  French  kickshaws  that  are  delicate ;  and  for 
Fi*r^  i»  inventitm  bnt  that  which  now  runneth  an  invective  way,  touching  some  particular  persons,  or  else  It  is 
oatemaed  before  it  la  thoroughly  understood.  This  is  all  that  I  have  to  say,  that  the  author  had  no  intent  to  wrong 
Kj  one  fa  this  oomedy ;  but,  as  a  iperry  passage,  here  and  there  interlaced  it  with  delight,  which  he  hopes  will  please 
iB,aadbshBrtfii]  to  none. 


PROLOGUE, 

PKOM   THE   8BCOND    EDITION. 


Wins  the  bee  can  rack  no  honey,  she  leaves  her  sting  behind ;  and  where  the  bear  cannot  find  origanum  to  heal 
^  pief.  he  blaateih  all  the  other  leaves  with  his  breath.  We  fear  it  is  like  to  fare  so  with  us ;  that,  seeing  you  cannot 
t«v  from  our  labonrs  sweet  content,  you  leave  behind  you  a  sour  mislike,  and  with  open  reproach  blame  our  good 
^^"uag,  because  you^cannot  reap  the  wonted  mirth.  Our  intent  was  at  this  time  to  move  inwartl  delight,  not  outward 
IsJrtBOi :  and  to  breed  (if  it  might  be)  soft  smiling,  not  loud  laughing ;  knowing  it,  to  tlie  wise,  to  be  a  great  pleasure 
^  bear  coauel  mixed  with  wit,  as  to  the  foolish,  to  have  sport  mingled  with  rudeness.  They  were  banished  the  theatre 
^  AUmiu,  and  from  Rome  hissed,  tiiat  brought  parasites  on  the  stage,  with  apish  actions,  or  fools  with  uncivil  habits, 
*7QeiiiitEaos  with  Iminodest  words.  We  have  endeavoured  to  be  as  far  from  unseemly  speeches,  to  make  your  ears 
f^^«.  M  we  hope  yoa  will  be  tne  from  imUnd  reports,  or  mistaking  the  author's  intention,  who  never  aimed  at  any  one 
r^'^Kubr  in  tUa  play,  to  make  our  cheeks  blush.    And  thus  I  leave  it,  and  thee  to  thhue  own  censure,  to  like  or  dislike. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSON.E. 


sitting  below  amidst 
the  Spectators, 


Spkakxr  of  thk  Pboloouk, 

The  CmsKN, 

TheCitiEon'sWiPB, 

Ralph,  his  Apprentice^ 

Ybntkrwbls,  a  rich  Merchant,  Father  ^  Luck. 

Jaspsb,  his  Apprentice. 

Mastkr  Humphrbv,  a  Friend  to  (he  Merchant. 

OldMastsrMkiirtthouoht,  Father  <if  J aspkh  and 

MiCHAKL. 

MfCHARL,  Second  Son  nf  Mistress  Mbrrvtrouoht. 

Tim,  acting  as  Squire  ) 

Gboror,  acting  at  Dwarf  )  '^ 

Host. 

Barber. 


Ralph. 


Tapster. 

Three  supposed  Knights. 

A  Captain. 

WiLLLAM  HAMRRTOlf. 

GaoROR  Grrknooosb. 

SefKcant. 

Soldiers. 

Boy,  that  danceth  and  singeth. 

LucB,  the  Merchant's  Daughter,  beUved  q/",  and 

loving  Jaspbr. 
HisTRBss  Mbrrythouort,  JABPBR'a  Mother. 
Woman  Captive. 
FoMPioNA,  Princess  qf  Moldavia, 


SCENE, — London,  and  thr  mkiobbodrivo  Country,  kxcicptino  Act  IY.,  Scsnk  II., 

WURRR  IT  18  IN  MoLOATU. 


INDUCTION. 


Enter  Speaker  of  the  Prologuo.  The  Citiien,  his  Wife, 
and  Ralph,  sitting  below  the  stage  among  the  Spectators. 
Several  Gentlemen  sittir^  upon  the  Stage. 

Prologise.  From  all  that**  near  the  court,  from 
all  thafs  ffreat 
Within  the  compass  qfthe  city-walls. 
We  now  have  brought  our  scene 

Citizen  leaps  upon  the  Stage. 

Cit,  Hold  your  peace,  goodman  boy  ! 

Prol.  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 

Cit.  That  yoa  have  no  good  meaning :  This  seven 
years  there  hath  been  plays  at  this  house,  I  have 
observed  it,  you  have  still  girds  at  citizens;  and 
now  you  call  your  play,  **  The  London  Merchant." 
Down  with  your  title,  boy,  down  with  your  title  ! 

Prol.  Are  you  a  member  of  the  noble  city  ? 

Cit.  I  am. 

Prol.  And  a  freeman  ? 

Cit.  Yea,  and  a  grocer. 

Prol.  So,  grocer ;  then,  by  your  sweet  favour, 
we  intend  no  abuse  to  the  city. 

Cit.  No,  sir  ?  yes,  sir ;  if  you  were  not  resolved 
to  play  the  Jacks,  what  need  you  study  for  new 
subjects,  purposely  to  abuse  your  betters  ?  Why 
could  not  you  be  contented,  as  well  as  others, 
with  the  legend  of  Whittington,  or  the  Life  and 
Death  of  Sir  Thomas  Greshvn,  with  the  building 
of  the  Royal  Exchange  ?  or  the  story  of  Queen 
Eleanor,  with  the  rearing  of  London-Bridge  upon 
woolsacks  ? 

Prol.  You  seem  to  be  an  understanding  man  ; 
what  would  you  have  us  do,  sir  ? 

Cit.  Why,  present  something  notably  in  honour 
of  the  commons  of  the  city. 

Prol.  Why,  what  do  you  say  to  the  Life  and 
Death  of  fat  Drake,  or  the  Repairing  of  Fleet 
Privies? 

Cit.  I  do  not  like  that ;  but  I  will  have  a  citizen, 
and  he  shall  be  of  my  own  trade. 

Prol.  Oh,  you  should  have  told  us  your  mind  a 
month  since  ;  our  play  is  ready  to  begin  now. 

Cit.  Tis  all  one  for  that ;  I  will  have  a  grocer, 
and  he  shall  do  admirable  things. 

Prol.  What  will  you  have  him  do? 


Cit.  Marry,  I  will  have  him 

Wife.  IBelow.]  Husband,  husband ! 

Ralph.  lBelow,'\  Peace,  mistress  ! 

Wife.  Hold  thy  peace,  Ralph ;  I  know  what  I 
do,  I  warrant  thee.     Husband,  husband  ! 

Cit.  What  say'st  thou,  cony  ? 

Wife.  Let  him  kill  a  lion  with  a  Pestle,  bus- 
band  !  let  him  kill  a  lion  with  a  Pestle ! 

Cit.  So  he  shall :  I'll  have  him  kill  a  lion  with 
a  Pestle. 

Wife.  Husband  1  shall  I  come  up,  husband  ? 

Cit.  Ay,  cony. — Ralph,  help  your  mistress  this 
way.— Pray,  gentlemen,  make  her  a  little  room. 
I  pray  you,  sir,  lend  me  your  hand  to  help  up  my 
wife :  I  thank  you,  sir ;  so ! 

[Wife  comes  upon  the  Stage. 

Wife.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen  all!  I'm  some- 
thing troublesome !  I'm  a  stranger  here ;  I  was 
ne'er  at  one  of  these  plays,  as  they  say,  before ; 
but  I  should  have  seen  Jane  Shore  once ;  and  my 
husband  hath  promised  me  any  time  this  twelve- 
month, to  carry  me  to  the  Bold  Beauchamps,  but 
in  truth  he  did  not.    I  pray  you  bear  with  me. 

Cit.  Boy,  let  my  wife  and  I  have  a  couple  of 
stools,  and  then  begin ;  and  let  the  grocer  do  rare 
things.  IStools  are  brought,  and  theif  sit  down. 

Prol.  But,  sir,  we  have  never  a  boy  to  play  him : 
Every  one  hath  a  part  already. 

Wife.  Husband,  husband,  for  Grod's  sake,  let 
Ralph  play  him :  Beshrew  me,  if  I  do  not  think  he 
will  go  beyond  them  all. 

Cit.  Well  remember'd,  wife.— Come  up,  Ralph  ! 
I'll  tell  yon,  gentlemen  ;  let  them  but  lend  him  a 
suit  of  reparrel,  and  necessaries,  and,  by  g^d,  if 
any  of  them  all  blow  wind  in  the  tail  on  him,  I'll 
be  hanged.  [Ralph  comes  on  the  Stage. 

Wife.  1  pray  yon,  youth,  let  him  have  a  suit  of 
reparrel !  I'll  be  sworn,  gentlemen,  my  husband 
tells  you  true :  He  will  act  you  sometimes  at  our 
house,  that  all  the  neighbours  cry  out  on  him  ;  he 
will  fetch  you  up  a  couraging  part  so  in  the  garret, 
that  we  are  all  as  feared  I  warrant  you,  that  we 
quake  again.  We'll  fear  our  children  with  him ; 
if  they  be  never  so  unruly,  do  but  cry,  **  Ralph 
comes,  Ralph  comes,"  to  them,  and  they'll  be  as 


iowlueb  mrj^boar  hath  b«en  all  m;  profit;' 
1  bin  nol  loit  in  bugsiD,  nor  delighted 
To  war  jour  honect  gaios  upon  my  bacli ; 
Nor  haw  1  giien  ■  pcDsion  to  my  blood. 
Or  Urithly  in  pl«j  comumed  jour  Mock  : 
TWd,  ud  the  miMrici  that  do  attend  them. 
1  im  with  innocence  proclaim  are  stnogen 


Jatp.  Struck,  and  atmck  dead,  unleas  the  remedj 
Be  full  of  speed  and  nrtue ;  I  am,  now, 
What  I  expected  long,  no  more  youi  father' i, 

/.UM.  Bat  mine? 

Jaip.  But  youra,  and  onlj  joan,  I  am ; 
That's  all  1  have  to  keep  me  from  the  atatate. 
Yon  dare  be  constant  atill  I 
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Luee,  Ohf  fear  me  not ! 
In  this  I  dare  be  better  than  a  woman. 
Nor  shall  his  anger  nor  hia  offers  move  me. 
Were  they  both  equal  to  a  prince's  power. 

J€up.  You  know  my  rival  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  and  love  him  dearly ; 
Even  aa  I  love  an  ague,  or  foul  weather  : 
I  pr'ythee,  Jasper ,  fear  him  not ! 

J  asp.  Oh,  no ; 
I  do  not  mean  to  do  him  so  much  kindness. 
But  to  our  own  desires  :  You  know  the  plot 
We  both  agreed  on  ? 

Luce,  Yes,  and  wiU  perform 
My  part  exactly. 

Jasp.  I  desire  no  more.  * 

Farewell,  and  keep  my  heart ;  'tis  yours. 

Luce.  I  take  it ; 
He  must  do  mirades,  makes  me  forsake  it. 

[JElreunf. 

''  CU.  Fy  upon  'em,  little  infidels  !  what  a  mat- 
ter's here  now?  Well,  I'll  be  hang'd  for  a  half- 
penny, if  there  be  not  some  abomination  knavery 
in  this  play.  Well ;  let  'em  look  to't ;  Ralph 
must  come,  and  if  there  be  any  tricks  a-brewing — 

'*  W\fe.  Let  'em  brew  and  bake  too,  husbautid, 
a'  God's  name  ;  Ralph  will  find  all  out.  I  warrant 
you,  an  they  were  older  than  they  are. — I  pray,  my 
pretty  youth,  is  Ralph  ready  ? 

'*  Boy.  He  will  b«  presently. 

*'  W\fe,  Now,  I  pray  you,  make  my  commenda- 
tions unto  him,  and  widial,  carry  him  this  stick  of 
liquorice ;  tell  him  his  mistress  sent  it  him  ;  and 
bid  him  bite  a  piece;  'twill  open  his  pipes  the 
better,  say."  lExH  Boy. 

Enter  Vbrtsrwxls  ami  Master  Humphrey. 

Vent.  Come,  sir,  she's  yours;  upon  my  faith, 
she's  yours ; 
You  have  my  hand  :  for  other  idle  lets, 
Between  your  hopes  and  her,  thus  with  a  wind 
They  are  scattered,  and  no  more.      My  wanton 

prentice. 
That  like  a  bladder  blew  himself  with  love, 
I  have  let  out,  and  sent  him  to  discover 
New  masters  yet  unknown. 

Hum.  I  thank  you,  sir, 
Indeed  I  thank  you,  sir ;  and,  ere  I  stir, 
It  shall  be  known,  however  you  do  deem, 
I  am  of  gentle  blood,  and  gentle  seem. 

Vent,  Oh,  sir,  I  know  it  certain. 

Hum,  Sir,  my  friend, 
Although,  as  writers  say,  all  things  have  end. 
And  that  we  call  a  pudding  hath  his  two. 
Oh,  let  it  not  seem  strange,  I  pray  to  you, 
If  in  this  bloody  simile  I  put 
My  love,  more  endless  than  frail  things  or  gut. 

'*  Wife,  Husband,  I  pr'ythee,  sweet  lamb,  tell 
me  one  thing ;  but  tell  me  truly. — Stay,  youths,  I 
beseech  you,  till  I  question  my  husband. 

"  at.  What  is  it,  mouse  } 

"  Wife,  Sirrah,  didst  thou  ever  see  a  prettier 
child  ?  how  it  behaves  itself,  I  warrant  ye  I  and 
speaks  and  looks,  and  perts  up  the  head  !  I  pray 
you,  brother,  with  your  favour,  were  you  never 
none  of  Master  Moncaster's  scholars  ? 

<*  Cit,  Chicken,  I  pr'ythee  heartily  contain  thy- 
self; the  childer  are  pretty  childer;  but  when 
Ralph  comes,  lamb 

'*  W}fe.  Ay,  when  Ralph  comes,  cony  ! — Well, 
my  youth,  you  may  proceed." 


Vent.  Well,  sir;  you  know  my  love,  and  rest,  I 
hope, 
Assured  of  my  consent ;  get  but  my  daughter's, 
And  wed  her  when  you  please.  You  must  be  bold, 
And  clap  in  close  unto  her ;  come,  I  know 
You  have  language  good  enough  to  win  a  wench. 

''  W^e.  A  whoreson  tyrant !  'hath  been  an  old 
stringer  in  his  days,  I  warrant  him  ! " 

Hum.  I  take  your  gentle  offer,  and  withal 
Yield  love  again  for  love  reciprocal. 

Vent,  What,  Luce  !  within  there  ! 


Enter  Luce. 

Luce,  Call'd  you,  sir  ? 

Vent,  I  did ; 
Give  entertainment  to  this  gentleman ; 
And  see  you  be  not  froward. — To  her,  sir ! 
My  presence  will  but  be  an  eye-sore  to  you. 

lExit. 

Hum,  Fair  mistress  Luce,  how  do  yon  ?  are  you 
well? 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  then  I  pray  yon  tell 
How  doth  your  little  sister,  and  your  brother  ? 
And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  other  ? 

Luce.  Sir,  these  are  quickly  answered. 

Hum,  So  they  are, 
Where  women  are  not  cruel.  But  how  far 
Is  it  now  distant  from  the  place  we  are  in, 
Unto  that  blessed  place,  your  father's  warren  ? 

Luce.  What  males  you  think  of  that,  sir  ? 

Hum,  Even  that  face ; 
For  stealing  rabbits  whilome  in  that  place, 
God  Cupid,  or  the  keeper,  I  know  not  whether. 
Unto  my  cost  and  charges. brought  you  thither, 
And  there  began 

Luce.  Your  game,  sir  ? 

Hum,  Let  no  game, 
Or  anything  that  tendeth  to  the  same, 
Be  ever  more  remember'd,  thou  fair  killer, 
For  whom  I  sate  me  down  and  brake  my  tiller. 

"  W\fe.  There's  a  kind  gentleman,  I  warrant 
you ;  when  will  you  do  as  much  for  me,  Geoige  ? " 

Ltice.  Beshrew  me,  sir,   I'm  sorry  for  your 
losses; 
But,  as  the  proverb  says,  '  I  cannot  cry ; ' 
I  would  you  had  not  seen  me ! 

Ham,  So  would  I, 
Unless  you  had  more  maw  to  do  me  good. 

Luce,  Why,   cannot  this  strange    passion   be 
withstood  ? 
Send  for  a  constable,  and  raise  the  town. 

Hum,  Oh,  no,  my  valiant  love  will  batter  down 
Millions  of  constables,  and  put  to  flight 
Even  that  great  watch  of  Midsummer-day  at  night,  j 

Luee,  Beshrew  me,  sir,  'twere  good  I  yielded 
then; 
Weak  women  cannot  hope,  where  valiant  men 
Have  no  resistance. 

Hum,  Yield  then ;  I  am  full 
Of  pity,  though  I  say  it,  and  can  puU 
Out  of  my  pocket  thus  a  pair  of  gloves. 
Look,  Lucy,  look ;  the  dog's  tooth,  nor  the  dove'Sf 
Are  not  so  white  as  these ;  and  sweet  they  be, 
And  whipt  about  with  silk,  as  you  may  see. 
If  you  desire  the  price,  shoot  from  your  eye 
A  beam  to  this  place,  and  yon  shall  espy 
F  Si  which  is  to  say,  my  sweetest  honey, 
They  cost  me  three  and  two-pence,  or  no  money. 

L%Aee.  Well,  sir,  I  take  them  kindly,  and  I  thank 
What  would  you  more  ?  [you : 


Ivunoljoa;  nuke  chimnici  a' yoiii' bcea  !"       I  furnisheJ  of  his  aqnire  and  dwuf .'  MjelderproD- 
I  ticeTim  ghsllbe  mflTnity  aqoire,  and  littleGeoi^ 

t I  mydwuf.   HcDce,  mf  blue  RproD  I  Yet,in  remem- 

'  bnnce  of  mj  fonDir  trade,  upon  mf  ahield  (hall  be 
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poartrajed  a  Burning  Pestle,  and  I  will  be  called 
the  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle. 

•*  W^e.  Nay,  I  dare  swear  thou  wilt  not  forget 
thy  old  trade  ;  thou  wert  ever  meek/' 

Ralph,  Tim  ! 

Tim.  Anon. 

Ralph,  My  beloved  squire,  and  George  my 
dwarf,  I  charge  you  that  from  henceforth  you 
never  call  me  by  any  other  name,  but  the  Right 
courteous  and  valiant  Knigfit  of  the  Burning 
Pestle;  and  that  you  never  call  any  female  by  the 
name  of  a  woman  or  wench,  but  fair  lady^  if  she 
have  her  desires  ;  if  not,  distressed  damsel;  that 
you  call  all  forests  and  heaths,  desarts,  and  all 
horses,  palfries  I 

**  Wife,  This  is  very  fine ! — 'Faith,  do  the  gen- 
tlemen like  Ralph,  think  you,  husband  ? 

**  Cit,  Ay,  I  warrant  thee ;  the  players  would 
give  all  the  shoes  in  their  shop  for  him." 

Ralph,  My  beloved  squire  Tim,  stand  out :  Ad- 
mit this  were  a  desart,  and  over  it  a  knight-errant 
pricking,  and  I  should  bid  yon  enquire  of  his  intents, 
what  would  you  say  ? 

Tim,  *  Sir,  my  master  sent  me  to  know  whither 
you  are  riding  ? ' 

Ralph,  No  !  thus ;  *  Fair  sir !  the  Right  cour- 
teous and  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle 
commanded  me  to  enquire  upon  what  adventure 
you  are  bound,  whether  to  relieve  some  distressed 
damsels,  or  otherwise/ 

*'  Cit,  Whoreson  blockhead,  cannot  remember ! 

'*  Wife,  I'faith,  and  Ralph  told  him  on't  before; 
all  the  gentlemen  heard  him ;  did  he  not,  gentle- 
men ?  did  not  Ralph  tell  him  on't  ? '' 

George.  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of 
the  Burning  Pestle,  here  is  a  distressed  damsel,  to 
have  a  hal^nny- worth  of  pepper. 

"  Wife,  That's  a  good  boy !  see,  the  little  boy 
can  hit  it:  by  my  troUi,  it's  a  fine  child." 

Ralph,  Relieve  her  with  all  courteous  language. 
Now  shut  up  shop ;  no  more  my  'prentice,  but 
My  trusty  squire  and  dwarf.    I  must  bespeak 
My  shield,  and  arming  Pestle. 

*'  Cit,  Go  thy  ways,  Ralph !  As  I  am  a  true 
man,  thou  art  the  best  on  'em  aU. 

**  Wife,  Ralph,  Ralph! 

'*  Ralph,  What  say  you,  mistress  ? 

**  Wife.  I  pr'ythee  come  again  quickly,  sweet 
Ralph. 

'*  Ralph.  Bye-and-bye."  LEstt, 


SCENE  III^— ^  Room  in  Mb&rtthouobt'b 

House, 

Enter  Jabpbr  and  Mrs.  MntavTBOUOHT. 

Mrs,  Mer,  Give  thee  my  blessing  ?  No,  I'll 
ne'er  give  thee  my  blessing ;  I'll  see  thee  hang'd 
first ;  it  shall  ne>r  be  said  I  gave  thee  my  blessing : 
Thou  art  thy  father's  own  son,  of  the  right  blood 
of  the  Merrythoughts ;  I  may  curse  the  time  that 
e'er  I  knew  thy  father ;  he  hath  spent  all  his  own, 
and  mine  too,  and  when  I  tell  him  of  it,  he  laughs 
and  dances,  and  sings,  and  cries,  '  A  merry  heart 
lives  long-a.'  And  Uiou  art  a  wastethrift,  and  art 
run  away  from  thy  master,  that  loved  thee  well, 
and  art  come  to  me ;  and  I  have  laid  up  a  little  for 
my  younger  son  Michael,  and  thou  think'st  to  'bes- 
sle  that,  but  thou  shalt  never  be  able  to  do  iU 


Enter  MscBAm^ 
Come  hither,  Michael ;  come,  Micliad ;  down  on 
thy  knees  :  Thou  shalt  have  my  blessing. 

Mich,  [Kneels,']  I  pray  you,  mother,  pray  to 
God  to  bless  me ! 

Mrs,  Mer,  God  bless  thee !  but  Jasper  shall 
never  have  my  blessing  ;  he  shall  be  hanged  first, 
shall  he  not,  Michael }  how  sayst  thou  ? 

Mich,  Yes,  forsooth,  mother,  and  grace  of  God. 

Mrs.* Mer.  That's  a  good  boy ! 

"  Wife,  I'faith,  it's  a  fine  spoken  child  ! " 

Jasp,  Mother,  though  you  forget  a  parent's  love, 
I  must  preserve  the  duty  of  a  child. 
I  ran  not  from  my  master,  nor  return 
To  have  your  stock  maintain  my  idleness. 

**  Wife,  Ungracious  child,  I  warrant  him  !  hark, 
how  he  chops  logic  with  his  mother  :  Thou  hadst 
best  tell  her  she  lies ;  do,  tell  her  she  lies. 

*'  Cit,  If  he  were  my  son,  I  would  hang  him  up 
by  the  heels,  and  flea  him,  and  salt  him,  whoreson 
halter-sack  ! " 

Jasp.  My  coming  only  is  to  beg  your  love, 
Which  I  must  ever,  though  I  never  gain  it ; 
And,  howsoever  you  esteem  of  me. 
There  is  no  drop  of  blood  hid  in  these  veins. 
But  I  remember  well  belongs  to  you. 
That  brought  me  forth,  and  would  be  glad  for  yoa 
To  rip  them  all  again,  and  let  it  out. 

Mrs.  Mer,  I'faith,  I  had  sorrow  enough  for  thee 
(God  knows;)  but  I'll  hamper  thee  well  enough. — 
Get  thee  in,  thou  vagabond,  get  thee  in,  and  learn 
of  thy  brother  Michael. 

Mer.  iStnging  vfitkin.']  Nose,  noae,  J0II7  red  nose. 
And  who  gave  thee  this  JoUy  red  noae  ? 

Mrs,  Mer.  Hark,  my  husband !  he's  singing  and 
hoiting ;  and  I'm  fain  to  carck  and  care,  and  all 
little  enough. — Husband !  Charles !  Chairles  Mer- 
rythought 1 

Enter  Old  Mbrrvthouort. 

Mer,  lSlnffing.1  Nutmegs  and  ginger,  cinnamon,  snd 
cloves; 
And  they  gave  me  this  Jolly  red  noee^ 

Mrs.  Mer.  If  you  would  consider  your  state, 
yon  would  have  little  lust  to  sing,  I  wis. 

Mer.  It  should  never  be  considered,  whUe  it 
were  an  estate,  if  I  thought  it  would  spoil  my 
singing. 

Mrs.  Mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  do,  Charles  ?  thou 
art  an  old  man,  and  thou  canst  not  work,  and  thoa 
hast  not  forty  shillings  left,  and  thou  eatest  good 
meat,  and  drinkest  good  drink,  and  laughest. 

Mer.  And  will  do. 

Mrs.  Mer,  But  how  wilt  thoa  come  by  it, 
Charles? 

Mer,  How?  Why,  how  have  I  done  hitherto 
these  forty  years  .>  I  never  came  into  my  dining- 
room,  but,  at  eleven  and  six  o'clock,  I  found  ex- 
cellent meat  and  drink  o'  th'  table ;  my  clothes 
were  never  worn  out,  but  next  morning  a  tajlor 
brought  me  a  new  suit ;  and  without  question  it 
will  be  so  ever  !*  Use  makes  perfectness ;  if  all 
should  fail,  it  is  but  a  little  straining  myself  extra- 
ordinary, and  laugh  myself  to  death. 

'*  Wife,  It's  a  foolish  old  man  this  i  it  not  he, 
George? 

"  Cit.  Yes,  cony 

**  Wife,  Give  me  a  penny  i'  th'  purse  while  I 
live,  George. 

"  Cit.  Ay,  by'r  lady,  cony,  hold  thee  there ! " 


"  Wift.  George,  doit  thou  thinli  in  thjr  cou- 

•dcnce  now  'twill  be  a  mitcli?  tell  me  but  whit 
than  think'it,  sweet  ro^e  ;  Tbou  seeet  the  pour 
(tntfcmui  (de«r  heart :)  how  it  Uboara  and  throb*, 
1  wtmnt  TQQ,  to  be  at  reit  i  I'll  go  move  tlie 
fcUierfor't. 
"  Cit.  No,  no  i  1  pr'rtbee  sit  itiU,  hoDef-nickle ; 


The  boneit  host  of  the  red  roariai  Lion, 

la  Wdtham  «tuite  ;  Tlieii  if  jau  may. 
Consent  in  seemly  lort  i  lest  by  delay. 
The  fatal  listers  come,  and  do  the  office,; 
And  then  yaa'll  siug  another  song. 

Vent.  Alas, 
Why  ahould  you  be  tbui  full  of  grief  to  nw 
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That  do  ai  willing  aa  yourself  agree 

To  anything,  so  it  be  good  and  fair  ? 

Then  steal  her  when  you  will,  if  such  a  pleasure 

Content  you  both ;  I'll  sleep  and  never  see  it, 

To  make  your  joys  more  fuU.     But  tell  me  why 

You  may  not  here  perform  your  marriage  ? 

*'  Wife.  God's  blessing  o'  thy  soul,  old  man  ! 
i'faith,  thou  art  loth  to  part  true  hearts.  I  see 
a'  has  her,  George ;  and  I'm  as  glad  on't  1 — ^Well, 
go  thy  ways,  Humphrey,  for  a  fair-spoken  man ; 
I  believe  thou  hast  not  thy  fellow  within  the  walls 
of  London ;  an  I  should  say  the  suburbs  too,  1 
should  not  lie.  Why  dost  not  rejoice  with  me, 
George  ? 

"  Cit.  If  I  could  but  see  Ralph  again,  I  were  as 
merry  as  mine  host,  i'faith." 

Hum,  The  cause  you  seem  to  ask,  I  thus  declare : 
(Help  me,  oh,  muses  nine  !)  Your  daughter  sware 
A  foolish  oath,  the  more  it  was  the  pity ; 
Yet  no  one  but  myself  within  this  city 
Shall  dare  to  say  so,  but  a  bold  defiance 
Shall  meet  him,  were  he  of  the  noble  science. 
And  yet  she  sware,  and  yet  why  did  she  swear  ? 
Truly  1  cannot  tell,  unless  it  were 
For  her  own  ease ;  for  sure  sometimes  an  oath, 
Being  sworn  thereafter,  is  like  cordial  broth  : 
And  this  it  was  she  swore,  never  to  marry. 
But  such  a  one  whose  mighty  arm  could  carry 
(As  meaning  me,  for  I  am  such  a  one) 
Her  bodily  away,  through  stick  and  stone. 
Till  both  of  us  arrive  at  her  request. 
Some  ten  miles  off,  in  the  wild  Waltham-Por^t. 

Vent,  If  this  be  all,  you  shall  not  need  to  fear 
Any  denial  in  your  love  ;  proceed ; 
I'll  neither  follow,  nor  repent  the  deed. 

Hum.    Good  night,  twenty  good  nights,  and 
twenty  more. 
And  twenty  more  good  nights,  that  makes  three- 
score !  {^Exeunt. 


SCENE  U.— Night.     Waltham  Forest. 

Enter  Mrs.  MxRRVTBocoirr  and  Micbacl. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Come,  Michael ;  art  thou  not  weary, 

Mich.  No,  forsooth,  mother,  not  I.  [boy  ? 

Mrs.  Mer.  "Where  be  we  now,  child  ? 

Mich.  Indeed,  forsooth,  mother,  I  cannot  tell, 
unless  we  be  at  Mile-End :  Is  not  all  the  world 
Mile-End,  mother  ? 

Mrs.  Mer.  No,  Michael,  not  all  the  world,  boy ; 
but  I  can  assure  thee,  Michael,  Mile- End  is  a 
goodly  matter :  There  has  been  a  pitchfield,  my 
child,  between  the  naughty  Spaniels  and  the  Eng- 
lishmen ;  and  the  Spaniels  ran  away,  Michael,  and 
the  Englishmen  followed.  My  neighbour  Coxstone 
was  there,  boy,  and  killed  them  all  with  a  birding- 
pieoe. 

Mich.  Mother,  forsooth  ! 

Mrs.  Mer.  What  says  my  white  boy  ? 

Mich.  Shall  not  my  father  go  with  us  too  ? 

Mrs.  Mer.  No,  Michael,  let  thy  father  go  snick- 
up,  he  shall  never  come  between  a  pair  of  sheets 
with  me  again,  while  he  lives ;  let  him  stay  at  home 
and  sing  for  his  supper,  boy. — Come,  child,  sit 
down,  and  I'll  show  my  boy  fine  knacks,  indeed  : 
[  Takes  out  a  Casket.'\  Look  here,  Michael ;  here's 
a  ring,  and  here's  a  brooch,  and  here's  a  bracelet, 
and  here's  two  rings  more,  and  here's  money  and 
gold,  by  th'eye,  my  boy  ! 


Mich.  Shall  I  have  all  this,  mother  ? 

Mrs.  Mer,  Ay,  Michael,  thou  shalt  have  all, 
Michael. 

**  at.  How  lik'st  thou  this,  wench  ? 

**  Wife.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  would  have  Ralph, 
George ;  I'll  see  no  more  else,  indeed-La ;  and  I 
pray  you  let  the  youths  understand  so  much  by 
word  of  mouth ;  for  I  tell  you  truly,  I'm  afraid  o' 
my  boy.  Come,  come,  George,  let's  be  merry  and 
wise  ;  the  child's  a  fatherless  child,  and  say  they 
should  put  him  into  a  strait  pair  of  gaskins,  'twere 
worse  than  knot-grass  ;  he  would  never  grow  after 

it. 

EnUr  Ralph,  Tim,  and  Gsoaus. 

'*  Cit.  Here's  Ralph,  here's  Ralph. 

'*  Wife.  How  do  you,  Ralph  ?  you  are  welcome, 
Ralph,  as  I  may  say ;  it's  a  good  boy !  hold  up 
thy  head,  and  be  not  afraid ;  we  are  thy  friends, 
Ralph.  The  gentlemen  will  praise  thee,  Ralph,  if 
thou  play'st  thy  part  with  audacity.  Begin,  Italph, 
a'  God's  name ! " 

Ralph.  My  trusty  Squire,  unlaoe  ray  hehn  ;  give 
me  my  hat. 
Where  are  we,  or  what  desart  may  this  be  ? 

George.  Mirror  of  knighthood,  this  is,  as  I  take 
it,  the  perilous  Waltham- Down ;  in  whose  bottom 
stands  the  enchanted  valley. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Oh,  Michael,  we  arc  betrayed,  we 
are  betrayed  !  here  be  giants  !  Fly,  boy,  fly,  boy, 
fly  \  [£xi7  with  MicBAKL,  Uaving  the  Casket, 

Ralph.  Lace  on  my  helm  again !  What  noise  is 
A  gentle  lady,  flying  the  embrace  [this  ? 

Of  some  uncourteous  knight  ?  I  will  relieve  her. 
Go,  Squire,  and  say,  the  Knight  that  wears  this 
In  honour  of  all  ladies,  swears  revenge       [Pestle 
Upon  that  recreant  coward  that  pursues  her ; 
Go,  comfort  her,  and  that  same  gentle  squire 
That  bears  her  company. 

Tim,  I  go,  brave  Knight. 

Ralph.  My  trusty  dwarf  and  friend,  reach  me 
my  shield ; 
And  hold  it  while  I  swear :  First,  by  my  knight- 
Then  by  the  soul  of  Amadis  de  Gaul,  \}xooA ; 
My  famous  ancestor ;  then  by  my  sword 
The  beauteous  Brionella  girt  about  me ; 
By  this  bright  burning  Pestle,  of  mine  honour 
The  living  trophy;  and  by  all  respect  I 
Due  to  distressed  damsels  ;  here  I  vow 
Never  to  end  the  quest  of  this  fair  lady, 
And  that  forsaken  squire,  till  by  my  valour 
I  gain  their  liberty  !                                          IBxit 

George.  Heaven  bless  the  Knight 
That  thus  relieves  poor  errant  gentlewomen. 

'*  Wife.  Ay  marry,  Ralph,  this  has  some  sava 
in't ;  I  would  see  the  proudest  of  them  all  offer  t 
carry  his  books  after  him.     But,  Geoire,  I 
not  have  him  go  away  so  soon  ;  I  shall  be  sick 
he  go  away,  that  I  shall ;  call  Ralph  again,  Geo 
call  Ralph  again ;  I  pr'ythee,  sweetheart,  let  bii 
come  fight  before  me,  and  let's  ha'  some  dm 
and  some  trumpets,  and  let  him  kill  all  that  com 
near  him,  an  thou  lov'st  me.  George  1 

<*  Cit.  Peace  a  little,  bird  I  he  shall  kiU  the 
all,  an  they  were  twenty  more  on  'em  than  tb 


are. 


t» 


Enter  Jaspkb. 

Jasp.  Now,  Fortune,  (if  thou  be'st  not  only  iil| 

Shew  me  thy  better  face,  and  bring  about 

Thy  desperate  wheel,  that  I  may  climb  at  length, 


'  "fnmti  tqniret  ind  Udies  eqailj. 
Ihmbot  Dne  horee,  upon  wbich  shtOI  ride 
Tto  Wj  r>ii  bthiod  me.  and  before 
TsB  owrteoiii  iqiure  ;  Fortune  will  give  ui  mare 
^ixm  our  nnt  adTentiire.    Vtirlj  iiKsd 
™*  >».  Squire  tnd  Dwarf,  to  do  tu  n»ed  1 

[EMunt, 


"  (Fi/e.  ThiajounsJuper  will  prove  me  another 
IhiDgs,  *'  mj  conicieoce.  an'  he  maj  be  aafiered. 
George,  doit  not  see,  George,  how  a'  awaggera, 
and  fliea  at  the  leij  headt  a'  fallu,  n  he  were  a 
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dragon  ?  Well,  if  I  do  not  do  his  lesson  for  wronging 
the  poor  gentleman,  I  am  no  tme  woman.  His 
friends  that  brought  him  up  might  have  heen  better 
occupied,  1  wis,  than  have  taught  him  these  fega- 
ries  :  He's  e'en  in  the  high  way  to  the  gallows, 
God  bless  him ! 

"  Cit.  You're  too  bitter,  cony ;  the  young  man 
may  do  well  enough  for  all  this. 

"  fVtfe,  Come  hither,  master  Humphrey ;  has 
he  hurt  you  ?  now  beshrew  his  fingers  for't !  Here, 
sweetheart,  here's  some  green  ginger  for  thee. 
Now  beshrew  my  heart,  but  a'  has  pepper-nel  in's 
head,  as  big  as  a  pullet's  egg !  Alas,  sweet  lamb, 
how  thy  temples  oeat !  Take  the  peace  on  him, 
sweetheart,  take  the  peace  on  him. 

filter  Boy. 

**  Cii.  No,  no  ;  you  talk  like  a  foolish  woman  ! 
I'll  ha'  Ralph  fight  with  him,  and  swinge  him  up 
well-favouredly. — Sirrah,  Boy ;  come  hither :  Let 
Ralph  come  in  and  fight  with  Jasper. 

"  Wife.  Ay,  and  beat  him  well ;  he's  an  unhappy 

I  *'  Boy,  Sir,  you  must  pardon  us  ;  the  plot  of  our 
'  play  lies  contrary ;  and  'twill  hazard  the  spoiling 
of  our  play. 

'*  Cit.  Plot  me  no  plots  !  I'll  ha'  Ralph  come 
out ;  I'll  make  your  house  too  hot  for  you  else. 

*'  Boy.  Why,  sir,  he  shall ;  but  if  anything  fall 
out  of  order,  the  gentlemen  must  pardon  us. 

'*  Cit,  Go  your  ways,  goodman  Boy  I  I'll  hold 
him  a  penny,  he  shall  have  his  belly-fiill  of  fighting 
now. — Ho !  here  comes  Ralph  !  no  more  !" 

Enter  Ralph,  Mn.  Mxrrytmovoht,  Michakl,  Tm,  and 

GicoiiaB. 

Ralph,  What  knight  is  that,  squire  ?  ask  him  if 
The  passage,  bound  by  love  of  lady  fair,  [he  keep 
Or  else  but  prickant. 

Hum,  Sir,  I  am  no  knight, 
But  a  poor  gentleman,  that  this  same  night 
Had  stolen  from  me,  upon  yonder  green, 
My  lovely  wife,  and  sufier'd  (to  be  seen 
Yet  extant  on  my  shoulders)  such  a  greeting. 
That  whilst  I  live,  I  shall  think  of  that  meeting. 

'*  Wife,  Ay,  Ralph,  he  beat  him  unmercifully, 
Ralph ;  an'  thou  sparest  him,  Ralph,  I  would  thou 
wert  hang'd. 

**  Cit,  No  more.  Wife,  no  more !"  ■ 

Ralph,  Where  is  the  caitiff  wretch  hath  done 
this  deed  ?  ' 
Lady,  your  pardon  !  that  I  may  proceed 
Upon  the  quest  of  this  injurious  knight. 
And  thou,  fair  squire,  repute  me  not  the  worse, 
In  leaving  the  great  venture  of  the  purse. 
And  the  rich  casket,  till  some  better  leisure. 

Enter  Jaspcr  and  Lues. 

Hum,  Here  comes  the  broker  hath  purloined 
my  treasure. 

Ralph.  Go,  squire,  and  tell  him  I  am  here. 
An  errant  knight  at  arms,  to  crave  delivery 
Of  Uiat  fair  la^y  to  her  own  knight's  arms. 
If  he  deny,  bid  him  take  choice  of  ground, 
And  so  de^  him. 

Tim.  From  the  Knight  that  bears 
The  Golden  Pestle,  I  defy  thee,  Knight  I 
Unless  thou  make  fair  restitution 
Of  that  bright  lady. 

Jatp,  Tell  the  knight  that  sent  thee 
He  is  an  ass ;  and  I  will  keep  the  wench, 
And  knock  bis  bead-piece. 


Ralph,  Knight,  thou  art  but  dead. 
If  thou  recall  not  thy  uncouiteous  terms. 

"  Wife,  Break  his  pate,  Ralph ;  break  his  pate, 
Ralph,  soundly  1" 

Jasp,  Come,  Knight ;  I'm  ready  for  you. — Now 
your  Pestle  ISnatchee  away  hit  Pestle. 

Shall  try  what  temper,  sir,  your  mortar's  of. 
With  that  he  stood  upright  in  his  stirrups,  and 
gave  the  knight  of  the  calves-skin  such  a  knock, 
that  he  forsook  his  horse,  and  down  he  fell ;  and 
then  he  leaped  upon  him,  and  plucking  off  bis 
helmet IKnockt  him  doum, 

//um.'Nay,  an'  my  noble  Knight  be  down  so  sooo. 

Though  I  can  scarcely  go,  I  needs  must  run. 

iExit. 

**  Wife,  Run,  Ralph,  run,  Ralph ;  run  for  thy 
life,  boy ;  Jasper  comes,  Jasper  comes  !" 

lExit  Ralph  taking  up  the  PfsUf. 
Jasp,  Come,  Luce,  we  must  have  other  arms 
for  you ; 
Humphrey,  and  Golden  Pestle,  both  adieu  ! 

[Exettnt, 

'*  Wife,  Sure  the  devil  (God  bless  us !)  is  in 
this  springald  !  Why,  George,  didst  ever  see  such 
a  fire-drake .'  I  am  afraid  my  boy's  miscarried.;  if 
he  be,  though  he  were  master  Merrythought's  soa 
a  thousand  times,  if  there  be  any  law  in  England, 
I'll  make  some  of  them  smart  for't. 

**  Cit.  No,  no ;  I  have  found  out  the  matter, 
sweetheart ;  Jasper  is  enchanted ;  as  sure  as  we 
are  here,  he  is  enchanted  :  he  could  no  more  have 
stood  in  Ralph's  hands,  than  I  can  stand  in  mj 
lord-mayor's.  I'll  have  a  ring  to  discover  aU 
enchantments,  and  Ralph  shall  beat  him  yet :  Be 
no  more  vexed,  for  it  shall  be  so. 


SCENE  III Before  the  Bell  Inn  at  Waltham. 

Enter  Ralph,  Tim,  Gsorob,  Mrs.  MBaavTHODOHT,  and 

Michael. 

"  Wife,  Oh,  husband,  here's  Ralph  again! 
Stay,  Ralph  ;  let  me  speak  with  thee  :  How  dost 
thou,  Ralph  ?  Art  thou  not  shrewdly  hurt  ?  the 
foul  great  lungies  laid  unmercifully  on  thee  ;  there's 
some  sugar-candy  for  thee.  Proceed ;  thou  shalt 
have  another  bout  with  him. 

'*  Cit,  If  Ralph  had  him  at  the  fencing-school, 
if  he  did  not  make  a  puppy  of  him,  and  drive  him 
up  and  down  the  school,  he  should  ne'er  come  in 
my  shop  more." 

Mrs.  Mer,  Truly,  master  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pestle,  I  am  weary. 

Mich.  Indeed-la,  mother,  and  I  am  very  hungry. 

Ralph,  Take  comfort,  gentle  dame,  and  you, 
fair  squire ! 
For  in  this  desart  there  mast  needs  be  placed 
Many  strong  castles,  held  by  oonrteous  knights ; 
And  till  I  bring  you  safe  to  one  of  those 
I  swear  by  this  my  order  ne'er  to  leave  you. 

"  Wife.  Well  said,  Ralph !  George,  Ralph  was 
ever  comfortable,  was  he  not  ? 

«  Cit.  Yes,  duck. 

«*  Wife.  I  shall  ne'er  forget  him :  When  we  had 
lost  our  child,  (you  know  it  was  strayed  almost, 
alone,  to  Puddle- Wharf,  and  the  criers  were  abroad 
for  it,  and  there  it  had  drowned  itself  but  for  a 
scuUer)  Ralph  was  the  most  comfortablest  to  me ! 
'Peace,  mistress.*  says  he,  Met  it  go!  I'll  get 
another  as  good.'  Did  he  not,  George,  did  he  not 
say  so? 


■TM  oft  h.th  urged  to  die  thy  foolUbnex  : 
""r  'uaw  thoo  let  her  go  f  ihon  Itneat  het  not, 
iM  aonldM  bring  home  thy  Ufe,  ud  not  bring 


caUrrha.  or  gripfan  f,u 
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"  Wife.  Look,  George  ;  how  say'at  thou  by  this, 
George  ?  Is't  not  a  fine  old  man  ?  Now,  God's 
blessing  a'  thy  sweet  lips !  when  wilt  thou  be  so 
merry,  George  ?  'Faith,  thou  art  the  firowning'st 
little  thing,  when  thou  art  angry,  in  a  country. 

**  eU,  Peace,  cony '.  thou  shalt  see  him  took 
down  too,  I  warrant  thee. 

Enter  Tbntkrwku. 
Here's  Luce's  father  come  now." 

Mer.  {^Sing*.^  Am  you  came  from  Walslngham, 
From  the  Holy  Land, 
There  met  you  not  with  my  true  love 
By  the  way  as  you  came  ? 

Vent.  Oh,  master  Merrythought,  my  daughter's 
gone  ! 
This    mirth  becomes   you  not;    my  daughter's 
gone ! 

Mer.  Why,  an'  if  she  be,  what  care  I  ? 
Or  let  her  come,  or  go,  or  tarry. 

Vent.  Mock  not  my  misery ;  it  is  your  son 
(Whom  I  have  made  my  own,  when  all  forsook 
kas  stol'n  my  only  joy,  my  child,  away.       [him) 

Mer.  He  set  her  on  a  milk-white  steed. 
And  himself  upon  a  grey ; 
He  never  tum'd  his  face  again. 
But  he  bore  her  quite  away. 

Veni.  Unworthy  of  the  kindness  I  have  shewn 
To  thee,  and  thine  ;  too  late,  I  well  perceive, 
Thou  art  consenting  to  my  daughter's  loss. 

Mer.  Your  daughter  ?  what  a  stir*s  here  wi' 
your  daughter  ?  Let  her  go,  think  no  more  on  her, 
but  sing  loud.  If  both  my  sons  were  on  the  gallows, 
I  would  sing, 

Down,  down,  down  ;  they  fall 
Down,  and  arise  they  never  shaU. 

Vent.  Oh,  might  I  [but]  behold  her  once  again, 
And  she  once  more  embrace  her  aged  sire  I 

Mer.  Fy,  how  scurvily  this  goes  ! 
**  And  she  once  more  embrace  her  aged  sire  ?" 
You'll  make  a  dog  on  her,  will  ye  ?  she  cares  much 
for  her  aged  sire,  I  warrant  you. 


She  cares  not  for  her  daddy,  nor 
She  cares  not  for  her  mammy,  for 

She  is,  she  is,  she  is. 
She  is  my  lord  of  Lowgave's  laa^y. 

Vent.  For  this  thy  scorn  I  will  pursue  that  son 
Of  thine  to  death. 

Mer,  Do ;  and  when  you  ha'  kill'd  him, 
Give  him  flowers  enow.  Palmer,  give  him  flowers  enow ! 
Give  H^m  red  and  white,  and  blue,  green,  and  yellow. 

Vent.  I'll  fetch  my  daughter — 
Mer.  I'll  hear  no  more  o*  your  daughter ;  it 
spoils  my  mirth. 

Vent.  I  say,  I'll  fetch  my  daughter. 
Mer.  Was  never  man  for  lady's  sake, 
Down,  down. 
Tormented  aa  I  poor  Sir  Guy, 
De  derry  down, 
For  Lucy's  sake,  that  lady  bright, 
Down,  down. 
As  ever  men  beheld  with  eye ! 
De  derry  down. 

Vent.  I'll  be  revenged,  by  Heaven !       lExtumt. 

FINIS   ACTUS    SBCUNDI.  [JfwiC- 

*'  Wife.  How  dost  thou  like  this,  George  ? 

"  at.  Why  this  is  well,  cony ;  but  if  Ralph 
were  hot  once,  thou  shouldst  see  more« 

"  Wtjfe.  The  fiddlers  go  again,  husband. 

"  at.  Ay,  Nell ;  but  this  is  scurvy  music.  I 
gave  the  whoreson  gallows-money,  and  I  think  he 
has  not  got  me  the  waits  of  Southwark  :  If  I  hear 
'em  not  anon,  I'll  twinge  him  by  the  ears.— You 
musicians,  play  Baloo ! 

**  Wife.  No,  good  George,  let's  ha'  Lachrymae  I 

«*  at.  Why  this  is  it,  cony. 

«  Wife.  lt*s  all  the  better,  George.  Now,  sweet 
lamb,  what  story  is  that  painted  upon  the  cloth  ? 
the  confutation  of  St.  Paul  ? 

"  at.  No,  lamb ;  that's  Ralph  and  Lucrece. 

**  Wife.  Ralph  and  Luciece  ?  which  Ralph  ?  our 
Ralph? 

"  at.  No,  mouse ;  that  was  a  Tartarian. 

*«  Wife.  A  Tartarian  ?  Well,  I  would  the  fid- 
dlers had  done,  that  we  might  see  our  Ralph  again ! " 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  I.— Waltham  Forest. 
EtUer  Jaspbr  and  Luce. 


Jasp,    Come,  my  dear  deer!  though  we  have 
lost  our  way. 
We  have  not  lost  ourselves.     Are  you  not  weary 
With  this   night's  wand'ring,  broken  from  your 
And  frighted  with  the  terror  that  attends       [rest? 
The  darkness  of  this  wild  unpeopled  place  ? 

Lttee.  No,  my  best  friend ;  I  cannot  either  fear 
Or  entertain  a  weary  thought,  whilst  you 
(The  end  of  all  my  full  desires)  stand  by  me : 
Let  them  that  lose  their  hopes,  and  live  to  lan- 
Amongst  the  number  of  forsaken  lovers,      [[goiah 
Tell  the  long  weary  steps,  and  number  time. 
Start  at  a  shadow,  and  shrink  up  their  blood. 
Whilst  I  (possessed  with  all  content  and  quiet) 
Thus  take  my  pretty  love,  and  thus  embrace  him. 

Jatp.  You  have  caught  me,  Lnce^  so  fast,  that 
whilst  I  live 


I  shall  become  your  faithful  prisoner, 

And  wear  these  chains  for  ever. — Come,  sit  down, 

And  rest  your  body,  too,  too  delicate 

For  these  disturbances. — So  I  will  you  sleep  ? 

Come,  do  not  be  more  able  than  you  are  ; 

I  know  yon  are  not  skilful  in  these  watches, 

For  women  are  no  soldiers :  Be  not  nice, 

But  take  it ;  sleep,  I  say. 

Luce.  I  cannot  sleep ; 
Indeed  I  cannot,  friend. 

Jasp.  Why  then  we'll  sing, 
And  try  how  that  will  work  upon  our  senses. 

Lvee.  I'll  sing,  or  say,  or  anything  but  sleep. 

Jatp,  Come,  little  mermaid,  rob  me  of  my  heari 
With  that  enchanting  voice. 

Luce.  You  mock  me,  Jasper. 

SONG. 

Jasp.  TeU  m«,  dearest,  what  is  love  ? 
Luce.  Tisa  lightning  from  above ; 
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Which  thou  hast  ta'en,  hang'st  out  the  holy  Bell, 
As  I  this  flaming  Pestle  bear  about* 
We  render  thanks  to  your  puissant  self, 
Your  beauteous  lady,  and  your  gentle  squires, 
For  thus  refreshing  of  our  wearied  limbs, 
Stiffen'd  with  hard  atchievements  in  wild  desart. 

Tap,  Sir,  there  is  twelve  shillings  to  pay. 

Rafph,  Thou  merry  squire  Tapstero,  thanks  to 
thee 
For  comforting  our  souls  with  double  jug  ! 
And  if  adventurous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth. 
Thou  jovial  squire,  to  follow  feats  of  arms, 
Take  heed  thou  tender  every  lady's  cause, 
Every  true  knight,  and  every  damsel  fair  I 
But  spill  the  blood  of  treacherous  Saracens, 
And  lalse  enchanters,  that  with  magic  spells 
Have  done  to  death  full  many  a  noble  knight. 

Hast,  Thou  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pestle,  give  ear  to  me  ;  there  is  twelve  shillings  to 
pay,  and,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight,  I  will  not  bate  a 
penny. 

"  Wife.  George,  I  pray  thee  tell  me,  must 
Ralph  pay  twelve  ^lillings  now  ? 

'*  at.  No,  Nell.no;  nothing  but  the  old  Knight 
is  merry  with  Ralph. 

**  Wife.  Oh,  U't  nothing  else?  Ralph  will  be  as 
merry  as  he." 

Ralph.  Sir  Knight,  this  mirth  of  yours  becomes 
you  well ; 
But,  to  requite  this  liberal  courtesy. 
If  any  of  your  squires  vrill  follow  arms, 
He  shall  receive  from  my  heroic  hand, 
A  knighthood,  by  the  virtue  of  this  Pestle. 

Host.  Fair  Knight,  I  thank  you  for  your  noble 
offer ;  therefore,  gentle  Knight,  twelve  shillings 
you  must  pay,  or  I  must  cap  you. 

"  Wife.  Look,  George !  did  not  I  tell  thee  as 
much  ?  the  Knight  of  the  Bell  is  in  earnest.  Ralph 
shall  not  be  beholding  to  him  :  Give  him  his  money, 
George,  and  let  him  go  snick  up. 

"  at.  Cap  Ralph  ?  No ;  hold  your  hand.  Sir 
Knight  of  the  Bell !  There's  your  money ;  have 
you  anything  to  say  to  Ralph  now  ?  Cap  Ralph .' 

**  Wife.  I  would  you  should  know  it,  Ralph  has 
friends  that  will  not  suffer  him  to  be  capt  for  ten 
times  so  much,  and  ten  times  to  the  end  of  that. 
Now  take  thy  course,  Ralph ! '' 

Mrs.  Met.  Come,  Michael ;  thou  and  I  will  go 
home  to  thy  father ;  he  hath  enough  left  to  keep  us 
a  day  or  two,  and  we'll  set  fellows  abroad  to  cry 
our  purse  and  our  casket :  Shall  we,  Michael  ? 

Mich.  Ay,  I  pray,  mother ;  in  truth  my  feet  are 
full  of  chilblains  witii  travelling. 

*'  Wife.  'Faith,  and  those  chilblains  are  a  foul 
trouble.  Mistress  Merrythought,  when  your  youth 
comes  home,  let  him  rub  all  the  soles  of  his  feet, 
and  his  heels,  and  his  ancles,  with  a  mouse-skin  ; 
or,  if  none  of  your  people  can  catch  a  mouse,  when 
he  goes  to-bed,  let  him  roll  his  feet  in  the  warm 
embers,  and  I  warrant  you  he  shall  be  well ;  and 
you  may  make  him  put  his  fingers  between  his  toes, 
and  smell  to  them  ;  its  very  sovereign  for  his  head, 
if  he  be  costive." 

Mrs.  Mer.  Master  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pestle, 
my  son  Michael  and  I  bid  you  farewell :  I  thank 
your  worship  heartily  for  your  kindness. 

Ralph.   Farewell,  fair  lady,  and  your  tender 
squire  ! 
If  pricking  through  these  desarts,  I  do  hear 
Of  any  traiterous  knight,  who  through  his  guile 


Hath  lit  upon  your  casket  and  your  purse, 
I  will  despoil  him  of  them,  and  restore  them. 
Mrs.  Mer.  I  thank  your  worship. 

lExit  with  MrcHABL. 

Ralph.  Dwarf,  bear  my  shield ;  squire,  elevate 
my  lance ; 
And  now  farewell,  you  Knight  of  holy  Bell ! 

"  at.  Ay,  ay,  Ralph,  aU  is  paid." 

Ralph.  But    yet,  before  I  go,   speak,   worthy 
If  aught  you  do  of  sad  adventures  know,     [knight. 
Where  errant-knight  may  through  his  prowess  win 
Eternal  fame,  and  free  some  gentle  souls 
From  endless  bonds  of  steel  and  lingering  pain. 

Host.  Sirrah,  go  to  Nick  the  barber,  and  bid  him 
prepare  himself,  as  I  told  you  before,  quickly. 

Tap.  I  am  gone,  sir.  lExit. 

Host.  Sir  Knight,  this  wilderness  affordeth  none 
But  the  great  venture,  where  full  many  a  knight 
Hath  tried  his  prowess,  and  come  off  with  shame ; 
And  where  I  would  not  have  you  lose  your  life. 
Against  no  man,  but  furious  flend  of  hell. 

Ralph.  Speak  on,  Sir  Knight ;  tell  what  be  is, 
and  where: 
For  here  I  vow  upon  my  blazing  badge. 
Never  to  blaze  a  day  in  quietness ; 
But  bread  and  water  will  I  only  eat. 
And  the  green  herb  and  rock  shall  be  my  couch, 
Till  I  have  quell'd  that  man,  or  beast,  or  fiend. 
That  works  such  damage  to  all  errant-knights. 

Host.  Not  far  from  hence,  near  to  a  craggy  cliff. 
At  the  north  end  of  this  distressed  town. 
There  doth  stand  a  lowly  house. 
Ruggedly  builded,  and  in  it  a  cave 
In  which  an  ugly  giant  now  doth  won, 
Ycleped  Barbaroso ;  in  his  hand 
He  shakes  a  naked  lance  of  purest  steel. 
With  sleeves  tum'd  up ;  and  him  before  he  wears 
A  motley  garment,  to  preserve  his  clothes 
From  blood  of  those  knights  which  he  massacres. 
And  ladies  gent ;  without  his  door  doth  hang 
A  copper  bason,  on  a  prickant  spear ; 
At  which  no  sooner  gentle  knights  can  knock 
But  the  shrill  sound  fierce  Barbaroso  hears. 
And  rushing  forth,  brings  in  the  errant-knight, 
And  sets  him  down  in  an  enchanted  chair : 
Then  with  an  engine,  which  he  hath  prepared. 
With  forty  teeth,  he  claws  his  courtly  crown. 
Next  makes  him  wink,  and  underneath  his  chin 
He  plants  a  brazen  piece  of  mighty  bord, 
And  knocks  his  bullets  round  about  his  cheeks ; 
Whilst  with  his  fingers,  and  an  instrument 
With  which  he  snaps  his  hair  off,  he  doth  till 
The  wretch's  ears  with  a  most  hideous  noise. 
Thus  every  knight  •adventurer  he  doth  trim. 
And  now  no  creature  dares  encounter  him. 

Ralph.  In  God's  name,  I  will  fight  with  him : 
Kind  sir. 
Go  but  before  me  to  this  dismal  cave 
Where  this  huge  giant  Barbaroso  dwells. 
And,  by  that  virtue  that  brave  Rosicler 
That  damned  brood  of  ugly  giants  slew, 
And  Palmerin  Frannarco  overthrew, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  curb  this  traitor  foul. 
And  to  the  devil  send  his  guilty  soul. 

Host.  Brave-sprighted  Knight,  thus  far  I   will 
perform 
This  your  request ;  Til  bring  you  within  sight 
Of  this  most  loathsome  place,  inhabited 
By  a  more  loathsome  man  ;  but  dare  not  stay, 
for  this  main  force  swoops  all  he  sees  away. 
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Raipk  Saint  George !  Set  on ;  before  march, 
squire  and  page !  lExeunt 

"  Wife,  George,  dost  think  Ralph  will  confound 
toegint? 

"  CU.  I  hold  my  cap  to  a  farthing  he  does : 
Wbf.  Nell,  I  saw  him  wrestle  with  the  great 
Dutchmsn,  and  hurl  him. 

"  Wife.  'Faith,  and  that  Dutchman  was  a  goodly 
man,  if  all  things  were  answerable  to  his  bigness. 
Asd  yet  they  say  there  was  a  Scotchman  higher 
than  he,  and  that  they  two  and  a  knight  met,  and 
nw  ooe  another  for  nothing.  But  of  all  the  sights 
thit  ever  were  in  London,  since  I  was  married, 
methinki  the  little  child  that  was  so  fair  grown 
ibont  the  members  was  the  prettiest ;  that  and  the 
kermaphrodite. 

**  Cit.  Nay,  by  your  leaye,  Nell,  Ninivie  was 
better. 

*'  Wife.  Ninivie  ?  Oh,  that  was  the  story  of 
Joan  and  the  wall,  was  it  not,  George  ? 

*'CU.  Yes,  lamb. 


SCENE  III.  — London.     The  Street  before 
MiaftTTHOUGHT's  House, 

Enter  Mn.  MutRVTHOuoirr. 

"  Wife,  Look,  Geoige ;  here  comes  mistress 
Merrfthonght  again !  and  I  would  have  Ralph 
eoBK  and  fight  with  the  giant ;  I  tell  you  true,  I 
lonj  to  sec't. 

"  Cit.  Good  mistress  Merrythought,  be  gone,  I 
pray  70a,  for  my  sake  !  I  pray  you  forbear  a  little ; 
Toa  shall  hare  audience  presently ;  I  have  a  little 
baaaefs. 

"  Wife.  Mistress  Merrythought,  if  it  please  you 
to  refrain  your  passion  a  little,  till  Ralph  have  dis* 
patched  the  giant  out  of  the  way,  we  shall  think 
<MirselTes  mu(^  bound  to  thank  you  :  I  thank  you, 
nod  mistress  Merrythought. 

lExit  Mrs.  Mkrrtthouoht. 

Enter  a  Boy. 

"  Cit.  Boy,  come  hither ;  send  away  Ralph  and 
das  vhoreaon  giant  quickly. 

'* Bojf.  In  good  fai&,  sir,  we  cannot;  you'll 
"Qerij  spoil  our  play,  and  make  it  to  be  hissed ; 
tad  it  cost  mon^ ;  you  will  not  suffer  us  to  go  on 
vith  our  plot     1  pray,  gentlemen,  rule  him  ! 

"  Cit,  Let  him  come  now  and  dispatch  this,  and 
Til  trouble  you  no  more. 

"  Bof.  Win  you  give  me  your  hand  of  that  ? 

•*  Wife.  Give  him  thy  hand,  George,  do ;  and 
ru  kiss  him.  I  warrant  thee  the  youth  means 
phinlr. 

"  Boy.  I'll  send  him  to  you  presently. 

lEjHt  Boy. 

'  Wife.  I  thank  you,  little  youth.  'Faith,  the 
'iaU  hath  a  sweet  breath,  George  ;  but  I  think  it 
V  troubled  widi  the  worms  ;  Carduus  Benedictus 
>B<i  mare's  milk  were  the  only  thing  in  the  world 
^*t— Ob,  Ralph's  here,  George !  God  send  thee 
M luck,  Ralph  I" 


SCENE  lV,.^Beforea  Barber's  Shop  in 
Waltham. 

Enter  Ralph,  Host,  Tim,  and  Gaonos. 
R^i.  Pmsauit  knight,  yonder  his  mansion  is. 
La,  «here  the  spear  and  copper  bason  are  ! 
^^W  that  rtring  on  which  hangs  many  a  tooth, 


Drawn  from  the  gentle  jaw  of  wandering  knights ! 
I  dare  not  stay  to  sound  ;  he  will  appear.       [Exit. 

Ralph,  Oh,  faint  not,  heart!  Susan,  my  lady 
dear. 
The  oobler's  maid  in  Milk-street,  for  whose  sake 
I  take  these  arms,  oh,  let  the  thought  of  thee 
Carry  thy  knight  through  all  adventurous  deeds  ; 
And,  in  the  honour  of  thy  beauteous  self, 
May  I  destroy  this  monster  Barbaroso  ! — 
Knock,  squire,  upon  the  bason,  till  it  break 
With  the  shrill  strokes,  or  till  the  giant  speak. 

[Tim  knocks  upon  the  boson. 
Enter  Barber. 

"  Wife,  Oh,  George,  the  giant,  the  giant!  Now, 
Ralph,  for  thy  life  !  '^ 

Bar,  What  fond  unknowing  wight  is  this,  that 
So  rudely  knock  at  Barbaroso's  cell,  [dares 

^liere  no  man  comes,  but  leaves  his  fleece  behind  ? 

Ralph,  I,  traiterous  caitiff,  who  am  sent  by  Fate 
To  punish  aill  the  sad  enormities 
Thou  hast  committed  against  ladies  gent. 
And  errant-knights,  traitor  to  God  and  men  I 
Prepare  thj^self ;  this  is  the  dismal  hour 
Appointed  for  thee  to  give  strict  account 
Of  all  thy  beastly  treacherous  villanies. 

Bar,  Fool-hanly  knight,  full  soon  thou  shalt  aby 
This  fond  reproach :  Thy  body  will  I  bang ; 

IHe  takes  doten  his  pole. 
And  lo  !  upon  that  string  thy  teeth  shall  hang. 
Prepare  thyself,  for  dead  soon  shalt  thou  be. 

Ralph.  Saint  Geoi^  for  me  !  IThepjlght. 

Bar.  Gargantua  for  me  1 

**  Wife,  To  him,  Ralph,  to  him !  hold  up  the 
giant ;  set  out  thy  leg  before,  Ralph  ! 

'<  Cit.  Falsify  a  blow,«Elalph,  falsify  a  blow !  the 
giant  lies  open  on  the  left  side. 

"  Wife.  Bear't  off,  bear't  off  still:  There,  boy.— 
Oh,  Ralph's  almost  down,  Ralph's  almost  down  !  " 

Ralph.  Susan,  inspire  me  1  now  have  up  again. 

"  W{fe,  Up,  up,  up,  up,  up !  so,  Ralph  I  down 
with  him,  down  with  him,  Ralph ! 

*'  Cit,  Fetch  him  o'er  the  hip,  boy! 

[Ralph  knocks  down  the  Barber. 

"  Wife,  There,  boy  I  kiU,  kiU,  kUl,  kiU,  kiU, 
Ralph! 

*'  Cit.  No,  Ralph ;  get  all  out  of  him  first." 

Ralph,  Presumptuous  man!   see  to  what  des- 
perate end 
Thy  treachery  hath  brought  thee :  The  just  gods. 
Who  never  prosper  those  that  do  despise  them. 
For  all  the  villanie^  which  thou  hast  ^one 
To  knights  and  ladies,  now  have  paid  thee  home. 
By  my  stiff  arm,  a  knight  adventurous. 
But  say,  vile  wretch,  before  I  send  thy  soul 
To  sad  Avernus,  (whither  it  must  go) 
What  captives  holdst  thou  in  thy  sable  cave  ? 

Bar,  Go  in,  and  free  them  all ;  thou  hast  the  day. 

Ralph,  Go,  squire  and  dwarf,  search  in  this 
dreadful  cave. 
And  free  the  wretched  prisoners  from  their  bonds. 

lExeunt  Tui  and  Gaoaajr. 

Bar.  I  crave  for  mercy,  as  thou  art  a  Knight, 
And  scorn 'st  to  spill  the  blood  of  those  that  beg. 

Ralph.  Thou  shew'd'st  no  mercy,  nor  shalt  thou 
have  any ; 
Prepare  thyself,  for  thou  shalt  surely  die. 

Enter  Tiu  leading  one  winking,  with  a  Bason  under  his 
Chin^  as  prepared/or  shaving. 
Tim.  Behold,  brave  Knight,  here  is  one  prisoner. 
Whom  this  vile  man  hath  used  as  you  see. 
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"  Wife,  This  ia  the  first  wise  word  I  heard  the 
squire  speak." 

Ralph,  Speak  what  thou  art,  and  how  thoa  hast 
been  used. 
That  I  may  give  him  condign  punishment. 

1  Knight.  I  am  a  Knight  that  took  my  journey 

post 
Northward  from  London  ;  and,  in  courteous  wise, 
This  giant  trained  me  to  his  loathsome  den, 
Under  pretence  of  killing  of  the  itch  ; 
And  all  my  body  with  a  powder  strewed, 
That  smarts  and  stings  ;  and  cut  away  my  beard, 
And  my  curl'd  locks,  wherein  were  ribands  tied  ; 
And  with  a  water  wash'd  my  tender  eyes, 
(Whilst  up  and  down  about  me  still  he  skipt) 
Whose  virtue  'is,  that  till  my  eyes  be  wiped 
With  a  dry  cloth,  for  this  my  foul  disgrace, 
I  shall  not  dare  to  look  a  dog  i'  th'  face. 

**  Wife,  Alas,  poor  Knight !  Relieve  him,  Ralph ; 
relieve  poor  knights,  whilst  you  live." 

Ralph.  My  trusty  Squire,  convey  him  to  the 
town. 
Where  he  may  find  relief.    Adieu,  fair  Knight  I 

[Exeunt  Knight  and  Tm. 
EnUr  Okorob,  leading  one  teith  a  Patch  over  hit  Note. 
George,  Puissant  Knight,  o'  th'  Burning  Pestle 
hight. 
See  here  another  wretch,  whom  this  foul  beast 
Hath  scotched  and  scored  in  this  inhuman  wise. 
Ralph.  Speak  me  thy  name,  and  eke  thy  place 
of  birth, 
And  what  hath  been  thy  usage  in  this  cave. 

2  Knight.  I  am  a  Knight,  Sir  Pockhole  is  my 
And  by  my  birth  I  am  a  Londoner,  [name. 
Free  by  my  copy,  but  my%ncestors 

Were  Frenchmen  all ;  and  riding  hard  this  way, 
Upon  a  trotting  horse,  my  bones  did  ache  ; 
And  I,  faint  Knight,  to  ease  my  weary  limbs, 
Lit  at  this  cave ;  when  straight  this  furious  fiend, 
With  sharpest  instrument  of  purest  steel, 
Did  cut  the  gristle  of  my  nose  away, 
And  in  the  place  this  velvet  plaister  stands  : 
Relieve  me,  gentle  Knight,  out  of  his  hands ! 

"  W\fe.  Good  Ralph,  relieve  Sir  Pockhole,  and 
send  him  away  ;  for  in  truth  his  breath  stinks." 

Ralph.  Convey  him  straight  after  the  other 
Sir  Pockhole,  feure  you  well !  [Knight. — 

2  Knight.  Kind  sir,  good  night ! 

iExit  ufith  Gboros. 

Man.  [Within."]  Deliver  us  !  icries trithin. 

Woman.  [  Within.]  Deliver  us  1 

**  Wife.  Hark,  George,  what  a  woful  cry  there 
is !  I  think  some  woman  lies-in  there." 

Man.  [Within,]  Deliver  us  ! 

Woman.  [  With$n.]  Deliver  us ! 

Ralph.  What  ghasUy  noise  is  this  ?  speak.  Bar- 
baroso; 
Or,  by  this  blazing  steel,  thy  head  goes  off !  ' 

Bar.  Prisoners  of  mine,  whom  I  in  diet  keep. 
Send  lower  down  into  the  cave, 
And  in  a  tub  that's  heated  smoking  hot, 
There  they  may  find  them,  and  deliver  them. 

Ralph.  Run,  Squire  and  Dwarf;  deliver  them 
with  speed.  lExeunt  Tim  and  Gkoroc. 

**  W\fe.  But  wiU  not  Ralph  kill  this  giant? 
Surely  I  am  afraid,  if  he  let  him  go  he  will  do  as 
much  hurt  as  ever  he  did. 

**  Ci/.  Not  so,  mouse,  neither,  if  he  could  con- 
yert  him. 

'*  W\fe.  Ay,  George,  if  he  could  convert  him ; 


but  a  giant  is  not  so  soon  converted  as  one  of  us 
ordinary  people.  There's  a  pretty  tale  of  a  witch, 
that  had  the  devil's  mark  about  her,  (God  bless 
us !)  that  had  a  giant  to  her  son,  that  was  called 
Lob-lie-by-the-fire  ;  didst  never  hear  it,  George  ? 

Enter  Tim,  leading  third  Knight,  wiVi  a  glass  of  lotion  in 

his  hand,  and  Gaoaas  leading  a  Woman,  with  diet-bread 

and  drink. 

*•  at.  Peace,  Nell,  here  comes  the  prisoners." 

George.  Here  be  these  pined  wretches,  manful 
Knight, 
That  for  this  six  weeks  have  not  seen  a  wight. 

Ralph.  Deliver  what  you  are,  and  how  you  came 
To  this  sad  cave,  and  what  your  usage  was  ? 

3  Knight.  I  am  an  Errant- Knight  that  followed 
arms 
With  spear  and  shield  ;  and  in  my  tender  years 
I  stricken  was  with  Cupid's  fiery  shaft. 
And  fell  in  love  with  this  my  lady  dear. 
And  stole  her  from  her  friends  in  Tumbull-atreet, 
And  bore  her  up  and  down  from  town  to  town, 
Where  we  did  eat  and  drink,  and  music  hear ; 
Till  at  the  length  at  this  unhappy  town 
We  did  arrive,  and  coming  to  this  cave. 
This  beast  us  caught,  and  put  us  in  a  tub. 
Where  we  this  two  months  sweat,  and  should  have 
Another  month,  if  you  had  not  relieved  us.    [done 
Woman.  This  bread  and  water  hath  oor  diet 
Together  with  a  rib  cut  from  a  neck  [been, 

Of  burned  mutton  ;  hard  hath  been  our  fare  I 
Release  us  from  this  ugly  giant's  snare  ! 

3  Knight.  This  hath  been  all  the  food  we  have 
But  only  twice  a-day,  for  novelty,  [received  ; 

He  gave  a  spoonful  of  this  hearty  broth 
To  each  of  us,  through  this  same  slender  quill. 

[^Pttils  out  a  syringe. 

Ralph.  From  this  infernal  monster  you  shall  go. 
That  useth  knights  and  gentle  ladies  so. 
Convey  them  hence. 

lExetml  third  Knight  and  Woman. 

**  Cit.  Cony,  I  can  tell  thee  the  gentlemen  like 
Ralph. 

**  Wife,  Ay,  George,  I  see  it  well  enough.  Gen- 
tlemen, 1  thank  you  all  heartily  for  gracing  my 
man  Ralph;  and  I  promise  you,  you  shall  see  him 
oftener." 

Bar.  Mercy,  great  Knight !  I  do  recant  my  illt 
And  hencefortii  never  gentle  blood  will  spill. 

Ralph.  I  give  thee  mercy ;  but  yet  shalt  thou 
Upon  my  Burning  Pestle,  to  perform  [swear 

Thy  promise  uttered. 

Bar.  I  swear  and  kiss.  IKisseg  the  PetUe. 

Ralph.  Depart  then,  and  amend ! — 
Come,  Squire  and  Dwarf ;  the  sun  grows  towards 

his  set, 
And  we  have  many  more  adventures  yet.    [.Exeunt. 

**  Cit.  Now  Ralph  is  in  this  humour,  I  know  he 
would  ha'  beaten  all  the  boys  in  the  house,  if  they 
had  been  set  on  him. 

"  Wife.  Ay,  George,  but  it  is  weU  as  it  is :  1 
warrant  you  the  gentlemen  do  consider  what  it  is 
to  overthrow  a  giant. 


SCENE  y. —The  Street  beforeMEB.KYTnovGHT*s 

Hotue, 
Enter  Mrs.  MsaavTUouoHT  and  Michabl. 
"  But  look,  George ;  here  comes  mistress  Merry- 
thought, and  her  son  Michael :  Now  you  are  wel- 
come, mistress   Merrythought;   now   Ralph  has 
done,  you  may  go  on." 


J 


TOVBt  grown'  ;on  are'i  fiae  min,  hq'  jou  hod  ■  I 
*"*  ^oj ;  it  becomes  yoa  tutttij  I  j 

"Ci(.  N«y.  prjthee,  Nell,  chide  not;  for  u  1 
«i  m  boneat  man,  and  m  trne  ChriBtian  grocer,  I 
«  Mt  Hka  hii  dninn.  ' 


'nf<<>  I  crj  joa  mercj  tfaen.  George !   y«D  '  twopeace  to  bn;  you  pointi  vitliaL' 


;  Tou  tni 
Bog.  No,  indeed,  forsooth. 

Wife.  Nor  eat  fire  ? 
Boy.  Neither. 

fPi/e.  Whjtheo,  I  thanJt  jou  heartily  j  there's 


J 
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ACT   IV. 


SCENE  l.—A  Street 


Enter  Jabpxr  and  Boy. 

Jaap,  There,  boy  ;  deliver  this :  But  do  it  weU. 
Hast  thou  provided  me  four  lusty  fellows. 
Able  to  carry  me  ?  and  art  thou  perfect 
In  all  thy  business  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  you  need  not  fear ; 
I  have  my  lesson  here,  and  cannot  miss  it : 
The  men  are  ready  for  you,  and  what  else 
Pertains  to  this  employment. 

J(up.  There,  my  boy ; 
Take  it,  but  buy  no  land. 

Boy»  'Faith,  sir,  'twere  rare 
To  see  so  young  a  purchaser.     I  fly. 
And  on  my  wings  carry  your  destiny.  [Exit. 

Jasp.  Go,  and  be  happy  !  Now,  my  latest  hope, 
Forsake  me  not,  but  fling  thy  anchor  out. 
And  let  it  hold  !     Stand  iix'd,  thou  rolling  stone, 
Till  I  enjoy  my  dearest  I     Hear  me,  all 
You  powers,  that  rule  in  men,  celestial !        lExit. 

'*  Wife.  Go  thy  ways :  thou  art  as  crooked  a 
sprig  as  ever  grew  in  London  !  I  warrant  him, 
he'll  come  to  some  naughty  end  or  other ;  for  his 
looks  say  no  less  :  Besides,  his  father  (you  know, 
George)  is  none  of  the  best ;  you  heard  him  take 
mc  up  like  a  flirt-gill,  and  sing  bawdy  songs  upon 
me ;  but  i'faith,  if  I  live,  George-^ 

**  CU.  Let  me  alone,  sweetheart !  I  have  a  trick 
in  my  head  shall  lodge  him  in  the  Arches  for  one 
year,  and  make  him  sing  peccavi,  ere  1  leave  him ; 
and  yet  he  shall  never  know  who  hurt  him  neither. 

"  Wife,  Do,  my  good  George,  do  ! 

''  Cit.  What  shall  we  have  Ralph  do  now,  Boy  ? 

**  Boy.  You  shall  have  what  you  will,  sir. 

**  Cit.  Why,  so,  sir  ?  go  and  fetch  me  him  then, 
and  let  the  sophy  of  Persia  come  and  christen  him 
n  child. 

**  Boy.  Believe  me,  sir,  that  will  not  do  so  well ; 
'tis  stale ;  it  has  been  had  before  at  the  Red  BulL 

"  Wife.  George,  let  Ralph  travel  over  great 
hills,  and  let  him  be  very  weary,  and  come  to  the 
king  of  Cracovia's  house,  covered  with  [black]  vel- 
vet, and  there  let  the  king's  daughter  stand  in  her 
window  all  in  beaten  gold,  combing  her  golden 
locks  with  a  comb  of  ivory ;  and  let  her  spy  Ralph, 
and  fall  in  love  with  him,  and  come  down  to  him, 
and  carry  him  into  her  father's  house,  and  then  let 
Ralph  talk  with  her  ! 

"  at.  WeU  said,  iNell;  it  shaU  be  so:  Boy, 
let's  ha't  done  quickly. 

''  Bby.  Sir,  if  you  will  imagine  all  this  to  be  done 
already,  you  shall  hear  them  talk  together  ;  but  we 
cannot  present  a  house  covered  with  black  velvet, 
and  a  lady  in  beaten  gold. 

"  Cit.  Sir  Boy,  let's  ha't  as  you  can  then. 

**  Boy.  Besides,  it  will  shew  ill-fuvouredly  to 
have  a  grocer's  'prentice  to  court  a  king's  daughter. 

"  Cit.  Will  it  so,  sir  ?  You  are  well  read  in  his- 
tories I  I  pray  you,  what  was  Sir  Dagonet  }  Was 
not  he  'prentice  to  a  grocer  in  London  ?  Read  the 
play  of  the  Four  'Prentices  of  London,  where  they 
toss  their  pikes  so.  I  pray  you  fetch  him  in,  sir, 
fetch  him  in  1 

*'  Boy.  It  shall  be  done. — It  is  not  our  fault, 
gentlemen.  lExit. 

**  Wife.  Now  we  shall  see  fine  doings,  I  war- 
rant thee,  George. 


SCENE  11.—^  Hall  in  the  King  of  Moi.dayia'9 

Court. 
Enter  Ralph,  Tim,  Gbobob,  and  Pompiona. 
'*  Oh,  here  they  come  I  How  prettily  the  kin{^  of 
Cracovia's  daughter  is  dressed  1 

**  Cit.  Ay,  Nell,  it  is  the  fashion  of  that  country, 
I  warrant  thee." 

Pomp,  Welcome,  Sir  Knight,  unto  mj  father's 
King  of  Moldavia  ;  unto  me,  Pompiona,       [court, 
His  daughter  dear !  But  sure  you  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment,  that  will  stay  with  us 
No  longer  but  a  night. 

Ralph,  Damsel  right  fair, 
I  am  on  many  sad  adventures  bound. 
That  call  me  forth  into  the  wilderness : 
Besides,  my  horse's  back  is  something  gall'd. 
Which  will  enforce  me  ride  a  sober  pace. 
But  many  thanks,  fair  lady,  be  to  you. 
For  using  errant-knight  with  courtesy  I 

Pomp.  But  say,  brave  Knight,  what   is  your 
name  and  birth  ? 

Ralph.  My  name  is  Ralph,  I  am  an  Englishman, 
(As  true  as  steel,  a  hearty  Englishman) 
And  'prentice  to  a  grocer  in  the  Strond, 
By  deed  indent,  of  which  I  have  one  part : 
But  Fortune  cidling  me  to  follow  arms. 
On  me  this  holy  order  I  did  take 
Of  Burning  Pestle,  which  in  all  men's  eyes 
I  bear,  confounding  ladies'  enemies. 

Pomp.  Oft  have  1  heard  of  your  brave  country, 
men. 
And  fertile  soil,  and  store  of  wholesome  food  ; 
My  father  oft  will  tell  me  of  a  drink 
In  England  found,  and  Nipitato  caU'd, 
Which  driveth  all  the  sorrow  from  your  hcMurts. 

Rttlph.  Lady,   'tis  true ;  you  need  not  lay  your 
To  better  Nipitato  than  there  is.  [lips 

Pomp.  And  of  a  wild-fowl  he  will  often  speak. 
Which  powder'd  beef  and  mustard  called  is  : 
For  there  have  been  great  wars  'twixt  us  and  you ; 
But  truly,  Ralph,  it  was  not  long  of  me. 
Tell  me  then,  Ralph,  could  you  contented  be 
To  wear  a  lady's  favour  in  your  shield .' 

Ralph.  I  am  a  knight  of  a  religious  order. 
And  will  not  wear  a  favour  of  a  lady 
That  trusts  in  Antichrist,  and  false  traditions. 

**  Cit.  Well  said,  Ralph !  convert  her,  if  thou 
canst." 

Ralph.  Besides,  I  have  a  lady  of  my  own 
In  merry  England  ;  for  whose  virtuous  sake 
I  took  these  arms  ;  and  Susan  is  her  name, 
A  cobler's  maid  in  Milk-street ;  whom  I  vow 
Ne'er  to  forsake,  whilst  life  and  Pestle  last. 

Pomp,  Happy  that  cobbling  dame,  whoe'er  she 
be, 
That  for  her  own,  dear  Ralph,  hath  gotten  thee  ! 
Unhappy  I,  that  ne'er  shall  see  the  day 
To  see  thee  more,  that  bear'st  my  heart  away  ! 

Ralph.  Lady,  farewell !  I  needs  must  take  my 
leave. 

Pomp.  Hard-hearted  Ralph,  that  ladies  dost  de- 
ceive 1 

"  Cit.  Hark  thee,  Ralph  1  there's  money  for 
thee :  Give  something  in  the  king  of  Cracovia'si 
house  ;  be  not  beholding  to  him." 

Ralph.  Lady,  before  I  go,  I  must  remember 
Your  father's  officers,  who,  truth  to  tell. 
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The  end  of  all,  and  the  sweet  rest  of  all, 

Come,  come,  oh,  Death  !  bring  me  to  thy  peace, 

And  blot  out  all  the  memory  I  nourish 

Both  of  my  father  and  my  cruel  friend ! 

Oh,  wretched  maid,  still  living  to  be  wretched, 

To  be  a  say  to  Fortune  in  her  changes. 

And  grow  to  number  times  and  woes  together  ! 

How  happy  had  1  been,  if,  being  bom, 

My  grave  had  been  my  cradle ! 

EnUr  Servant. 

Serv,  By  your  leave, 
Young  mistress !    Here's  a  boy  hath  brought  a 

coffin; 
What  a'  would  say  I  know  not ;  but  your  father 
Charged  me  to  give  you  notice.     Here  they  come ! 

Enter  turn  Men  bearing  a  Coffin^  and  the  Boy.     Jasper 
laid  out  as  a  Corpse  teithin  it,  covered  with  a  cloth. 

Litee,  For  me  I  hope  'tis  come,  and  'tis  most 
welcome. 

Boy.  Fair  mistress,  let  me  not  add  greater  grief 
To  that  great  store  you  have  already.    Jasper 
(That  whilst  he  lived  was  yours,  now  dead. 
And  here  enclosed)  commanded  me  to  bring 
His  body  hither,  and  to  crave  a  tear 
From  those  fair  eyes,  (though  he  deserved  not  pity,) 
To  deck  his  funeral,  for  so  he  bid  me 
Tell  her  for  whom  he  died. 

Luce.  He  shall  have  many. — 
Good  friends,  depart  a  Uttle,  whilst!  take 
My  leave  of  this  dead  man,  that  once  I  loved. 

lExeunt  Coffin-carriers  and  Boy. 
Hold  yet  a  little,  life  !  and  then  I  give  thee 
To  thy  first  heavenly  being.     Oh,  my  friend ! 
Hast  thou  deceived  me  thus,  and  got  before  me  ? 
I  shall  not  long  be  after.     But,  believe  me. 
Thou  wert  too  cruel,  Jasper,  'gainst  thyself. 
In  punishing  the  fault  I  could  have  paMon'd, 
With  so  untimely  death :  Thou  didst  not  wrong  me, 
But  ever  wert  most  kind,  most  true,  most  loving ; 
And  I  the  most  unkind,  most  false,  most  cruel ! 
Didst  thou  but  ask  a  tear  ?  I'll  give  thee  all. 
Even  all  my  eyes  can  pour  down,  all  my  sighs, 
And  all  myself,  before  thou  goest  from  me : 
These  are  but  sparing  rites ;  but  if  thy  soul 
Be  yet  about  this  place,  and  can  behold 
And  see  what  I  prepare  to  deck  thee  with, 
It  shall  go  up,  borne  on  the  wings  of  peace. 
And  satisfied  :  First  will  I  sing  ^y  dirge. 
Then  kiss  thy  pale  lips,  and  then  die  myself, 
And  fill  one  coffin  and  one  grave  together. 

BONO. 

Come,  you  whose  loves  are  dead. 

And  whiles  I  sing. 

Weep,  and  wring 
Every  hand ;  and  every  head 
Bind  with  cypress  and  sad  yew ; 
Ribbons  block  and  candles  blue, 
For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true ! 

Come  with  heavy  moaning. 

And  on  his  grave 

Let  him  have 
Sacrifice  of  sighs  and  groaning ; 
Let  him  have  fair  flowers  enow, 
"White  and  purple,  green  and  yellow. 
For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true  I 

Thou  sable  cloth,  sad  cover  of  my  joys, 
I  lift  thee  up,  and  thus  I  meet  with  death. 

IShe  takes  off  the  Cloth,  and  he  rises  out  o/the  Coffin. 
Jasp.  And  thus  you  meet  the  living. 


Luce.  Save  me.  Heaven  ! 

Jasp.  Nay,  do  not  fly  me,  fair ;  I  am  no  spirit : 
Look  better  on  me  ;  do  yon  know  me  yet  ? 

Luce.  Oh,  thou  dear  shadow  of  my  friend  ! 

Jasp.  Dear  substance, 
I  swear  I  am  no  shadow ;  feel  my  hand  ! 
It  is  the  same  it  was ;  I  am  your  Jasper, 
Your  Jasper  that's  yet  living,  and  yet  loving  ! 
Pardon  my  rash  attempt,  my  foolish  proof 
I  put  in  practice  of  your  constancy  : 
For  sooner  should  my  sword  have  drunk  my  blood. 
And  set  my  soul  at  liberty,  than  drawn 
The  least  drop  from  that  body  ;  for  which  boldness 
Doom  me  to  anything  !  if  death,  I  take  it, 
And  willingly. 

Luce,  Thin  death  I'll  give  you  for  it ! 

IKisses  him. 
So  ;  now  I'm  satisfied,  you  are  no  spirit, 
But  my  own  truest,  truest,  truest  friend ! 
Why  do  you  come  thus  to  me  .' 

Jasp.  First,  to  see  you ; 
Then  to  convey  you  hence. 

Luce.  It  cannot  be ; 
For  I  am  lock'd  up  here,  and  watch'd  at  aU  hours. 
That  'tis  impossible  for  me  to  'scape. 

Jasp.  Nothing  more  possible  :  Within  this  coffin 
Do  you  convey  yourself ;  let  me  alone, 
I  have  the  wits  of  twenty  men  about  me ; 
Only  I  crave  the  shelter  of  your  closet 
A  little,  and  then  fear  me  not.     Creep  in, 
That  they  may  presently  convey  you  hence. 
Fear  nothing,  dearest  love !  I'll  be  your  second  ; 
Lie  close ;  so  !  all  goes  well  yet — Boy  I 

IShe  goes  into  the  Coffin,  and  he  covers  her  with  the  Cloth, 

Re-enter  Boy  and  Men. 

Boy,  At  hand,  sir. 

Jasp.  Convey  away  the  coffin,  and  be  wary. 

Boy.  'Tis  done  already. 

IThe  Men  carry  out  the  C^j^n. 
Jasp.  Now  must  I  go  conjure. 

^Exit  into  a  Closet. 

Enter  VsNTSRwaLS. 

Vent.  Boy,  Boy ! 

Boy.  Your  servant,  sir. 

Vent.  Do  me  this  kindness.  Boy ;  (hold  ;  here's 
a  crown) 
Before  thou  bury  the  body  of  this  feQow, 
Carry  it  to  his  old  merry  father,  and  salute  him 
From  me,  and  bid  him  sing ;  he  hath  cause. 

Boy.  I  will,  sir. 

Vent.  And  then  bring  me  word  what  tune  he  is 
And  have  another  crown  ;  but  do  it  truly.  [in, 

I  have  fitted  him  a  bargain,  now,  will  vex  him. 

Boy.  God  bless  your  worship's  health,  air  ! 

Vent.  Farewell,  Boy !  \^Bxeunt. 


SCENE  y. — A  Room  in  Mekrttbought's 

House. 
Enter  Old  MsRavTROuOHT. 

"  lV\fe.  Ah,  Old  Merrythought,  art  thou  there 
again  ?    Let's  hear  some  of  thy  songs." 

Mer.  [Singing.l  Who  can  sing  a  merrier  note. 

Than  he  that  cannot  change  a  g^roat ! 

Not  a  denier  left,  and  yet  my  heart  leaps  :  I  do 
wonder  yet,  as  old  as  I  am,  that  any  man  will  follow 
a  trade,  or  serve,  that  may  sing  and  laugh,  and 
walk  the  streets.     My  wife  and  both  my  sons  are 


innn* :    Uring  him  out  qaicklj  ;  or  if  i  com*  I  ud  by  twentj, 

■luoDgit  TOO To  HogsdoD,  or  to  NewingtoD,  when  ale  and  caktt 

"  Btf.  Well,  lir,  he  ihall  come  out ;  bat  if  Dur  are  plenty  1 

*J  miMUTj,  dr,  jou  an  like  to  pay  for't.  And  let  il  ae'^  be  wid  for  ibame,  tli«t  we  the 

lEiO,  I  youths  of  Loikdon, 
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Lay  thmminixigf  of  oar  caps  'at  home,  and  left  oar 

custom  undone. 
Up  then,  I  Mj,  both  young  and  old,  both  man  and 

maid  a- Maying, 
With  drums  and  guns  that  bounce  aloud,   and 

Which  to  prolong,  God  save  our  king,  and  send 

his  country  peace, 
And  root  out  treason  from  the  land  I  and  so,  my 

friends,  I  cease.                                ZExiL 

merry  tabor  playing ! 

FINIS    ▲CTC8   aUABTI. 

ACT    V. 


SCENE  h^A  Room  in  the  House  of 
Vbnterwels. 

Enter  VsirrsawBLa. 

Vent.  I  will  have  no  great  store  of  company  at 
the  wedding ;  a  couple  of  neighbours  and  their 
wives;  and  we  will  have  a  capon  in  stewed  broth, 
with  marrow,  and  a  good  piece  of  beef,  stuck  with 
rosemary. 

EiUtr  Jaspbb,  his  Face  meaUd, 

Jasp,  Forbear  thy  pains,  fond  man  I  it  is  too 

Vent,  Heaven  bless  me !  Jasper  ?  [late. 

Jasp.  Ay,  I  am  his  ghost. 
Whom  thou  hast  injured  for  his  constant  love. 
Fond  worldly  wretch  !  who  dost  not  understand 
In  death  that  true  hearts  cannot  parted  be. 
First  know,  thy  daughter  is  quite  borne  away 
On  wings  of  angels,  through  the  liquid  air, 
Too  far  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
Shalt  thou  behold  her  face :  But  she  and  I 
Will  in  another  world  enjoy  our  loves  ; 
Where  neither  father's  anger,  poverty. 
Nor  any  cross  that  troubles  earthly  men. 
Shall  make  us  sever  our  united  hearts. 
And  never  shalt  thou  sit,  or  be  alone 
In  any  place,  but  I  will  visit  thee 
With  ghastly  looks,  and  put  into  thy  mind 
The  great  offences  which  thou  didst  to  me. 
When  thou  art  at  thy  table  with  thy  friends, 
Merry  in  heart,  and  filled  with  swelling  wine, 
111  come  in  midst  of  all  thy  pride  and  mirth. 
Invisible  to  all  men  but  thyself. 
And  whisper  such  a  sad  tale  in  thine  ear. 
Shall  make  thee  let  the  cup  fall  from  thy  hand, 
And  stand  as  mute  and  pale  as  death  itself. 

Vent,  Forgive  me,  Jasper !  Oh,  what  might  I 
Tell  me,  to  satisfy  thy  troubled  ghost  ?  [do, 

Jasp.  There  is  no  means ;  too  late  thou  think'st 
of  this. 

Vent.  But  tell  me  what  were  best  for  me  to  do  ? 
Jasp.  Repent  thy  deed,  and  satisfy  my  father, 
And  beat  fond  Humphrey  out  of  thy  doors. 

iExit. 

Enter  Uumpbrkv. 

**  Wife.  Look,  George ;  his  very  ghost  would 
have  folks  beaten." 

Hum.  Father,  my  bride  is  gone,  fair  mistress 

Luce. 

My  soul's  the  fount  of  vengeance,  mischiefs  sluice. 

Vent.  Hence,  fool,  out  of  my  sight,  with  thy 

fond  passion ! 

Thou  hast  undone  me.  IBeatt  him. 

Hum.  Hold,  my  father  dear  ! 
For  Luce  thy  daughter's  sake,  that  had  no  peer. 
Vent,  Thy  father,  fool  ?   There's  some   blows 
more  ;  be  gone  ! —  IBeats  him  offoin. 

Jasper,  I  hope  thy  ghost  be  well  appeased 


It 
It 


To  see  thy  will  performed.     Now  will  I  go 

To  satisfy  thy  father  for  thy  wrongs.  lExiL 

Hum.  What  shall  I  do  ?  I  have  been  beaten 
twice, 
And  mistress  Luce  is  gone !  Help  me.  Device  ! 
Since  my  true  love  is  gone,  I  never  more 
Whilst  1  do  live  upon  the  sky  will  pore ; 
But  in  the  dark  will  wear  out  my  shoe-soles 
In  passion,  in  Saint  Faith's  church  under  Panics. 

lExiL 

'*  Wife.  George,  call  Ralph  hither ;  if  yoa  love 
me,  call  Ralph  hither!  I  have  the  bravest  thing  for 
him  to  do George  !  pr'ythee,  call  him  quickly. 

**  at.  Ralph  i  why,  Ralph,  boy  ! 

Enter  Ralph. 
Ralph.  Here,  sir. 

Cit.  Come  hither,  Ralph ;  come  to  thy  mis- 
tress, boy. 

"  Wife.  Ralph,  I  would  have  thee  call  all  the 
youths  together  in  battle-ray.  with  drums,  and 
guns,  and  flags,  and  march  to  Mile-End  in  pomp- 
ous fashion,  and  there  exhort  your  soldiers  to  be 
merry  and  wise,  and  to  keep  their  beards  from 
burning,  Ralph ;  and  then  skirmish,  and  let  your 
flags  fly,  and  cry,  "  Kill,  kiU,  kiU  ! ''  My  husband 
shadl  lend  you  his  jerkin,  Ralph,  and  there's  a 
scarf;  for  the  rest,  the  house  shall  furnish  you,  and 
we'll  pay  for't.  Do  it  bravely,  Ralph ;  and  Uiink 
before  whom  you  perform,  and  what  person  yon 
represent. 

"  Ralph,  I  warrant  you,  mistress ;  if  I  do  it 
not,  for  the  honour  of  the  dty,  and  the  credit  of 
my  master,  let  me  never  hope  for  freedom ! 

"  Wife,  'Tis  wellspoken,  i'faith  !  Go  thy  ways  ; 
thou  art  a  spark  indeed. 

'*  Cit.  Ralph,  Ralph,  double  your  files  bravely, 
Ralph  1 

'*  Ralph.  I  warrant  you,  sir.  {,Ejtii. 

**  Cit.  Let  him  look  narrowly  to  his  service  ;  I 
shall  take  him  else.  I  was  there  myself  a  pike- 
man  once,  in  the  hottest  of  the  day,  wench ;  had 
my  feather  shot  sheer  away,  the  fringe  of  my  pike 
burnt  off  with  powder,  my  pate  broken  with  a 
scouring-stick,  and  yet,  I  thank  (rod,  I  am  here.* 

IDrumt  within. 
W\fe.  Hark,  George,  the  drums ! 
Cit.  Ran,  tan,  tan,  tan,  tan,  tan !  Oh,  wench, 
an'  thou  hadst  but  seen  little  Ned  of  Aldgate,  drum 
Ned,  how  he  made  it  roar  again,  and  laid  on  like 
a  tyrant,  and  then  struck  softly  till  the  ward  came 
up,  and  then  thundered  again,  and  together  we  go ! 
sa,  sa,  sa,  bounce,  quoth  the  guns  !  **  courage, 
my  hearts,"  quoth  the  captains  I  *'  Saint  George," 
quoth  the  pike-men!  and  wiUial,  here  they  lay, 
and  there  they  lay  I  And  yet  for  all  this  I  am  here, 
wench. 

''  Wife.  Be  thankful  for  it,  George ;  for  indeed 
'tis  wonderful." 
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ACT  y. 


Mw,  A  merry  ghost,  a  very  merry  ghost ! 

{Singa, 

And  where  is  your  tme  love  ?  Oh,  where  is  yours  ? 
Jas-p.  Marry,  look  you,  sir  !         {pTpem  the  coffin. 
Mer,  Ah,  ha  I  art  thou  good  at  that,  i 'faith  ? 

[,Singi. 
With  hey  tricksy  terlerie-whiskln, 

The  world  it  runs  on  wheels. 
When  the  young  man's  . 

Up  goes  the  maiden's  heels. 

Mrs.  Mbrrytbooort  and  Miceabl  «n<Ain. 

Mrs.  Mer.  What,  master  Merrythought !  will 
you  not  let's  in  !  What  do  you  think  shall  become 
of  us  ? 

Met.  What  voice  is  that  that  calleth  at  oar 
door  ? 

Mrt.  Mer,  You  know  me  well  enough ;  I  am 
sure  1  have  not  been  such  a  stranger  to  you. 

Mer.  \8ingi.']  And  some  they  whistled,  and  some  they 

sung. 

Hey  down,  down ! 
And  some  did  loudly  say. 
Ever  as  the  lord  Bamet's  horn  blew. 
Away,  Muagrave,  away. 

Mr$.  Mer.  You  will  not  have  us  starve  here, 
will  you,  master  Merrythought  ? 

Ja$p.  Nay,  good  sir,  be  persuaded ;  8he*s  my 
mother  : 
If  her  offences  have  been  great  against  you, 
Let  your  own  love  remember  she  is  yours, 
And  so  forgive  her. 

Ltuie.  Good  master  Merrythought, 
Let  me  entreat  you ;  I  will  not  be  denied. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Why,  masterMerrythought,  will  you 
be  a  vex'd  thing  still  ? 

Mer.  Woman,  I  take  you  to  my  love  again ; 
but  you  shall  sing  before  you  enter ;  therefore  dis- 
patch your  song,  and  so  come  in. 

Mrs.  Mer.  Well,  you  must  have  your  will, 
when  all's  done  : — Micke,  what  song  canst  thou 
sing,  boy  ? 

Mich.  I  can  sing  none  forsooth,  but  *  A  Lady's 
Daughter  of  Pftris,'  properly,  iSingt  within. 

It  was  a  lady's  daughter,  &c. 

EiUer  Mrs.  HaaBYTHouoBT  and  MrcnAiL. 
Mer.  Come,  you're  welcome  home  again. 

If  such  danger  ho  in  playing. 

And  Jest  must  to  earnest  turn. 
You  shall  go  no  more  a-Maylng 

Vent.  [Within.']  Are  you  within,  sir?  master 
Merrythought ! 

Jatp,  It  is  my  master's  voice  ;  good  sir,  go  hold 
In  talk  whilst  we  convey  ourselves  into  [him 

Some  inward  room.  lExitufiih  Luca. 

Mer.  What  are  you  ?  are  you  merry  ? 
You  must  be  very  merry,  if  yoa  enter. 

Vent,  I  am,  sir. 

Mer,  Sing  then. 

Vent.  Nay,  good  sir,  open  to  me. 

Mer.  Sing,  I  say, 
Or,  by  the  merry  heart,  you  come  not  in  ! 

Vent.  Well,  sir,  TU  sing.  [.Singi. 

Fortune  my  foe,  &o. 

Enter  YBNTBRwaia. 

Mer.  You're  welcome,  sir,  you're  welcome  \ 
You  see  your  entertainment ;  pray  you  be  merry. 

Vent,  Oh,  master  Merrythought,  I'm  come  to 
Forgiveness  for  the  wrongs  I  offer'd  yon,  [ask  you 


And  your  most  virtuous  son ;  they  are  infinite. 

Yet  my  contrition  shall  be  more  than  they. 

I  do  confess  my  hardness  broke  his  heart. 

For  which  just  Heaven  hath  giv'n  me  punishment 

More  than  my  age  can  carry  ;  his  wandring  spirit. 

Not  yet  at  rest,  pursues  me  every  where. 

Crying,  "  I'll  haunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty." 

My  daughter  she  is  gone,  I  know  not  how, 

Taken  invisible,  and  whether  living. 

Or  in  the  grave,  'tis  yet  uncertain  to  me. 

Oh,  master  Merrythought,  these  are  the  weights 

Will  sink  me  to  my  grave  !  Forgive  me,  sir. 

Mer,   Why,   sir,  I  do  forgive  you  ;    and  be 
merry ! 
And  if  the  wag  in's  lifetime  play'd  the  knave. 
Can  you  forgive  him  too  ? 

Vent»  With  all  my  heart,  sir. 

Mer.  Speak  it  again,  and  heartily. 

Vent.  I  do,  sir; 
Now,  by  my  soul,  I  do. 

Mer.  \fiingi.1  With  that  came  out  his  paramottr ; 
She  was  as  white  as  the  Uly  flower. 
Uey  troul,  troly«  loly  ! 

Enter  Ltx;a  and  Jaspbr. 

With  that  came  out  her  own  dear  knight. 
He  was  as  true  as  ever  did  fight,  &c 

Sir,  if  you  will  forgive  'em,  clap  their  hands  toge- 
ther ;  there's  no  more  to  be  said  i'  th'  matter. 

Vent.  I  do,  I  do. 

"  Cit.  I  do  not  like  this  :  Peace,  boys  !  Hear 
me,  one  of  you  !  every  body's  part  is  come  to  an 
end  but  Ralph's,  and  he's  left  out. 

** Boy,  'Tis  long  of  yourself,  sir;  we  have 
nothing  to  do  with  his  part. 

"  Cit.  Ralph,  come  away !  Make  [an  end]  on 
him,  as  you  have  done  of  the  rest,  boys  ;  come  ! 

'*  Wife,  Now,  good  husband,  let  him  oome  out 
and  die. 

**  Cit,  He  shall,  Nell. — Ralph,  come  away 
quickly,  and  die,  boy. 

**  Boy.  'Twill  be  very  unfit  he  should  die,  sir, 
upon  no  occasion  ;  and  in  a  comedy  too. 

'*  Cit.  Take  you  no  care  of  that.  Sir  Boy ;  is 
not  his  part  at  an  end,'think  you,  when  he*s  dead  ? — 
Come  away,  Ralph !" 

Enter  Ralph,  with  a/brhed  Arrow  through  his  Head. 
Ralph,  When  I  was  mortal,  this   my  costive 
Did  lap  up  figs  and  raisins  in  the  Strand ;     [corps 
Where  sitting,  I  espied  a  lovely  dame, 
Whose  master  wrought  with  lingell  and  with  awl. 
And  underground  he  vamped  many  a  boot : 
Straight  did  her  love  pride  forth  me,  tender  sprig. 
To  follow  feats  of  arms  in  warlike  wise. 
Through  Waltham-Desert ;  where  I  did  perform 
Many  achievements,  and  did  lay  on  ground 
Huge  Barbaroso,  that  insulting  giant. 
And  all  his  captives  soon  set  at  liberty. 
Then  honour  prick' d  me  from  my  native  soil 
Into  Moldavia,  where  I  gain'd  the  love 
Of  Pompiona,  his  beloved  daughter ; 
But  yet  proved  constant  to  the  black-thumb'd 
Susan,  and  scom'd  Pompiona's  love ;  [maid. 

Yet  liberal  I  was,  and  gave  her  pins. 
And  money  for  her  father's  officers. 
I  then  returned  home,  and  thrust  myself 
In  action,  and  by  all  men  chosen  was 
Lord  of  the  May ;  where  I  did  flourish  it, 
Wich  scarfs  and  rings,  and  poesy  in  my  hand. 
After  this  action  I  preferred  was. 


SCSXB  III. 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  THE  BURNING  PESTLE. 


97 


( 


.\Qd  eluxea  dty-captain  at  Mile-End, 

Widi  hat  and  feather,  and  with  leading  staff, 

And  tnin'd  mj  men,  and  brought  them  all  off  clear, 

Save  one  min  that  bewrayed  him  with  the  noise. 

But  an  these  things  I  Ralph  did  undertake, 

Onlj  for  mj  beloved  Susan's  sake. 

Then  coming  home,  and  sitting  in  my  shop 

With  apron  bine,  Death  came  into  my  stall 

To  cheapen  aguaviia  ;  bat  ere  I 

Coold  take  the  bottle  down,  and  fill  a  taste, 

D^ath  caught  a  pound  of  pepper  in  his  hand, 

Aod  sprinkled  all  my  face  and  body  o'er, 

Aitd  in  an  instant  Tanished  away. 

""Cit.Twa.  pretty  fiction,  i'faith  !  " 

Ralph.  Then  took  I  up  my  bow  and  shaft  in 
hand. 
And  valked  into  Moorfields  to  cool  myself : 
Bat  there  grim  cruel  Death  met  me  again, 
Afid  shot  this  forked  arrow  through  my  head  ; 
Aad  noir  I  fiint ;  therefore  be  wam'd  by  me, 
Mr  fdlows  every  one,  of  forked  heads ! 
Farewdl,  all  you  good  boys  in  merry  London  ! 
NVer  shall  we  more  upon  Shrove-Tuesday  meet, 
Aod  plock  down  houses  of  iniquity ; 
'Mj  piin  increaseth)  I  shall  never  more 
Hold  open,  whilst  another  pumps  both  legs, 
Nor  danb  a  nttin  gown  with  rotten  eggs ; 
^  vp  a  stake,  oh,  never  more  I  shall ! ' 
1  & !  fly,  fiy,  my  soul,  to  Grocers'  HaU ! 
Oh,oh,rfi,  ate. 

"  Wife,  WeQ  said,  Ralph  I  do  your  obeisance 
to  the  gentlemen,  and  go  your  ways.  Well  said, 
fi*lph!"  lExitlULm, 

tier.  Mediinks  all  we,  thus  kindly  and  unex- 


pectedly reconciled,  should  not  depart  without  a 


son-;. 


Fent.  A  good  motion. 
Mer,  Stnke  up  then  ! 

SONG. 

Better  musio  ne*er  was  known 

Than  a  quire  of  hearts  in  one. 

Let  each  other,  that  hath  heen 

Troubled  with  the  gall  or  spleeta. 

Learn  of  as  to  keep  his  brow 

Smooth  and  plain,  as  ours  are  now  ! 

Sing,  though  before  the  hour  of  dying ; 

He  shall  rite,  and  then  be  crying, 

"  Heyho,  'tis  nought  but  mirth 

That  keeps  the  body  from  the  earth."   lExeunt, 


EPILOGUS. 


**  CiL  Come,  Nell,  shall  we  go  ?  the  play's  done. 

"  Wife.  Nay,  by  my  faith,  George,  I  have  more 
manners  than  so ;  I'll  speak  to  these  gentlemen 
first — I  thank  you  all,  gentlemen,  for  your  patience 
and  countenance  to  Ralph,  a  poor  fatherless  child  I 
and  if  I  might  see  you  at  my  house,  it  should  go 
hard  but  I  would  have  a  pottle  of  wine,  and  a  pipe 
of  tobacco  for  you ;  for  truly  I  hope  you  do  like 
the  youth  ;  but  I  would  be  glad  to  know  the  truth ; 
I  refer  it  to  your  own  discretions,  whether  you  will 
applaud  him  or  no ;  for  I  will  wink,  and,  whilst, 
you  shall  do  what  you  will. — I  thank  you  with  all 
my  heart.  God  give  you  good  night! — Come, 
George."  lExeunt, 


»«t.  II, 


THE    DOUBLE    MARRIAGE. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Fxiiiuin>,  the  libiditumt  T^ani  qf  Naples. 
VnoLST.  a  ncbU  GenOeman,  HudUme  </  M* 

country e/ireedom. 
BRiaeoNjn.  ^  Ttoo  honest  Oentlefnen,  eot\federaUs 
Cauilu>,     )      with  yiROLBT. 
RomrBRjc,  a  ViUain,  Captain  of  the  Guard, 
\iLUO,  a  Court  FooL 
CAgnvcao,  a  Court  Parasite. 
Pandulpro,  a  noble  OenUetnan,  Father  to  Virolst. 
DvKR  or  Sues,  Enemy  to  Fsmuno,  proscribed, 

and  turned  Pirate, 
AflCANio,  Nephew  to  FnnAirD. 
Lvao,  a  Botf,  Servant  to  Vibour. 


Blaster. 

Gunner. 

Boatswain. 

Chirurgeon. 

SaUors. 

Doctor. 

Citisens. 

Guards,  Soldiem,  and  Siwanta. 

Juliana,  the  matdtless  Wife  of  VmoLar. 
Maktia,  Daughier  of  the  l>vk!e  of  ^»»ii^*.  Second 

Wife  to  YmoLBT. 
Court-LAdles. 


SCENE,— Naples,  and  a  Ship  at  Sba. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I.— Naplbs.     A  Room  in  the  Home  of 

ViROLKT. 

Enier  VmoLMT  and  Luaa 

Vir.  Boy  ! 

Lftcio.  Sir  ? 

Vir.  If  my  wife  eeek  me»  tell  her  that 
Designs  of  weight,  too  heavy  for  her  knowledge. 
Exact  my  privacy. 

Lucio.  1  shall,  sir. 

Vir.  Do  then ; 
And  leave  me  to  myself. 

Lucio.  'Tis  a  raw  morning. 
And,  wonld  you  please  to  interpret  that  for  duty 
Which  you  may  construe  boldness,  I  could  wish 
(To  arm  yourself  a^rainst  it)  you  would  use 
More  of  my  service. 

Vir.  I  have  heat  within  here, 
A  noble  heat,  good  boy,  to  keep  it  off; 
I  shall  not  freeze.     Deliver  my  excuse, 
And  you  have  done  your  part. 

Enter  Juuajca. 

Lucio.  That  is  prevented ; 
My  lady  follows  you. 

Vir.  Since  I  must  be  cross'd  then. 
Let  her  perform  that  office. 

Lfioio,  I  obey  ye.  lExit. 

Vir.  Pr'y thee  to-bed :  To  be  thus  fond 's  more 
Than  if  I  were  neglected.  [tedious 

Jui.  'Tis  the  fault  then 
Of  love  and  duty,  which  I  would  fall  under. 
Rather  than  want  that  care  which  you  may  chal- 
As  due  to  my  obedience.  [lenge 

Vir.  I  confess 


This  tenderness  argues  a  loving  wife. 

And  more  deserves  my  hearth  best  thanks  than 

Yet  I  must  tell  yon,  sweet,  you  do  exceed  [anger. 

In  your  affection,  if  you  would  engross  me 

To  your  delights  alone. 

Jul.  I  am  not  jealous : 
If  my  embraces  have  distasted  you, 
(As  I  must  grant  yon  every  way  so  worthy 
That  'tis  not  in  weak  woman  to  deserve  youy 
Much  less  in  miserable  me,  that  want 
Those  graces  some  more  fortunate  are  stored  with,) 
Seek  any  whom  you  please,  and  I  will  study. 
With  my  best  service,  to  deserve  those  favours 
That  shall  yield  you  contentment. 

Vir.  You  are  mistaken. 

Jul.  No,  I  am  patient,  sir ;  and  so  good*  morrow ! 
I  will  not  be  offensive. 

Vir.  Hear  my  reasons. 

Jul,  Though  in  your  life  a  widow's  bed  receives 
me, 
For  your  sake  I  must  love  it.    May  she  prosper 
That  shall  succeed  me  in  it,  and  your  ardour 
Last  longer  to  her ! 

Vir.  By  the  love  I  bear, 
First  to  my  country's  peace,  next  to  thyself, 
(To  whom  compared,  my  life  I  rate  at  nothing,) 
Stood  here  a  lady  that  were  the  choice  abstract 
Of  all  the  beauties  Nature  ever  fiuhion'd. 
Or  Art  gave  ornament  to,  compared  to  thee^ 
Thus  as  thou  art,  obedient  and  loving, 
I  should  contemn  and  loath  her ! 

Jul.  I  do  believe  you. 
How  I  am  bless'd  in  my  assured  belief 
This  is  unfeigned  !  And  why  this  sadness  then  ? 
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fir.  Why,  Joliuia  ? 
BelieTe  me,  tfae«e  my  sad  and  dull  retirements, 
My  often,  nay,  almost  continued  fasts, 
[Sleep  banish'd  from  my  eyes,  all  pleasures  stran- 
ge".) 
Hiv«  neither  root  nor  growth  from  any  cause 

Thit  may  arrive  at  woman.     Shouldst  thou  be 
(As  du^ty  forbid  !)  false  to  my  bed, 
I  shoold  lament  my  fortune,  perhaps  punish 
Tbjr&Iwliood,  and  tiien  study  to  forget  thee  ; 
Bat  that  which,  like  a  never-emptied  spring. 
Feds  hifh  the  torrent  of  my  swelling  grief, 
U  vUt  my  oouitrj  suffers  ;  there's  a  ground 
Where  lorrow  may  be  planted,  and  spring  up 
Throng  yielding  rage,  and  womanish  despair, 
And  yet  not  shame  the  owner. 

Jul.  I  do  betieve  it  true  ; 
let  I  ihoold  tiiink  myself  a  happy  woman, 
U^  in  this  general  and  timely  mourning, 
I  mif ht,  or  give  to  you,  or  else  receive, 
A  little  UwM  comfort. 
Vir.  Thy  discretion 
In  this  may  answer  for  me :  Look  on  Naples, 
The  country  where  we  both  were  bom  and  bred  ; 
Naples,  the  Pkradiae  of  Italy, 
As  that  a  of  the  earth  ;  Naples,  that  was 
Hie  sweet  retreat  of  all  the  worthiest  Romans, 
Wkn  Uiey  had  shared  the  spoils  of  the  whole 

world ; 
This  flonrishing  kingdom,  whose  inhabitants. 
For  wealth  and  bravery,  lived  like  petty  kings ; 
Made  subject  now  to  such  a  tyranny, 
Asthat  fidr  dty  that  received  her  name 
From  Constantine  the  Great,  now  in  the  power 
Of  btrbarons  infidels,  may  forget  her  own. 
To  look  with  pity  on  our  miseries  ; 
^  fv  in  oar  calamities  we  transcend  her : 
For  since  this  Arragonian  tyrant,  Ferrand, 
Seiied  on  the  government,  there's  nothing  left  us 
That  we  can  call  our  own,  but  our  afflictions. 

^«/.  And  hardly   those;    the  king's   strange 
£(}iials  all  precedents  of  tyranny.  [cruelty 

Vir.  Equals,  say  you  ? 
Hf  has  oat>gone  the  worst :  Compared  to  him, 
Nor  Phalaris,  nor  Dionysins, 
^^^^lignla,  nor  Nero  can  be  mentioned. 
^  jet  ss  kings  abused  their  regal  power, 
^  as  a  merchant ;  all  the  country's  fat 
He  wholly  does  engross  unto  himself : 
^%  oils  he  buys  at  his  own  price,  then  sells  them 
To  B3  at  dearer  rates ;  our  plate  and  jewels, 
I  ader  t  (eign'd  pretence  of  public  use, 
Reborrows ;  wluch  denied,  his  instruments  force. 
^  nces  of  our  horses  he  takes  from  us, 
^et  keeps  them  in  our  pastures ;  rapes  of  matrons, 
Aad  fill-ins,  are  too  frequent ;  never  man 
^^  thank'd  him  for  a  pardon ;  for  religion, 
1:  is  a  thiqg  he  dreams  not  of. 

</W.  I  have  heard 
Jflow  trae  it  is  I  know  not)  that  he  sold 
^^  hiahoprick  of  Tarent  to  a  Jew, 
^v  thirteen  thoasand  ducats. 

Hf .  I  was  present, 
Axid  taw  the  money  paid.  Hie  day  would  leave  me 
£rt  I  could  number  out  his  impious  actions^ 
^  vhat  the  miserable  subject  suffers : 
Aad  can  you  entertain,  in  such  a  time, 
A  tboa|;ht  of  dalliance  ?      Tears,  and  sighs,  and 
Would  better  now  become  you.  [groans, 

J^.  They  indeed  are 


The  only  weapons  our  poor  sez  can  use. 
When  we  are  injured  ;  and  they  may  become  us  : 
But  for  men,  that  were  born  free,  men  of  rank, 
(That  would  be  register'd  fathers  of  their  country, 
And  to  have  on  their  tombs,  in  golden  letters. 
The  noble  style  of  "  Tyrant-killers  "  written,) 
To  weep  like  fools  and  women,  and  not  like  wise 
To  practise  a  redress,  deserves  a  name  [men 

Which  fits  not  me  to  give. 

Ftr.  Thy  grave  reproof, 
If  what  thou  dost  desire  were  possible 
To  be  effected,  might  well  argue  it 
As  wise  as  loving ;  but  if  you  consider. 
With  what  strong  guards  this  tyrant  is  defended. 
Ruffians,  and  malcontents  drawn  from  all  quarters, 
That  only  know  to  serve  his  impious  will ; 
The  citadels  built  by  him  in  the  neck 
Of  this  poor  city ;  the  invincible  strength 
Nature,  by  Art  assisted,  gave  this  castle ; 
And  above  all  his  fear ;  admitting  no  man 
To  see  him,  but  unarmed,  it  being  death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a  weapon  ; 
You  must  confess,  unless  our  hands  were  cannons. 
To  batter  down  these  walls  ;  our  weak  breath  mines, 
To  blow  his  forts  up  ;  or  our  curses  lightning, 
To  force  a  passage  to  him,  and  then  blast  him ; 
Our  power  is  like  to  yours,  and  we,  like  you. 
Weep  our  misfortunes. 

Jul.  Walls  of  brass  resist  not 
A  noble  undertaking ;  nor  can  Vice 
Raise  any  bulwark,  to  make  good  the  place 
Where  Virtue  seeks  to  enter  :  Then  to  fall 
In  such  a  brave  attempt,  were  such  an  honour 
That  Brutus,  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 
Were  my  dead  father  in  you,  and  my  brothers, 
Nay,  all  the  ancestors  I  am  derived  from, 
(As  you,  in  being  what  you  are,  are  all  these,) 
I  had  rather  wear  a  mourning  garment  for  you, 
And  should  be  more  proud  of  my  widowhood, 
You  dying  for  the  freedom  of  this  country, 
Than  if  I  were  assured  I  should  enjoy 
A  perpetuity  of  life  and  pleasure 
With  you,  the  tyrant  living. 

Vir.  Till  this  minute, 
I  never  heard  thee  speak  I  Oh,  more  than  woman. 
And  more  to  be  beloved  I  can  I  find  out 
A  cabinet  to  lock  a  secret  in, 
Of  equal  trust  to  thee  ?    AU  doubts  and  fears, 
That  scandalize  your  sex,  be  far  firom  me ! 
Thou  shalt  partake  my  near  and  dearest  counsels, 
And  further  them  with  thine. 

Jul.  I  will  be  faithfuL 

Ftr.  Know  then,  this  day  (stand  Heaven  pro- 
Our  liberty  begins.  [pitious  to  us) 

Jul.  In  Ferrand's  death  ? 

Ftr.    'Tis  plotted,  love,   and  strongly ;    and, 
believe  it, 
For  nothing  else  could  do  it,  'twas  the  thought 
How  to  proceed  in  this  design,  and  end  it. 
That  made  strange  my  embraces. 

Jul.  Curs'd  be  she 
That's  so  indulgent  to  her  own  delights, 
That,  for  their  satisfaction,  would  give 
A  stop  to  such  a  glorious  enterprise  ! 
For  me,  I  would  not  for  the  world,  I  had  been 
Guilty  of  such  a  crime  :  Gro  on,  and  prosper ! 
Go  on,  my  dearest  lord  I  I  love  your  honour 
Above  my  life !  nay,  yours.    My  prayers  go  with 

you; 
Which  I  will  strengthen  with  my  tears.  The  wrongs 

h  s 


Of  this  poor  country  edge  your  Bword  !  oh,  may  it 
Pierce  deep  into  this  tyrant's  heart !  and  then 
When  you  retami  bath*d  in  his  guilty  blood, 
I'll  wash  you  clean  with  fountains  of  true  joy. 
But  who  are  your  assistants  ?  though  I  am 
So  covetous  of  your  glory,  that  I  could  wish 
You  had  no  sharer  in  it.  IKnocking. 

Vir.  Be  not  curious. 
They  come;  however  you  command  my  bosom, 
To  them  I  would  not  have  you  seen. 

Jul,  I  am  gone,  sir. 
Be  confident ;  and  may  my  resolution 
Be  present  with  you  !  lExit. 

Vir.  Such  a  masculine  spirit, 
With  more  than  woman's  virtues,  were  a  dower 
To  weigh  down  a  king's  fortune. 

Enter  Bruiionst,  Camillo,  and  Romyshb. 

Bris,  Good  day  to  you  1 

Cam.  You  are  an  early  stirrer. 

Vir,  What  new  fBM» 
Bring  you  along  ? 

Ronv,  If  I  stand  doubted,  sir, 
As  by  your  looks  I  guess  it,  you  much  injure 
A  man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves,  this  country 
With  as  much  zeal  as  you  do ;  one  that  hates 
The  prince  by  whom  it  suffers,  and  as  deadly  ; 
One  that  dares  step  as  for  to  gain  my  freedom, 
As  any  he  that  breathes :  that  wears  a  sword 
As  sharp  as  any's. 

Cam,  Nay,  no  more  comparisons. 

Ronv,  What  you  but  whisper,  I  dare  speak 
aloud. 
Stood  the  king  by ;  have  means  to  put  in  act  too, 
What  you  but  coldly  plot :  If  this  deserve  then 
Suspicion  in  the  best,  the  boldest,  wisest. 
Pursue  your  own  intents  ;  I'll  follow  mine ; 
And  if  I  not  outstrip  you 

Bris.  Be  assured,  sir, 
A  confidence  like  this  can  never  be 
Allied  to  treachery. 

Cam.  Who  durst  speak  so  much. 
But  one  that  is,  like  us,  a  sufferer, 
^nd  stands  as  we  affected  ? 

Vir.  You  are  oozen'd. 
And  all  undone  I     Every  intelligencer 
Speaks  treason  with  like  licence.     Is  not  this 
Ilonvere,  that  hath  for  many  years  been  train'd 
In  Ferrand's  school,  a  man  in  trust  and  favour, 
Rewarded  too,  and  highly  ? 

Cam,  Grant  all  this, 
The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is  now, 
A  man  disgraced,  and  with  contempt  thrown  off, 
WiU  spur  him  to  revenge,  as  swift  as  they 
That  never  were  in  favour. 

Vir,  Poor  and  childish  1 

Bris,  His  regiment  is  cast,  that  is  most  certain  ; 
And  his  command  i'  th'  casde  given  away. 

Cam.  That  on  my  knowledge. 

Vir.  Grosser  still !  What  shepherd 
Would  yield  the  poor  remainder  of  his  fiock 
To  a  known  wolf,  though  he  put  on  the  habit 
Of  a  most  faithful  dog,  and  bark  like  one, 
As  this  but  only  talks  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  he  has  means  too. 

Vir.  I  know  it  to  my  grief,  weak  men,  I  know 
To  make  his  peace,  if  there  were  any  war         [it ! 
Between  him  and  his  master,  [by]  betraying 
Our  innocent  lives. 

Ronv,  You  are  too  suspicious. 


And  I  have  borne  too  much,  bejrond  my  temper  : 
Take  your  own  ways  I  I'll  leave  you. 

Vir.  You  may  stay  now ; 
You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  fish'd  for. — 
But  one  word,  gentlemen  :  Have  you  disoover'd 
To  him  alone  our  plot  ? 

lApart  to  BaiBSOMST  and  CAaavio. 

^ris.  To  him,  and  others 
That  are  at  his  devotion. 

Vir.  Worse  and  worse  ! 
For  were  he  only  conscious  of  our  purpose, 
Though  with  the  breach  of  hospitable  laws. 
In  my  own  house  I'd  silence  him  for  ever: 
But  what  is  past  my  help  is  past  my  care. 
I  have  a  life  to  lose. 

Cam.  Have  better  hopes. 

Ronv.  And  when  you  know,  with  what  charge 
I  have  further'd 
Your  noble  undertaking,  you  will  swear  me 
Another  man ;  the  guards  I  have  corrupted, 
And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  noblest  youths. 
Attired  like  virgins,  such  as  hermits  would 
Welcome  to  their  sad  cells,  prepared  a  masque. 
As  done  for  the  king's  pleasure. 

Vir.  For  his  safety 
I  rather  fear ;  and  as  a  pageant  to 
Usher  our  ruin. 

Ronv,  We,  as  torch-bearers. 
Will  wait  on  these  ;  but  with  such  art  and  cunning 
I  have  convey'd  sharp  poniards  in  the  wax. 
That  we  may  pass,  though  search'd,  through  all  his 
Without  suspicion,  and  in  all  his  glory        [guards 
Oppress  him,  and  with  safety. 

Cam.  'Tis  most  stranger- 
Fir.  To  be  effected. 

Ronv.  You  are  doubtfU  still. 

Bris.  But  we  resolved  to  follow  him  ;  and  if  you 
Desist  now,  Virolet,  we*U  say  'tis  fear, 
Rather  than  providence. 

Cam.  And  so  we  leave  you.  lExeunt. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Jul.  To  your  wise  doubts,  and  to  my  better 
counsels. 
Oh  1  pardon  me,  my  lord,  and  trust  me  too  ; 
Let  me  not,  like  Cassandra,  prophesy  truths. 
And  never  be  believed,  before  the  mischief ; 
I  have  heard  all,  know  this  Ronvere  a  villain, 
A  villain  that  hath  tempted  me,  and  plotted 
This  for  your  ruin,  only  to  make  way 
To  his  hopes  in  my  embraces ;  at  more  leisure, 
I  will  acquaint  you  wherefore  I  conceal'd  it 
To  this  last  minute ;  if  you  stay,  you  are  lost. 
And  all  prevention  too  late.     I  know. 
And  'tis  to  me  known  only,  a  dark  cave 
Within  this  house,  a  part  of  my  poor  dower, 
Where  you  may  lie  conceal'd,  as  in  the  centre. 
Till  this  rough  blast  be  o'er.    Where  there  is  air. 
More  than  to  keep  in  life,  Ferrand  will  find  you  ; 
So  curious  his  fears  are. 

Vir.  'Tis  better  fiUl 
Than  hide  my  head  now,  ('twas  thine  own  advice,) 
My  friends  engaged  too. 

Jul.  You  stand  further  bound. 
Than  to  week  men  that  have  betray'd  themselves, 
Or  to  my  counsel,  though  then  just  and  loyal : 
Your  fancy  hath  been  good,  but  not  your  judgment 
In  choice  of  such  to  side  you.  Will  you  leap 
From  a  steep  tower,  because  a  desperate  fool 
Does  it,  and  trusts  the  wind  to  save  his  hazard  ? 
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And  80  to  me. — No  track  which  way  he  went  ? 
No  means  to  overtake  him  ? 

Ronv.  There's  some  hope  left : 
But  with  a  rough  hand  to  be  seiz'd  upon. 

Fer,  What  is't ! 

Ronv,  If  any  know  or  where  he  is, 
Or  which  way  he  is  fled,  it  is  his  wife ; 
Her,  with  his  father,  I  have  apprehended. 
And  brought  among  the  rest. 

Fer,  'Twas  wisely  ordered  : 
Go  fetch  them  in,  and  iet  my  executioners 
Appear  in  horror  with  the  rack.        lExit  Bon raas. 

VU,  I  take  it,  signor. 
This  is  no  time  for  you  to  flatter. 
Or  me  to  fool  in. 

Catt.  Thou  art  wise  in  this  : 
Let's  off ;  it  is  unsafe  to  be  near  Jove 
When  he  beg^ins  to  thunder. 

VU.  Good  morality ! 

[Exeunt  ViLLio  and  Cabtruocio. 

Fer,  I  that  have  pierced  into  the  hearts  of  men ; 
Forced  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks 
Secrets,  whose  least  discovery  was  death  ; 
Will  rend,  for  what  concerns  my  life,  the  fortress 
Of  a  weak  woman's  faith. 

Bnter  Ronvbrb,  Onard  and  ExeoutlonerB,  foifk  a  rack  ; 
bringing  in  Camilu>,  Brissonbt,  Pandcx^ho,  and 
JuLiAWA  fettered. 

Cam,  Whate'er  we  suffer. 
The  weight  that  loads  a  ^aitor's  heart,  sit  ever 
Heavy  on  thine ! 

Bris,  A.S  we  are  caught  by  thee, 
Fall  thou  by  others  \ 

Ronv,  Pish !  poor  fools,  your  curses 
WUl  never  reach  me. 

Jul,  Now,  by  my  Virolet's  life, 
Father,  this  is  a  glorious  stage  of  murder ! 
Here  are  fine  properties  too,  and  such  spectators 
As  will  expect  good  action !    To  the  life 
Let  us  peiform  our  parts  ^  and  we  shall  live 
When  these  are  rotten.     'Would  we  might  begin 

once — 
Are  you  the  master  of  the  company  ? 
'Troth,  you  are  tedious  now. 

Fer,  She  does  deride  me. 

Jul,  Thee  and  thy  power !    If  one  poor  syUable 
Could  win  me  an  assurance  of  thy  favour, 
I  would  not  speak  it ,  I  desire  to  be 
The  great  example  of  thy  cruelty,  . 
To  whet  which  on,  know,  Ferrand,  I  alone 
Can  make  discovery  where  my  Virolet  is. 
Whose  life  I  know  thou  aim'st  at :  But  if  tortures 
Compel  me  to't,  may  hope  of  Heaven  forsake  me  I 
I  dare  thy  worst. 

Fer,  Are  we  contemn'd  ? 

Jul,  Thou  art, 
Thou  and  thy  nainisters !    My  life  is  thine ; 
But  in  the  death  the  victory  shall  be  mine. 

Pand,  We  have  such  a  mistress  here  to  teach 
us  courage, 
That  cowards  might  learn  from  her. 

Fer.  You  are  slow !  L8he  it  put  on  the  rack. 

Begin  the  scene. — Thou  miserable  fool. 
For  so  I'll  make  thee 

Jul,  'Tis  not  in  thy  reach  ; 
I  am  happy  in  my  sufferings,  thou  most  wretched. 

Fer.  So  brave?    I'll  tame  you  yet.  —  Fluck 
harder,  villains ! — 
Is  she  insensible  ?  no  sigh  nor  groan  ? 
Or  is  she  dead  ? 


Jul.  No,  tyrant  I  though  I  suffer 
More  than  a  woman,  beyond  flesh  and  blood, 
'Tis  in  a  cause  so  honourable,  that  I  scorn. 
With  any  sign,  that  may  express  a  sorrow, 
To  shew  I  do  repent. 

Fer,  Confess  yet,  and 
Thou  shalt  be  safe. 

Jul,  'Tis  wrapt  up  in  my  soul, 
From  whence  thou  canst  not  force  it. 

Fer.  I  will  be 
Ten  days  a-killing  thee. 

Jul.  Be  twenty  thousand ; 
My  glory  lives  the  longer. 

Ronv,  'Tis  a  miracle  ! 
She  tires  the  executioners,  and  me. 

Fer,  Unloose  her;  I  am  conquer 'd. — I  must 
take 
Some  other  way. — Reach  her  my  chair,  in  honour 
Of  her  invincible  fortitude. 

Ronv,  Will  you  not 
Dispatch  the  rest  ? 

Fer,  When  I  seem  merciftil,  [Apart  to  him. 

Assure  thyself,  Ronvere,  I  am  most  cruel.^- 
Thou  wonder  of  thy  sex,  and  of  this  nation, 
That  hast  changed  my  severity  to  mercy. 
Not  to  thyself  alone,  but  to  thy  people, 
(In  which  I  do  include  these  men)  my  enemies  ! 
Unbind  them. 

Pand.  This  is  strange  1 

Fer,  For  your  intent 
Against  my  Ufe,  which  you  dare  not  deny, 
I  only  ask  one  service. 

Cam,  Above  hopel 

Fer.  There  rides  a  pirate  near,  the  Duke  of 
Sesse, 
My  enemy  and  this  country's,  that  in  bonds 
Holds  my  dear  friend  Ascanio  :  Free  this  friend. 
Or  bring  the  pirate's  head,  besides  your  pardon. 
And  honour  of  the  action,  your  reward 
Is  forty  thousand  ducats :  And  because 
I  know  that  Virolet  is  as  bold  as  wise, 
Be  he  your  general.    As  pledge  of  your  faith. 
That  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  man 
And  this  most  constant  matron  stay  with  me, 
Of  whom,  as  of  myself,  I  will  be  careful. 
She  shall  direct  you  where  her  husband  is. 
Make  choice  of  any  ship  you  think  most  useful ; 
They  are  rigged  for  you. 

[Exeunt  Qvaxd,  ufith  Jouara  and  Pahoulpiio. 

Brit.  We  with  joy  aocept  it 
Cam.  And  will  proclaim  king  Ferrand  merciful. 

[Exeunt  BjuaaoNvr  and  Camilxo. 

Ronv,  The  mystery  of  this,  my  lord  ?  or  are  you 
Changed  in  your  nature  ? 

Fer.  I'll  make  thee  private  to  it : 
The    lives  of   these   weak    men,   and  desperate 

woman. 
Would  no  way  have  secured  me,    had  I    took 

them^ 
'Tis  Virolet  I  aim  at ;  he  has  power, 
And  knows  to  hurt    if  they  encounter  Sesae, 
And  he  prove  conqueror,  I  am  assured 
They'll  find  no  mercy ;  if  that  they  prove  victors, 
I  shall  recover,  with  my  friend,  his  head 
I  most  desire  of  all  men. 
Ronv.  Now  I  have  it. 

Fer.   I'll  make  thee  understand  the  drift   o| 
all; 
So  we  stand  sure,  thus  nrach  for  those  that  fall  ! 

.  [JSxeuntj 
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A  mean  poor  man,  that  only  seired  his  pleasures ; 
Removing  of  a  rook,  we  grew  to  words. 
From  this  to  hotter  anger :  To  be  short, 
I  got  a  blow. 

Mart.  How,  how,  my  noble  father ! 

Dvke,  A  blow,  my  girl ;  which  I  htA  soon  repaid. 
And  sunk  the  slave  for  ever,  htA  not  odds 
Thrust  in  betwixt  ns.     I  went  away  disgraced — 

Mart.  For  honour's  sake,  not  so,  sir  ! 

Duke.  For  that  time,  wench  ; 
But  called  upon  him,  like  a  gentieroan. 
By  many  private  friends ;  knock'd  at  bis  valour. 
Courted  his  honour  hourly  to  repair  me ; 
And  though  he  were  a  Uiing  my  thoughts  made 

slight  on, 
And  only  worth  the  fury  of  my  footman, 
Still  I  pursued  him  nobly 

Mart.  Did  he  escape  you  ? 
My  old  brave  father,  could  you  sit  down  so  coldly? 

Duke.  Have  patience,  and  know  all. — Pursued 
him  fairly, 
Till  I  was  laugh'd  at,  soom'd,  my  wrongs  made 

May-games ; 
By  him  unjustly  wrong'd  should  be  all  justice  ; 
The  slave  protected :  Yet  at  lengdi  I  found  him. 
Found  him,  when  he  supposed  aU  had  been  buried. 
And  what  I  had  received  durst  not  be  questioned  ; 
And  then  he  fell,  under  my  sword  he  fell, 
For  ever  sunk ;  his  poor  life,  like  the  air 
Blown  in  an  empty  bubble,  burst,  and  left  him, 
No  noble  wind  of  memory  to  raise  him. 
But  then  began  my  misery  1  I  fled. 
The  king's  frowns  following,  and  my  friends'  des- 
pairs: 
No  hand  that  durst  relieve ;  my  country  fearful, 
Basely  and  weakly  fearful  of  a  tyrant. 
Which  made  his  bad  will  worse,  stood  still  and 

wonder'd. 
Their  virtues  bed-rid  in  'em.    Then,  my  girl, 
A  little  one,  I  snatch'd  thee  from  thy  nurse. 
The  model  of  thy  father's  miseries. 
And  some  small  wealth  was  fit  for  present  carriage, 
And  got  to  sea,  where  I  profess'd  my  anger. 
And  wiU  do,  whilst  that  base  ungrateful  country, 
And  that  bad  king,  have  blood  or  means  to  quench 
Now  ye  know  alL  [me. 

Matter.  We  know  all,  and  admire  aU : 
Go  on,  and  do  all  still,  and  still  be  fortunate  1 

Mart.  Had  you  done  less,  or  lost  this  noble 
anger. 
You  had  been  worthy  then  men's  empty  pities, 
And  not  their  wonders.  Go  on,  and  use  your  justice, 
And  use  it  still  with  that  fell  violence. 
It  first  appear'd  to  yon !  If  yon  go  less, 
Or  take  a  doting  mercy  to  protection, 
The  honour  of  a  father  I  disclaim  in  you, 
Call  back  all  duty,  and  will  be  prouder  of 
The  infamous  and  base  name  of  a  whore. 
Than  daughter  to  a  great  duke  and  a  coward. 

Duke,  Mine  own  sweet  Martia,  no ;  thou  know^st 
It  cannot,  must  not  be.  [my  nature ; 

Mart.  I  hope  it  shall  not. 
But  why,  sir,  do  you  keep  alive  still'young  Ascanio, 
Prince  of  Rossana,  king  Ferrand's  most  beloved  one, 
You  took  two  months  ago  ? 
Why  is  he  not  flung  overboard,  or  hang'd  ? 

Duke.  I'll  tell  thee,  girl : 
It  were  a  mercy  in  my  nature  now, 
So  soon  to  break  the  thread  of  his  afflictions  ; 
I  am  not  so  far  reconciled  yet  to  him, 


To  let  him  die ;  that  were  a  benefit. 
Besides,  I  keep  him  as  a  bait  and  diet. 
To  draw  on  more,  and  nearer  to  the  king : 
I  look  each  hour  to  hear  of  his  armados ; 
And  a  hot  welcome  they  shall  have. 

Mart.  But  hark  you ! 
If  you  were  over-swayed  with  odda 

Duke.  I  find  you : 
I  would  not  yield  ;  no,  girl ;  no  hope  of  yielding. 
Nor  fling  myself  one  hour  into  their  mercies, 
And  give  the  tyrant  hope,  to  gain  his  kingdom. 
No  ;  I  can  sink,  wench,  and  make  shift  to  die  ; 
A  thousand  doors  are  open,  I  shall  hit  one. 
I  am  no  niggard  of  my  life  ;  so  it  ^o  nobly. 
All  ways  are  equal,  and  all  hours ;  I  care  not. 

Mart.  Now  you  speak  like  my  father ! 

Master.  Noble  general. 
If  by  our  means  they  inherit  aught  but  bangs. 
The  mercy  of  the  main-yard  light  upon  us !  No ; 
We  can  sink  too,  sir,  and  sink  low  enough. 
To  pose  their  cruelties  to  follow  us ; 
And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  the  world  go  that  way, 
A  thousand  cowards  suck  his  bones  I 

Gun.  Let  the  worst  come, 
I  can  unbreech  a  cannon,  and  without  much  help 
Turn  her  into  the  keel ;  and  when  she  has  split  it. 
Every  man  knows  his  way,  his  own  prayers. 
And  so  good  night,  I  think  ! 

Master.  We  have  lived  all  with  you, 
And  will  die  with  you,  general. 

Duke.  I  thank  you,  gentlemen. 

Boy.  [Above."]  A  saU,  a  sail ! 

Master.  A  chearful  sound ! 

Boy.  A  sail ! 

Boats,  Of  whence  ?  of  whence,  boy  ? 

Boy.  A  lusty  sail ! 

Mart.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boy.  She  plows  the  sea  before  her. 
And  foams  i'  th'  mouth. 

Boats.  Of  whence  ? 

Boy.  I  ken  not  yet,  sir. 

Duke.  Oh,  may  she  prove  of  Naples ! 

Master.  Prove  the  devil. 
We'll  spit  out  fire  as  thick  as  she. 

Boy.  Hoy  1 

Master.  Brave  boy  ? 

Boy.  Of  Naples,  Naples;  I  think  of  Naples, 
master; 
Methinks  I  see  the  arms. 

Master.  Up,  up  another, 
And  give  more  certain  signs  !  IBxU  Sailor. 

Duke.  All  to  your  business  I 
And  stand  but  right  and  true 

Boats.  Hang  him  that  halts  now  1 

Boy.  She  has  us  in  chase. 

Master.  We'll  spare  her  our  main-top-sail ; 
She  shall  not  look  us  long,  we  are  no  starters. 
Down  with  the  fore-sail  too !  we'll  spoom  before 
her. 

Mart.    Gunner,  good  noble  gunner,  for    my 
honour 
Load  me  but  these  two  minions  in  the  chase  there ; 
And  load  'em  right,  that  they  may  bid  fair  welcome. 
And  be  thine  eye,  and  level,  as  thy  heart  is  ! 

Gun.  Madam,  I'll  scratch  'em  out ;  I'll  piss  *em 

Sailor.  [Above.}  Hoy !  [out  else. 

Duke.  Of  whence  now  ? 

Sailor,  Of  Naples,  Naples,  Naples ! 
I  see  her  top-flag,  how  she  quarters  Naples. 
1  hear  her  trumpets. 
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Matter,  You  bleed  apace,  air. 
Mart,  You  grow  cold  too. 
Duke,  I  must  be  rul'd.   No  leaning ! 
My  deepest  wounds  scorn  crutches. 

All,  A  brave  generaL    IFlourUh  trumpeU,  eomeU. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE  III On  the  Lower  Deck  qfthe  Ship. 

Enter  two  Satlon. 

1  Saihr.  Vrmi  they  not  moor  her  ? 

2  Sailor,  Not  till  we  come  to  th'  fort ; 
This  is  too  weak  a  place  for  our  defences. 

The  carpenters  are  hard  at  work  ;  she  swims  well. 
And  may  hold  out  another  fight.  The  ship  we  took 
Bums  there,  to  give  us  light. 

1  Sailor,  She  made  a  brave  fight 

2  Sailor,  She  put  us  all  in  fear. 

1  Sailor.  Beshrew  my  heart,  did  she. 

Her  men  are  gone  to  Candy ;  they  are  pepper'd, 
All  but  this  prisoner. 

2  Sailor,  Sure  he's  a  braye  fellow. 

1  Sailor,  A  stubborn  knave,  but  we  have  pull'd 

his  bravery. 

[V moLBT  and  Ascanio  diecovered  in  the  Mlboet. 
Look,  how  he  looks  now !  Come,  let's  go  serve  his 
Which  is  but  bread  and  water.  [diet, 

2  Sailor,  He'll  grow  fat  on't.       lExtunt  Belion, 
Atoa,  I  must  confess    I  have   endured  much 

Even  almost  to  the  ruin  of  my  spirit ;        [misery, 
But  ten  times  more  grows  my  affliction. 
To  find  my  friend  here. 

Vir.  Had  we  served  our  country. 
Or  honesties,  as  we  have  served  our  follies, 
We  had  not  been  here  now. 

Aso,  'Tis  too  true,  Yirolet 

Vir,  And  yet  my  end  in  venturing  for  your  safety 
Pointed  at  more  than  Ferrand's  will,  a  base  one ! 
Some  service  for  mine  own,  some  for  my  nation, 
Some  for  my  friend ;  but  I  am  rightly  paid, 
That  durst  adventure  such  a  noble  office. 
From  the  most  treacherous  command  of  mischief : 
You  know  him  now. 

Ate,  And  when  I  nearer  knew  him. 
Then  when  I  waited.  Heaven  be  witness  with  me, 
(And,  if  I  lie,  my  mistress  still  load  me  !) 
With  what  tears  I  have  woo'd  him,  with  what 

prayers. 
What  weight  of  reasons  I  have  laid,  what  dangers, 
(Then,  when  the  people's  curses  flew  like  storms, 
And  every  tongue  was  whetted  to  defame  him) 
To  leave  his  doubts,  hu  tyrannies,  his  slaughters. 
His  fell  oppressions  !  I  know  I  was  hated  too. 

Vir,  And  all  mankind  that  knew  him.    These 
confessions 
Do  no  good  to  the  world,  to  Heaven  they  may : 
Let's  study  to  die  well ;  we  have  lived  like  cox- 
combs. 

Aee,  That  my  misfortune  should  lose  you  too  ! 

Vir,  Yes; 
And  not  only  me,  but  many  more,  and  better ; 
For  my  life,  'tis  not  this  ;  or  might  I  save  yours. 
And  some  brave  friends  I  have  engaged,  let  me  go  I 
It  were  the  meritorious  death  I  wish  for  | 
But  we  must  hang,  or  drown  like  whelps. 

Aeo,  No  remedy  ? 

Vir,  On  my  part,  I  expect  none.    I  know  the 
man, 
And  know  he  has  been  nettled  to  the  quick  too  ; 
I  know  his  nature. 
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Asc.  A  most  cruel  nature  I 

Vir,  His  wrongs  have  bred  him  up ;  I  cannot  i 
blame  him.  I 

Ate.  He  has  a  daughter  too,  the  greatest  soomer, 
And  most  insulter  upon  misery 

Vir.  For  those,  Uiey  are  toys  to  laugh  at,  not 
to  lead  men. 
A  woman's  mirth  or  anger,  like  a  meteor. 
Glides  and  is  gone ;  and  leaves  no  crack  behind  it : 
Our  miseries  would  seem  like  masters  to  us, 
And  shake  our  manly  spirits  into  fevers. 
If  we  respected  those ;  the  more  they  glory. 
And  raise  insulting  trophies  on  our  ruins. 
The  more  our  virtues  shine  in  patience. 
Sweet    prince,    the    name    of  death  was  never 

terrible 
To  htm  that  knew  to  live ;  nor  the  loud  torrent 
Of  all  afflictions,  singing  as  they  swim, 
A  gall  of  heart,  but  to  a  guilty  conscience  : 
Whilst  we  stand  fair,  though  by  a  two-edged  storm 
We  find  untimely  falls,  like  early  roses. 
Bent  to  the  earth,  we  bear  our  native  sweetness. 

Ato.  Good  sir,  go  on. 

Vir.  When  we  are  little  children. 
And  cry  and  fret  for  every  toy  comes  cross  us, 
How  sweetly  do  we  shew  when  sleep  steals  on  us ! 
When  we  grow  great,  but  our  affection  greater. 
And  strug^e  with  this  stubborn  twin,  bom  with  us, 
And  tug  and  pull,  yet  still  we  find  a  giant : 
Had  we  not  then  the  privilege  to  sleep 
Our  everlasting  sleep,  he  would  make  us  idiots. 
The  memory  and  monuments  of  good  men 
Are  more  than  lives;  and  though  their  tombs  want 

tongues. 
Yet  have  they  eyes  that  daily  sweat  their  losses. 
And  such  a  tear  from  stone  no  time  can  value. 
To  die  both  young  and  good  are  Nature's  curses. 
As  the  world  says ;  ask  Truth,  they  are  bounteous 

blessings ; 
For  then  we  reach  at  Heaven,  in  our  full  virtues, 
And  fix  ourselves    new  stars,  crown'd  vrith  our 
goodness. 

Ate,  You  have  double  arm'd  me — Hark  1  what 
noise  is  this  ? 

{Strange  ntutie  wi^in,  havtho^e. 
What  horrid  noise  ?  Is  the  sea  pleased  to  sing 
A  hideous  dirge  to  our  deliverance  ? 

Vir,  Stand  fast  now. 

C  Within  strange  eriee,  horrid  noiee,  trumpett. 

Axe,  I  am  fixed. 

Vir,  We  fear  ye  not ; 
Let  death  appear  in  all  shapes,  we  smile  on  him. 

Enter  MAKtiA. 

Ate,  The  lady  now ! 

Vir,  The  face  o'  th'  masque  is  alter'd. 

Ate,  What  will  she  do  ? 

Vir,  Do  what  she  can,  I  care  not. 

Ate.  She  looks  on  you,  sir. 

Vir,  Rather  she  looks  through  me ; 
But  yet  she  stirs  me  not. 

Mart.  Poor  wretched  slaves. 
Why  do  you  live  ?  or,  if  you  hope  for  mercy. 
Why  do  not  ye  howl  out,  and  fill  the  hold 
With  lamentations,  cries,  and  base  submissions. 
Worthy  our  scorn  ? 

Vir,  Madam,  you  are  mistaken  ; 
We  are  no  slaves  to  you,  but  to  blind  Fortune  ; 
And  if  she  had  her  eyes,  and  durst  be  certain. 
Certain  our  friend,  I  would  not  bow  unto  her  ; 
I  would  not  cry,  nor  ask  so  base  a  mercy : 
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Imt  not  this 

[way; 


If  joo  lee  inythiag  in  oar  appearance, 
Wotthy  your  lex's  softness  and  your  own  glory, 
Do  it  for  that,  and  let  that  good  reward  it ! 
Wecmaotbeg. 

M€rt,  ru  make  yon  beg  and  bow  too. 

fir.  Madam,  for  what  ? 

If  art  For  life;  and,  when  yon  hope  it, 
Tla  will  I  langh  and  triumph  on  yoor  baseness. 

Ak,  Madam,  'tis  true,  there  may  be  such  a 
fiiToar, 
And  we  may  ask  it  too,  ask  it  with  honour  ; 
And  thaak  yon  for  that  favour,  nobly  thank  yon, 
TVwgh  it  be  death ;  but  when  we  bc^  a  base  life, 
Asd  heg  it  of  your  scorn 

Fir,  Yon  are  coacen'd,  woman  ; 
Yov  handsomeness  may  do  much. 
Bit  for  your  glorious  hate 

Jfeirf.  Are  ye  so  stubborn  ? 
Death,  I  will  make  you  bow  I 

fir.  It  must  be  in  your  bed  then ; 
There  joa  may  work  me  to  humility. 

Mfrt.  Why,  I  can  kill  thee. 

Vir,  If  you  do  it  handsomely, 
It  majbe  I  can  thank  you  ;  else^-— 

Mu-L  So  glorious  ? 

Ate.  Her  cruelty  now  works. 

Mart  Yet  woot  thou  ? 

Hf .  No. 

Mvt.  Wih  thou  for  life  sake  ? 

Tir.  No ;  I  know  your  subtilty. 

Mmi.  For  honour  sake  ? 

y».  I  will  not  be  a  pageant ; 
Vf  Bind  was  ever  firm,  and  so  PU  lose  it. 

MMrt.  m  sUrve  thee  to  it  1 

Fir.  I'D  starve  myself,  and  cross  it 

Mart,  ru  lay  thee  on  such  miseries 

Hr.  I'D 


I 


iod  with  that  wantonness  you  do  your  bracelets. 

Mart.  Vn  be  a  month  a-kiiling  thee. 

Vir.  Poor  lady ! 
Ill  be  a  month  a-dying  then  :  What's  that  ? 
Tken'i  many  a  calenture  out-does  your  cruelty. 

Hart.  How  might  I  do  in  killing  of  his  body, 
To  MTe  his  noble  mind  ?  Who  waits  there  ! 

EttUr  m  BaOar  wUh  a  rich  cap  tmd  wuttUU, 


Sailar.  Madam  ? 

Mart.  Unbolt  this  man,  and  leave  those  things 

behind  you ;  [Vibolxt  reUtutd. 

Aad  Miwiy ! — Now,  put  'em  on.  lExit  Sailor. 

f'v.  To  what  end  ? 

Mart,  To  my  end,  to  my  will. 

ftr.  I  wilL  {Putt  on  the  cap  and  mantle. 

Mart.  I  thank  you. 

IV.  Nay,  now  you  thank  me,  I'll  do  more ; 
I  la  a  servant  to  yoor  courtesy,         [I'll  tell  you, 
•^  w  &r  will  be  woo'd ;  but  if  this  triumph 
oe<nIj  nm'd  to  make  your  mischief  glorious, 
^7«  you  have  put  a  richer  shroud  upon  me, 
*^  my  strong  mind  shall  suffer  in. 

Mart.  Come  hither, 
J^  ill  thy  bravery  put  into  thy  carriage ; 
'-^l  adaure  thee. 

yir.  Whither  will  this  woman? 

•^«.  Take  heed,  my  friend ! 

Mart.  Uwk  as  thou  soom'dst  my  crudty  ; 
Ittowthomdost. 

^^'  I  Mvcr  fear'd  nor  ilatter'd. 

Mart  No;  If  tiboa  hadst  thou  hadst  died,  and  I 
Uf^oried. 


I  suffer  now :  and  thou,  which  art  my  prisoner. 
Hast  nobly  won  the  free  power  to  despise  me. 
I  love  thee,  and  admire  thee  for  thy  nobleness ; 
And,  for  thy  manly  sufferance,  am  thy  servant 

Fir.  Good  lady,  mock  me  not. 

Mart,  By  Heaven,  I  love  thee ! 
And,  by  the  soul  of  love,  am  one  piece  with  thee  ! 
Thy  mind,  thy  mind,  thy  brave,  thy  manly  mind, 
(That,  like  a  rock,  stands  all  the  storms  of  fortune. 
And  beats  'em  roaring  back,  they  cannot  reach  thee) 
That  lovely  mind  I  dote  on,  not  the  body: 
That  mind  has  robbed  me  of  my  liberty ; 
That  mind  has  darken*d  all  my  bravery. 
And  into  poor  despised  things  tum'd  my  angen. 
Receive  me  to  your  love,  sir,  and  instruct  me ; 
Receive  me  to  your  bed,  and  marry  me  ; 
I'll  wait  upon  you,  bless  the  hour  I  knew  you ! 

Vir.  Is  this  a  new  way  ? 

Mart,  If  you  doubt  my  faith, 
^nt,  take  your  liberty,  TI'll  make  it  perfect) 
Or  anything  within  my  power. 

Vir,  I  love  you  : 
But  how  to  recompense  your  love  with  marriage  ? 
Alas,  I  have  a  wife  ! 

Mart.  Dearer  than  I  am  ? 
That  will  adventure  so  much  for  your  safety  ? 
Forget  her  father's  wrongs,  quit  her  own  honour. 
Pull  on  her,  for  a  stranger's  sake,  all  curses  ? 

Vir,  Shall  this  prince  have  his  freedom  too  ? 
I  love  is  gone,  all  my  friends  perish.  [else  all 

Jlforf.  He  shall. 

Vir.  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Mart.  If  thou  despise  my  courtesy. 
When  I  am  dead  for  grief  I  am  forsaken. 
And  no  soft  hand  left  to  assuage  your  sorrows. 
Too  late,  but  too  true,  curse  your  own  cruelties  ! 

jIsc,  Be  wise,  if  she  be  true  !  no  thread  is  left 
else. 
To  guide  us  from  this  lab3rrinth  of  mischief; 
Nor  no  way  for  our  friends. 

Vir,  Thus  then  I  take  you  ; 
I  bind  you  to  my  life,  my  love  ! 

Mart.  I  take  you, 
And  with  the  like  bond  tie  my  heart  your  servant. 
We  are  now  almost  at  harbour ;  within  this  hour, 
In  the  dead  watch,  I'll  have  the  long-boat  ready, 
And  when  I  give  the  word;  be  sure  you  enter, 
ril  see  ye  furnish'd  both  immediately. 
And  like  yourselves  ;  some  trusty  man  shall  wait 

you; 
The  watch  I'll  make  my  own ;  only  my  love 
Requires  a  stronger  vow,  which  I'll  administer 
Before  we  go. 

Vir.  ril  take  it,  to  confirm  you. 

Mart,  Go  in;  there  are  the  keys,  unlock  his 
fetten. 
And  arm  ye  nobly  both.  I'll  be  with  you  presently ; 
And  so,  this  loving  kiss. 

Aae,  Be  constant,  lady.  lExeunU 


SCENE  IV.— 7^  Cabin  in  the  tame» 

Enter  Dout  (fry  tareh-light)^  Bfaster   and  8urg«on  vitk 

him. 

Surg,  You  grow  so    angry,   sir,   your  wound 
goes  backward. 

Duke,  I  am  angry  at  the  time,  (at  none  of  you) 
That  sends  but  one  poor  subject  for  revenge : 
I  would  have  all  the  court,  and  all  the  villiuny 
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Was  ever  practUed  under  that  foul  Ferrand, 
Tyrant  and  all,  to  quench  my  wrath  ! 

MoMter.  Be  patient ; 
Your  grace  may  find  occasion  every  hour 
(For  certain  they  will  seek  you)  to  satisfy, 
And  to  the  full,  your  anger. 

Duke.  'Death,  they  dare  not ! 
They  know  that  I  command  Death,  feed  his  hunger, 
And  when  I  let  him  loose 

Surg.  You'll  never  heal,  sir. 
If  these  extremes  dwell  in  you ;  you  are  old. 
And  bum  your  spirits  out  with  this  wild  anger. 

Duke.  Thou  liest !  I  am  not  old ;  I  am  as  lusty 
And  full  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou  art 

Matter,  No  more  of  that ! 

Duke.  And  dare  seek  out  a  danger, 
And  hold  him  at  the  sword's  point,  when  thou 

tremblest 
And  creep'st  into  thy  box  of  salves  to  save  thee. — 
Oh,  master,  I  have  had  a  dreadful  dream  to-night ! 
Methought  the  ship  was  all  on  fire,  and  my  loved 

daughter. 
To  save  her  life,  leap'd  into  the  sea ;  where  sud- 
denly 
A  stranger  snatcft'd  her  up,  and  swam  away  with 
her. 

Master.  'Twas  but  the  heat  o'  th'  fight,  sir. 

Boats.  [  Within,']  Look  out !  what  is  that  ? 

Saihr.  [  Within7\  The  long-boat,  as  I  live  ! 

BoaU.  [Wimn,]  Ho,  there,  i'  th'  long-boat! 
hoi 

Sailor,  [  Within.]  She  claps  on  all  her  oars. 
Hoy! 

Duke.  What  noise  is  that  ? 

Master,  I  hear,  sir 

Boats.  The  devil,  or  his  dam. 
boys. 

Saihr.  Tlie  long-boat !  ho,  the  long-boat ! 

Duke.  Why  the  long-boat? 
Where  is  the  long-boat? 

Boats,  She's  stolen  off. 

EnUr  Master. 

Duke.  Who  stole  her? 
Oh,  my  prophetic  soul  I 

Master.  Your  daughter's  gone,  sir. 
The  prisoners,  and  six  sailors :  Rogues  I 


lExit, 
Hail  her  again. 


Duke.  Mischief !  six  thousand plaguessail with 
They  are  in  her  yet ;  make  ouL  pern ! 

Master.  We  have  ne'er  a  boat. 

Enter  Gamier. 

Gun.  Who  knew  of  this  trick  ? 

Duke.  Weigh  anchors,  and  away ! 

Boats.  We  ha'  no  wind,  sir : 
They'll  beat  us  with  their  oars. 

Duke.  Then  sink  'em,  gunner ! 
Oh,  sink  'em,  sink  'em,  sink  'em,  daw  'em,  gunner. 
As  ever  thou  hast  loved  me  ! 

Gun.  I'll  do  reason ; 
But  I'll  be  hang'd  before  I  hurt  the  lady. 

lAside.    EsU. 

Duke.  Who  knew  of  this  ? 

ITrumpett.    A  piece  or  two  go  ^. 

Master.  We  stand  all  dear. 

Duke.  What  devil 
Put  this  base  trick  into  her  tail  ?    My  daughter, 
And  run  away  with  rogues  !    I  hope  she's  sunk, 

lA  piece  or  two  go  off. 
Or  torn  to  pieces  with  the  shot.     Rots  find  her ! 
The  leprosy  of  whore  stick  ever  to  her ! 
Oh,  she  has  ruin'd  my  revenge  I 

EnUr  Gunner. 

•     Gun.  She  is  gone,  sir ; 
I  cannot  reach  her  with  my  shot. 

Duke.  Rise,  winds ! 
Blow  till  ye  burst  the  air,  and  swell  the  seas. 
That  they  may  sink  the  stars !     Oh,  dance  her, 

dance  her ! 
She's  impudently  wanton  ;  dance  her,  dance  her. 
Mount  her  upon  your  surges,  cool  her,  cool  her  : 
She  runs  hot  like  a  whore ;  cool  her,  cool  her  ! 
Oh,  now  a  shot  to  sink  her ! — Come,  cut  cables ! 
I  will  away  ;  and  where  she  sets  her  foot. 
Although  it  be  in  Ferrand's  court,  I'll  follow  her; 
And  such  a  father's  vengeance  shall  she  solfer — 
Dare  any  man  stand  by  me  ? 

Master.  All,  all. 

Boats.  All,  sir. 

Gun,  And  the  same  cup  you  taste 

Duke.  Cut  cables,  then ; 
For  I  shall  never  sleep,  nor  know  what  peace  is, 
Till  1  have  pluck'd  her  heart  out. 

All.  [Within.]  Amain  there!  ^ExemU. 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  L—A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  FaimANO,  RoirvaRB,  CAtenvccm,  Vzllid,  and 

Guard. 

Bonv.  You  are  too  gentle,  sir.   IPUmrUh  comet*. 

Fer.  You  are  too  careless ! 
The  creatures  I  have  made  no  way  regard  me : 
Why  should  I  give  you  names,  titles  of  honour, 
Rob  families  to  fill  your  private  houses. 
For  your  advancement  dnw  all  curses  on  me. 
Wake  tedious  winter-nights  to  make  them  happy 
That  for  me  break  no  slumber  ? 

Ronv,  What  we  can, 
We  dare  do. 

Fer,  Why  is  your  sovereign's  life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whose  fall  your  honours. 
Your  wealth,  your  pomp,  your  pride,  and  all  must 
suffer) 


No  better  guarded?    Oh,  my  crud  stars. 
That  mark'd  me  out  a  king,  raising  me  on 
This  pinnade  of  greatness,  only  to  be 
The  nearer  blasting  I — 

Villio.  What  think  you  now,  Castruodo  ? 

iApart  to  him. 
Is  not  this  a  merry  life  ? 

Cast,  Still  thou  art  coten'd : 
It  is  a  glorious  royal  discontentment ! 
How  bravdy  it  becomes  him ! — 

Fer.  To  be  made 
The  common  butt,  for  every  slave  to  shoot  at ; 
No  peace,  no  rest  I  take,  but  their  alarums 
Beat  at  my  heart !    Why  do  I  live,  or  seek  then 
To  add  a  day  more  to  tiiese  glorious  troubles  ? 
Or  to  what  end,  when  all  I  can  arrive  at. 
Is  but  the  summing  up  of  fears  and  sorrows  ? 


Jlono.  To  me,  Virolet  ? 
yir.  To  yoa ;  jet  will  oot  beg  th«  a 
Bnt  largely  pay  you  for  it, 
HaaB,  To  the  purpoM, 
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Vir,  The  forty  thouiand  crowns  the  long  hath 
given  me, 
I  will  hestow  on  yon,  if  by  yonr  means 
I  may  have  liberty  for  a  divorce 
Between  me  and  my  wife. 

Ronv.  Yonr  Juliana  ? 
That  for  you  hath  endured  so  much,  so  nobly  ? 
Vir.  The  more  my  sorrow ;  but  it  must  be  so. 
Ronv.  1  will  not  hinder  it — Without  a  bribe, 

lAtide. 
For  mine  own  ends/I  would  have  furthered  this. — 
I  will  use  all  my  power. 
Vir.  lis  all  I  ask.— 
Oh,  my  curs'd  fate,  that  ever  man  should  hate 
Himself  for  being  beloved  !  or  be  compelled 
To  cast  away  a  jewel  kings  would  buy, 
Though  with  the  loss  of  crown  and  monarchy  ! 

lExeunt. 
» 

SCENE  11.—^  Street. 

Enter  I>uke<^  Ssasa,  Master,  Boatswain,  and  Gunner, 

disguised. 

Duke.  How  do  I  look  ? 

MoMter,  You  are  so  strangely  alterM, 
We  scarce  can  know  you;  so  young  again,  and 
From  that  you  were,  figure,  or  any  favour, ^[utterly 
Your  friends  cannot  discern  you. 

Duke.  I  have  none, 
None  but  my  fair  revenge,  and  let  that  know  me  ! 
You  are  finely  alter'd  too. 

Boats.  To  please  your  humour : 
But  we  may  pass  wiUiout  disguise ;  our  living 
Was  never  in  their  element. 

Gun.  This  Jew  sure, 
That  alter'd  you,  is  a  mad  knave. 

Duke.  Oh,  a  most  excellent  fellow  1 

Gun.  How  he  has  mew'd  your  head,  has  rubb*d 
the  snow  off, 
And  run  your  beard  into  a  peak  of  twenty  ! 

Boats.  Stopt  all  the  crannies  in  your  face. 

Master.  Most  rarely ! 

Boats.  And  now  you  look  as  plump,  youreyes 
as  sparkling. 
As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a  lady's  saddle. 
Has  he  not  set  your  nose  awry  ? 

Duke.  The  better. 

Boats.  I  think  it  be  the  better,  but  'tis  awry  sure ; 
North  and  by  East,  ay,  there's  the  point  it  stands 
Now  half  a  point  to  the  Southward.  [in ; 

Duke.  I  could  laugh. 
But  that  my  business  requires  no  mirth  now : 
Thou  art  a  merry  feDow. 

Boats.  I  would  the  Jew,  sir, 
Could  steer  my  head  right ;   for  I  have  such  a 
Ever  since  I  went  to  sea  first [swimming  in't, 

Master.  Take  wine,  and  purge  it. 

Boats.  I  have  had  a  thousand  pills  of  sack,  a 
A  thousand  pottle-pills.  [thousand, 

Gun.  Take  more. 

Boats.  Good  doctor. 
Your  patient  is  easily  persuaded. 

Master.  The  next  fsir  open  weather  methinks 
this  Jew, 
(If  he  were  truly  known  to  founder 'd  courtiers, 
And  decay'd  ladies,  that  have  lost  their  fleeces, 
On  every  bush,)  he  might  pick  a  pretty  living. 

Boats.  The  best  of  all  our  gallants  now  l^  glad 
of  him ; 
For,  if  you  mark  their  marches,  they  are  tender. 


Soft,  soft,  and  tender ;  then  but  observe  their  bo^ 
And  you  shall  find  them  cemented  by  a  surgeon, 
Or  some  physician,  for  a  year  or  two. 
And  then  to  th'  tub  again,  for  a  new  pickle. 
This  Jew  might  live  a  Gentile  here. 

Enter  two  Cltixens  at  opposite  doors,  salutinff  afeir  ^. 

Duke,  What  are  these  ^ 
Stand  close  and  mark. 

Boats.  These  are  no  men ;  they  are  motioai. 

Duke.  What  sad  and  ruthful  foces  1 

Boats.  How  they  duck  ! 
This  senseless,  silent  courtesy,  methinks, 
Shews  like  two  Turks  saluting  one  another. 
Upon  two  French  porters'  backs. 

Duke.  They  are  my  countrymen. 
And  this  some  forced  infliction  from  the  tyrsnt— 
What  are  you  ?  Why  is  this  ?  why  move  thus  sileat, 
As  if  you  were  wand' ring  shadows  ?  why  so  sad  ? 
Your  tongues  seal'd  up  ?    Are  ye  of  several  com- 
You  understand  not  one  another  ?  [tries, 

Gun.  That's  an, Englishman; 
He  looks  as  though  he  had  lost  his  dog. 

Duke.  Your  habits 
Shew  you  all  Neapolitans  ;  and  3rour  faces 
Deliver  you  oppressed  things :  Speak  boldly ! 
Do  you  groan  and  labour  under  this  stiff  yoke  ? 

Master.  They  shake  their  heads  and  weep. 

Duke.  Oh,  misery ! 
Give  plenteous  sorrows,  'and  no  tongues  to  sbev 
This  is  a  studied  cruelty.  ['^  ■ 

1  Cit.  Begone,  sir, 

(It  seems  you  are  a  stranger)  and  save  yourself. 

2  Cit.  You  wonder  here  at  us ;  as  much  we 
To  hear  you  speak  so  openly  and  boldly,  [wonder 
The  king's  command  being  published  to  Uie  ooo* 

trary : 

'Tis  death  here,  above' two  to  talk  together ; 

And  that  must  be  but  common  salutation  neither, 

Short,  and  so  part. 
Boats.  How  should  a  man  buy  mnstard. 

If  he  be  forced  to  stay  the  making  of  it  ? 

Sold.  [  Within.^  Clear  aU  the  streets  before  the 
1  Cit.  Get  off,  sir,  [kinf- 

And  shift  as  we  must  do.  VExemnt  Citiaw- 

Duke.  I'll  see  his  glory.  [flmi^ 

Master.  Stand  fast  now,  and  like  men. 

Fnter  Castruccio,  habited  as  King,  with  a  Guard  §»d 
Ck>lourB,  and  Yiluo. 

Cast.  Begin  the  game,  sir. 
And  pluck  me  down  the  row  of  houses  there ! 
They  hide  the  view  o'  th'  hill;   and  sink  tboK 
Their  ships  are  foul,  and  stink.  [mercbanti ; 

Master.  This  is  a  sweet  youth  ! 

Cast.  All  that  are  taken  in  assemblies, 
Their  houses  and  their  wives,  their  wnlths,  are 

forfeit. 
Their  lives  at  your  devotion. — ^Villains,  knaves, 
I'll  make  you  bow  and  shake !  I'll  make  you  kned 
How  brave  'tis  to  be  a  king !  [rogues  !— 

Gun.  Here's  fine  tumbling  ! 

Cast.  No  man  shall  sit  i'  th'  temple  near  another. 

Boats,  Nor  lie  with  his  own  wife. 

Cast.  All,  upon  pain 
Of  present  death,  forget  to  write ! 

BoaU.  That's  excellent ; 
Carriers  and  footposts  will  be  arrant  rebds. 

Cast.  No  character,  or  stamp,  that  may  deliver 
This  man's  intention  to  that  man  i'  th'  ooontry. 
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Pand,  Go  persecute  the  good,  and  hunt,  ye 
hell-hoonds, 
Ye  leeches  of  the  time,  sack  till  ye  burstf  sUves ! — 
How  does  my  girl  ? 
•/tt/.  Weak  yet,  but  full  of  comfort. 
Pand.  Sit  down  and  take  some  rest. 
JuL  My  heart's  whole,  fother  ; 
That  joys  and  leaps  to  hear  my  Virolet, 
My  dear,  my  life,  has  conquer'd  his  afflictions. 
Pand,  Those  rude  hands,  and  that  bloody  will 
that  did  this. 
That  durst  upon  thy  tender  body  print 
These  characters  of  cruelty,  hear  me,  Heayen  !•— 
Jul,  Oh,  sir,  be  sparing. 
Pand,  I'll  speak  it,  though  I  burst ; 
And  though  the  air  had  ears,and  seryed  the  tyrant. 
Out  it  should  go.  Oh,  hear  me,  thou  great  justice ! 
The  miseries  that  wait  upon  their  mischiefis, 
Let  them  be  numberless !  and  no  eye  pity 
Them,  when  their  souls  are  loaden,  and  in  labour, 
And  wounded  through  and  through  with  guilt  and 

horror, 
As  mine  is  now  with  grief  I  let  men  laugh  at  'em  I 
Then,  when  their  monstrous  sins,  like  euthquakes, 

shake  'em. 
And  those  eyes,  that  forgot  Heayen,  would  look 

upward, 
(The  bloody  larums  of  the  conscience  beating) 
Let  Mercy  fly,  and  day,  struck  into  darkness. 
Leave  their  blind  souls,  to  hunt  out  their  own 
horrors ! 
Jul.  Enough,  enough !    we  must  forget,  dear 
father ; 
For  then  we  are  glorious  forms  of  Heaven,  and  live, 
When  we  can  ti^er,  and  as  soon  fotgive. — 
But  Where's  my  lord  ?  Metfainks  I  have  seen  this 
And  have  been  in*t  before.  [house, 

Pand.  Thine  own  house,  jewel 
Jul,  Mine,  without  him  ?   or  his,  without  my 
company  ? 
I  think  it  cannot  be ;  it  was  not  wont,  £ither. 
Pand.  Some  business  with  the  king — Let  it  be 
good,  Heaven  1 —  lAfide. 

Retains  him,  sure. 

Enter  Lucio. 

Jul.  It  must  be  good  and  noble  ; 
For  all  men,  that  he  treats  with,  taste  of  virtue : 
His  words  and  actions  are  his  own,  and  Honour's, 
Not  bought,  nor  compelled  from  him. 

Pand.  Here's  the  tray ; 
He  can  confirm  us  more.  How  sad  the  child  looks ! 
Come  hither,  Lucio ;  how,  and  where's  thy  master  ? 

Jfd.  Speak,  gentle  boy. 

Pand.  Is  he  retum'd  in  safety  ? 

Jul.  If  not,  and  that  thou  know'st  is  miserable. 
Our  hopes  and  happiness  declined  for  ever, 
Study  a  sorrow  excellent  as  thy  master, 
Then  if  thou  canst  live,  leave  us. 

Lucio.  Noble  madam. 
My  lord  is  safe  retum'd ;  safe  to  his  friends  and 

fortune. 
Safe  to  his  counby,  entertained  with  honour ; 
Is  here  within  the  house. 

Jul.  Do  not  mock  me ! 

Lucio.  But  such  a  melancholy  hangs  on  his  mind, 
And  in  his  eyes  inhabit  such  sad  shadows ! 
But  what  the  cause  is 

Pand,  Go  tell  him,  we  are  here,  boy ; 
There  must  be  no  cause  now. 


Jul.  Hast  thou  forgot  me  ? 

Lucio.  No,  noblest  lady. 

Jul.  Tell  Mm  I  am  here ; 
Tell  him  his  wife  is  here  ;  sound  my  name  to  him, 
And  thou  shalt  see  him  start ;  speak  '*  Juliana," 
And,  like  the  sun  that  labours  through  a  tempest. 
How  suddenly  he  will  disperse  his  sadnfiss  ! 

Pand.  Go,  I  command  thee,  instantly ; 
And  charge  him  on  his  duty 

Jul.  On  his  love,  boy. 
I  would  ftdn  go  to  him. 

Pand.  Away,  away ;  you  are  foolish. 

Jul.  Bear  ail  my  servioe,  sweet  boy 

Pand.  Art  thou  here  still  ? 

Jul.  And  tell  him  what  tiiou  wilt,  tiiat  shall  be. 
come  thee.  C-Ertt  1mm. 

Pand.  V  th'  house,  and  know  we  are  here  ? 

Jul.  No,  no,  he  did  not ; 
I  warrant  you  he  did  not :  Could  you  think 
His  love  had  less  than  wings,  (had  he  bat  seen  me) 
His  strong  affection  any  thing  but  fire, 
Consuming  all  weak  lets  and  rubs  before  it. 
Till  he  had  met  my  flame,  and  made  one  body  ? 
If  ever  Heaven's  high  blessings  met  in  one  man. 
And  there  erected  to  their  holy  uses, 
A  sacred  mind  fit  for  their  services, 
Built  all  of  polished  honour,  'twas  in  this  man  : 
Misdoubt  him  not. 

Pand.  I  know  he's  truly  noble  ; 
But  why  this  sadness,  when  the  general  cause 
Requires  a  jubilee  of  joy  ? 

Jul.  1  know  not. 

Enter  Y tnoLiT  and  Boy. 

Pand.  Pray  Heaven  you  find  it  not ! 

Jul.  I  hope  I  shall  not.  •  [ness ! — 

Oh,  here  he  comes,  and  with  him  all  my  happi. 
He  stays  and  thinks  ;  we  may  be  too  munannoiy  ;i 
Pray  give  him  leave.  ITkeif  stand  of:^ 

Pand.  I  do  not  like  this  sadness. 

Vir.  Oh,  hard  condition  of  my  misery  ! 
Unheard-of  plagues  !  when  to  behold  that  woman, 
That  chaste  and  virtuous  woman,  that  preaervc^  me, 
That  pious  wife,  wedded  to  my  afflictiona,  | 

Must  be  more  terrible  than  all  my  dangers ! 
Oh,  Fortune,  thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  my  making. 
The  noble  building  oif  a  man  demolish' d, 
And  flung  me  headlong  on  a  sin  so  base 
Man  and  mankind  contemn ;  even  beasts  abhor  it] 
A  sin  more  dull  than  drink,  a  shame  beyond  it ;     i 
So  foul,  and  far  from  faith,  I  dare  not  name  it,      ' 
But  it  will  cry  itself  out  loud,  Ingratitude. — 
Your  blessing,  sir  1 

Pand.  You  have  it  in  abundance ; 
So  is  our  joy  to  see  you  safe. 

Fir,  My  dear  one ! 

Jul.  He  has  not  foigot  me  yet :  Oh,  take  meti 
you,  sir ! 

Vir.  Must  this  be  added  to  increase  my  miseiyj 
That  she  must  weep  for  joy,  and  lose  that  goodj 
My  Juliana,  even  the  best  of  women,    .        [neas 
Of  wives  the  perfbctest !  Let  me  speak  this,  I 

And  with  a  modesty  declare  thy  virtues. 
Chaster  than  crystal  on  the  Scythian  clifts. 
The  more  the  proud  winds  court,  the  more  the  pord 
Sweeter  in  thy  obedience  than  a  sacrifice ; 
And  in  thy  mind  a  saint,  Uiat  even  yet  living, 
Producest  miracles  ;  and  women  daUy, 
With  crooked  and  lame  souls,  creep  to  thy  goodneal 
Which  having  touched  at,  they  become  ezauples* 


SCENE  IIL 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


113 


\  Thefbrtitade  of  all  dieir  aez  is  fable. 
'  Cmpand  to  thine ;  and  they  that  filled  up  gbiy, 
,  Afld  admintioii  in  the  age  bdiind  ua, 
'  Ovt  of  their  celebrated  urns  are  started. 
To  stsre  npon  the  greatness  of  thy  spirit ; 
Vond'ring  what  new  martyr  Heaven  has  begot, 
To  fiU  the  times  with  troth,  and  ease  their  stories : 
Bdng  all  these,  and  excellent  in  beauty, 
(Fornoble  thii^  dwell  in  the  noblest  buildiDgs) 
TboB  bast  vndone  thy  hasband,  made  him  wretch- 
i  mxrable  man,  my  Juliana,  [ed ; 

Humi  hast  made  thy  Yirolet. 

Jnl.  Now  goodness  keep  me ! 
Oh.  my  dear  lord 

Pnk.  She  wrong  you?  what's  the  meaning? 
Weep  not,  but  speak,  I  charge  you  on  obedience ; 
Tov father  chajges  you !  She  miake  you  miserable  ? 

Ttat  yon  yourself  confess 

Vir.  I  do,  that  kills  me ; 
Asd  fiir  less  I  hare  spoke  her  than  her  merit. 
Jtd.  It  is  some  sin  of  weakness,  or  of  ignorance ; 

For  sore  my  will 

Vir.  No,  tis  a  sin  of  eieellence. 
Forgive  me.  Heaven,  that  I  profane  thy  blessings ! 
Sit  still,  I'O  shew  yon  aU.  lExit. 

fnd.  What  means  this  madness  ? 
•Tor  nre  tiiere  is  no  taste  of  right  man  in  it,) 
6rv?cs  be  our  liberty,  oar  preservation  ? 
Or  has  the  greatness  of  the  deed  he  has  done 
Made  him  forget  for  whom,  and  how  he  did  it, 
And  looking  down  upon  us,  scorn  the  benefit  ? 
WeQ,  Virokt,  if  thou  be'st  proud,  or  treacherous — 
J}d.  He  cannot^  sir,  he  cannot ;   he  will  shew 

QB, 

Aid  vith  that  reason  ground  his  words 

£ater  TiaoucT,  ILucriA,  RomrxRi,  €Md  Lawyer. 


fnd.  He 

VW  masque  is  this  ?  what  admirable  beauty  ? 
^  Uea?en  his  beart  be  true ! 

/«/.  A  goodly  woman  ! 

y'»,  T^  Die,  my  dear,  and  tell  me  without 
flattery; 
Ai  yoa  are  nobly  honest,  speak  the  truth ! 
Wikit  think  you  of  this  lady  ? 

J^  She  is  most  excellent. 

Hr.  Might  not  this  beauty,  tell  me  that,  (it's  a 
sweet  one) 
Wttboot  more  setting-off,  as  now  it  is, 
^^B^ting  no  greater  mistress  than  mere  Nature, 
SunRT  a  constant  heart  ? 

^«dL  She  is  fhll  of  wonder ! 
B«tyet,yetVlrolet 

^»r.  hay  by  your  leave,  sir  ! 

M  She  would  amaze 

V'v.  Oh,  would  she  so  ?  I  thank  you. 
Sit,  to  diis  beauty,  she  haye  all  additions, 
^<s^.  noUe  birth 

fnd.  Oh,  hokl  there  ! 

Tir.  AH  virtues, 
A  ttiad  as  fall  of  candour  as  the  truth  is, 
^y.  «ad  a  lofmg  lady 

J^»  She  most  needs 
1  la  boaad  in  conscience  to  confess)  deserve 


^*  li^t  WKf  beyond  all  these,  she  be  so  pious, 
^  even  cm  sUves  condemn'd  she  shower  her 


stubborn  bolts  with  her  soft  pity  ; 
then? 


Pand,  For  such  a  noble  office. 
At  these  years  I  should  dote  myself.    Take  heed, 
boy ! 

Jul.  If  you  be  he  that  have  received  these  bless- 
And  this  the  lady,  love  her,  honour  her !  [ings, 
You  cannot  do  too  much  to  shew  your  gratitude ; 
Your  greatest  service  will  shew  off  too  slender. 

Vir.  This  is  the  lady,  lady  of  that  bounty, 
That  wealth,  that  noble  name,  that  all,  I  spoke 

of; 
The  prince  Ascanio,  and  myself,  the  slaves 
Redeemed,  brought  home,   still  guarded  by  her 

goodness ; 
And  of  our  liberties  you  taste  the  sweetness. 
Even  you  she  has  preserved  too,  lengthened  your 
lives. 
Jul,  And  what  reward  do  you  propose  ?  It  must 
be  a  main  one. 
If  love  will  do't,  we'll  all  so  love  her,  serve  her — 
Vir,  It  must  be  my  love. 
Jul.  Ha! 

Vir.  Mine,  my  only  love, 
My  everlasting  love. 
Pand.  How! 
Vir.  Pray,  have  patience  ! 
The  recompense  she  ask'd,  and  I  have  rendered. 
Was  to  become  her  husband.    Then  I  vow'd  it, 
And  since  I  have  made  it  good. 
Pand.  Thou  durst  not ! 
Vir.  Done,  sir. 

Ju/.  Be  what  you  please,  this  happiness  yet  stays 
with  me. 
You  have  been  mine.     Oh,  my  unhappy  fortune  ! 
Pand.  Nay,  break  and  die  ! 
Jul.  It  cannot  yet :  I  must  live, 
Till  I  see  this  man  blest  in  his  new  love  ; 

And  then 

pand.  What  hast  thou  done  ?  thou  base  one, 
tell  me ! 
Thou  barren  thing  of  honesty,  and  honour. 
What  hast  thou  wrought  ?     Is  not  this  she,  (look 

on  her. 
Look  on  her  with  the  eyes  of  gratitude. 
And  wipe  thy  fidse  tears  off)  is  not  this  she, 
That  three  times  on  the  rack,  to  guard  thy  safety, 
When  thou  stood'st  lost,  and  naked  to  the  tyrant ; 
Thy  aged  father  here,  that  shames  to  know  thee, 
Enga^d  i'  th'  jaws  of  danger ;  was  not  this  she, 
That  then  gave  up  her  body  to  the  torture. 
That  tender  body,  that  the  wind  sings  through  ? 
And  three  times,  when  her  sinews,  crack'd  and 

tortured, 
The  beauties  of  her  body  tum*d  to  ruins. 
Even  then,  within  her  patient  heart  she  locked 

thee. 
Then  hid  thee  from  the  tyrant,  then  preserved 

thee: 
And  canst  thou  be  that  slave 
Mart.  This  was  but  duty  ; 
She  did  it  for  her  husband,  and  she  ought  it ; 
She  has  had  the  pleasure  of  him  many  an  hour  ; 

And  if  one  minute's  pain  cannot  be  suffered 

Mine  was  above  all  these,  a  nobler  venture  ! 
(I  speak  it  boldly)  for  I  lost  a  father. 
She  has  one  still ;  I  left  my  friends,  she  has  many ; 
Exposed  my  life  and  honour  to  a  cruelty. 
That  if  it  had  seiz'd  on  me — racks,  and  tortures  ? 
Alas,  they  are  triumphs  to*t  I  and  had  it  hit. 
For  this  man's  love,   it  should  have  shew'd  a 
triumph. 


114 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


ACT  Ul, 


Twice  lost,  I  freed  him  ;  Rossana  lost  before  him, 
His  fortunes  with  him,  and  his  friends  behind  him  : 
Twice  was  I  rackM  myself  for  his  deliverance, 
In  honour  first  and  name,  which  was  a  torture 
The  hangman  never  heard  of;  next  at  sea, 
In  our  escape,  where  the  proud  waves  took  pleasure 
To  toss  my  little  boat  up  like  a  bubble, 
Then  like  a  meteor  in  the  air  he  hung. 
Then  catch'd  and  flung  him  in  the  depth  of  dark- 
ness ; 
The  cannon  from  my  incensed  fether's  ship 
Ringing  our  knell,  and  still  as  we  peep'd  upward 
Beating  the  raging  surge,  with  fire  and  bullet, 
And  I  stood  fixed  for  this  man's  sake,  and  scorn 'd 

it: 
Compare  but  this  ! 

Vir.  *Ti8  too  true.     Oh,  my  fortune  ! 
That  I  must  equally  be  bound  to  either  ! 

Jul,  You  have  the  better  and  the  nobler  lady  ; 
And  now  I  am  forced  a  lover  of  her  goodness  : 
And  so  far  have  you  wrought  for  his  deliverance 
That  is  my  lord,  so  lovingly  and  nobly, 
That  now  methinks  I  stagger  in  my  title. 
But  how  with  honesty,  (for  I  am  poor,  lady, 
In  all  my  duteous  service  but  your  shadow. 
Yet  would  be  just)  how  with  fair  fame  and  credit, 

1  may  go  off — I  would  not  be  a  strumpet 

Oh,  my  dear  sir,  you  know 

Vir.  Oh,  Truth,  thou  knowest  too ! 

Jul.   Nor  have  the  world   suspect   I   fell  to 
mischief. 

Law,  Take  you  no  care  for  that ;  here's  that 
has  done  it ; 
A  fair  divorce  !  'tis  honest  too. 

Pand.  The  devil ! 
Honest  ?  to  put  her  off  ? 

Law,  Most  honest,  sir  ; 
And  in  this  point  most  strong. 

Pand,  The  cause,  the  cause,  sir ! 

Law,  A  just  cause  too 

Pand,  Aj  any  is  in  Hell,  lawyer  ! 

Law.  For  barrenness ;  she  never  brought  him 
children. 

Pand.  Why  art  not  thou  divorced  ?  thou  canst 
not  get  'em ; 
Thy  neighbours,  thy  rank  neighbours — Oh,  base 

juggling ! 
Is  she  not  young  ? 

Jul*  Women  at  more  years,  sir, 
Have  met  that  blessing;  *tis  in   Heaven's  high 
power — 

Law.  You  never  can  have  any. 

Pand.  Why,  quick  lawyer  ? 
My  philosophical  lawyer  ? 

Law.  The  rack  has  spoil'd  her ; 
The  distensions  of  those  parts  have  stopp'd  aU 
fruitfulness. 

Pand.  Oh,  I  could  curse  1 

Jul.  And  am  I  grown  so  miserable, 
That  mine  own  piety  must  make  me  wretched  ? 
No  cause  against  me,  but  my  love  and  duty  ? 
Farewell,  sir  !     Like  Obedience,  thus  I  leave  you. 
My  long  farewell !  ~I  do  not  grudge ;  I  grieve,  sir  ; 
And  if  that  be  offensive,  I  can  die  ; 
And  then  you  are  fairly  free. — Good  lady,  love  him : 
You  have  a  noble  and  an  honest  gentleman  ; 
I  ever  found  him  so,  the  world  has  spoke  him, 


And  let  it  be  your  part  still  to  deserve  him ! 
Love  him  no  less  than  I  have  done,  and  serve  him. 
And  Heaven  shall  bless  you  :     Yon  shall  bless  taj 

ashes. 
I  give  you  up  the  house,  the  name  of  W^ife, 
Honour,  and  all  respect  I  borrow'd  from  him. 
And  to  my  grave  I  turn.     One  farewell  more ! 
Nothing  divide  your  loves,  not  want  of  childrai. 
Which  I  shall  pray  against,  and  make  yon  frnitfid ! 
Grow  like  two  equal  flames  I  rise  high  and  glorious, 
And  in  your  honour 'd  age  burn  out  together ! 
To  all  I  know,  farewell ! 

Ronv.  Be  not  so  grieved,  lady  ! 
A  nobler  fortune 

Jul.  Away,  thou  parasite  ! 
Disturb  not  my  sad  thoughts.     I  hate  thy  great- 
ness !  (fi"^ 

Ronv.  I  hate  not  you.  I  am  glad  she's  off  these 
hinges. 
Come,  let's  pursue.       lExeunt  R^xmrsaa  amd  Law?er. 

Pand.  If  I  had  breath  to  curse  thee. 
Or  could  my  great  heart  utter — Farewell,  villaiii ! 
Thy  house  nor  face  again lExiL 

Mart  4  Let  *  em  all  go ; 
And  now  let  us  rejoice.     Now  freely  take  me. 
And  now  embrace  me,  Yirolet !  give  the  rites 
Of  a  brave  husband  to  his  love. 

Vir.  I'll  take  my  leave  too. 

Mart.  How  !  take  your  leave  too  ? 

Vir.  The  house  is  furnished  for  you  ; 
You  are  mistress,  may  command. 

Mart.  Will  you  to  bed,  sir? 

Vir.  As  soon  to  Hell ;  to  anything  I  hate  most  I 
You  must  excuse  me  !  I  have  kept  my  word : 
You  are  my  wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  fortune. 
Which  I  have  done  to  recompence  your  bounty : 
But  to  yield  up  those  chaste  delights  and  pleasures, 
Which  are  not  mine,  but  my  first  vow'a 

Mart.  You  jest ! 

Vir,  You  will  not  find  it  so. — ^To  give  you  thoK 
I  have  divorced,  and  lost  with  Juliana, 
And  all  fires  of  that  nature. 

Mart.  Are  you  a  husband  ? 

Vir.  To  question  hers,  and  satisfy  your  flames. 
That  held  an  equal  beauty,  equal  bounty, 
Could  Heaven  forgive  ?     No*  no,  the  strict  for- 
bearance 
Of  all  those  joys,  like  a  full  sacrifice, 
I  offer  to  the  sufferings  of  my  first  love. 
Honour,  and  wealth,  attendance,  state,  all  doty. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  will,  to  make  you  happy ; 
But  my  afflicted  mind,  (you  must  give  leave,  lady) 
My  weary  trunk,  must  wander. 

Mart.  Not  enjoy  me  ? 
Go  from  me  too  ? 

Vth.  For  ever  thus  I  leave  you : 
And,  howsoe'er  I  fare,  live  you  still  happy  ! 

Mart.  Since  I  am  scorned,  I'll  hate  thee,  scorn 
thy  gifts  too. 
Thou  miserable  fool,  thou  fool  to  pity  ! 
And  such  a  rude,  demolished  thing,  I'll  leave  tbe«t 
In  my  revenge — For,  foolish  love,  farewell  now. 
And  anger,  and  the  spite  of  woman,  enter  ! 
That  all  the  world  shall  say,  that  read  this  story, 

My  hate,  and  not  my  love,  begot  my  glory  ! 

[ExH- 
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I 


SCENE  I.— Before  the  Palace, 


I 


EntfirDakt,  Boatswain,  Master,  and  Gunner,  habited  at 

8witzer$. 

Duke,  He  that  fears  death,  or  tortures,  let  him 
leaTeme  ! 
The  stops  that  we    have  met  with  crown   our 

conquest. 
Common  attempts  are  fit  for  common  men  ; 
The  rare,  the  rarest  spirits.     Can  we  be  daonted  ? 
We  thxt  have  smiled  at  sea  at  certain  ruins, 
Which  men  on  shore,  but  hazarded,  would  shake  at? 
We  that  have  lived  free,  in  despite  of  Fortune, 
Laughed  at  the  ont-stretched  arm  of  tyranny, 
As  stiQ  too  short  to  reach  us,  shall  we  faint  now  ? 
No,  my  brave  mates,  I  know  your  fiery  temper, 
And  that  you  can,  and  dare,  as  much  as  men. 
CaUmitj,  that  severs  worldly  friendships, 
Could  ne'er  divide  us  ;  you  are  still  the  same. 
The  constut  followers  of  my  banished  fortunes. 
The  i&stmments  of  my  revenge,  the  hands 
B?  vhich  I  work,  and  fashion  all  my  projects. 

Jfosffr.  And  such  we  will  be  ever. 

Can.  'Slight,  sir,  cram  me 
loto  t  cannon's  mouth,  and  shoot  me  at 
fVmd  Femnd's  head  ;  may  only  he  fall  with  me, 
M  J  life  I  rate  at  nothing. 

n^aU.  Could  I  but  get 
Within  my  sword's  length  of  him,  and  if  then 
He  'acape  me,  may  th'  account  of  all  his  sins 
Be  added  onto  mine ! 

Matter,  Tis  not  to  die,  sir, 
Bot  to  die  unrevenged,  that  staggers  me  : 
For  were  your  ends  served,'  and  our  country  free, 
^f  wonld  fall  willing  sacrifices. 

I>^€.  To  rise  up 
Most  gbrions  martyrs. 

B<iaU.  Bot  the  reason  why 
We  wear  these  shapes  ? 

Dvke.  Only  to  get  access. 
L&e  honest  men,  we  never  shall  approach  him, 
''Mh  are  his  fears  ;  but  thus  attired  like  Switzers, 
And  fiBhioning  our  language  to  our  habits, 
fBoId,  bk)ody,  desperate)  we  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  guard.     But  if  this  fail,  I'll  try 
A  dioonnd  others,  out-do  Proteus 
Id  Tvioos  shapes,  but  I  will  reach  his  heart, 
And  seal  my  anger  on't. 

Enter  RoNVXRB  and  M«  Guard. 

Matter,  The  lord  Ronvere  ! 

Roatt.  Shall  we  begin  with  him  ? 

ihke.  He  is  not  ripe  yet, 
^'7  fit  to  fidl ;  As  you  see  me  begin, 
W,th  aJQ  care  imitate. 

Goa.  We  are  instructed. 

fioafi.  'Would  we  were  at  it  once  ! — 

Amv.  Keep  a  strict  watch, 
Add  let  the  guards  be  doubled :  This  hist  night 
The  king  had  fearful  dreams. 

Uvke.  Tvt  a  good  omen 
To  oar  attempts. 

ltfj%9.  What  men  are  these?  What  seek  you  ? 

^^^.  Employment. 

fl*«e.  Of  what  nature? 

J>^«»  We  are  soldiers  : 
We  have  seen  towns  and  churches  set  on  fire, 


The  kennels  running  blood,  coy  virgins  ravish'd, 

The  altars  ransack'd,  and  the  holy  relics, 

Yea,  and  the  saints  themselves,  made  lawful  spoils 

Unto  the  conquerors ;  but  these  good  days  are  past. 

And  we  made -beggars  by  this  idle  peace, 

For  want  of  action.     I  am,  sir,  no  stranger 

To  the  government  of  this  state ;  I  know  the  king 

Needs  men,  that  only  do  what  he  commands. 

And  search  no  further :  'Tis  the  profession 

Of  all  our  nation,  to  serve  faithfully. 

Where  they're  best  paid ;  and  if  you  entertain  us, 

I  do  not  know  the  thing  you  can  command. 

Which  we'll  not  put  in  act. 

Ronv.  A  goodly  personage ! 

Mcuter,  And  if  you  have  an  enemy,  or  so, 
That  you  would  have  dispatch'd 

Gun,  They  are  here  can  fit  you. 

Boats.  Or  if  there  be  an  itch,  though  to  a  man — 

Duke.  You  shall  tie 
Our  consciences  in  your  purse-strings. 

Ronv,  Grentlemen, 
I  like  your  freedom.     I  am  now  in  haste ; 
But  wait  for  my  return* — I  like  the  rascals  ; 
They  may  be  useful. 

Duke.  We'll  attend  you,  sir. 

Ronv,  Do,  and  be  confident  of  entertainment : 
I  hope  you  will  deserve  it. 

Duke,  Oh,  no  doubt,  sir. — 

lEjceunt  Ronvkrs  and  Onard. 
Thus  far  we  are  prosperous  :  We'll  be  his  guard, 
Till  tyranny  and  pride  find  full  reward.      lExeunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  the  Uoute  o/ Juliana. 
Enter  PANnuLPuo  and  Juliana. 

Pand.  My  blessing?  No :  a  father's  heavy  cursed 
Pursue  and  overtake  him  ! 

«/m/.  Gentle  sir ! 

Pand.  My  name,  and  family,  end  in  myself, 
Rather  than  live  in  him ! 

Jul.  Dear  sir,  forbear ! 
A  father's  curses  hit  far  off,  and  kill  too ; 
And,  like  a  murdering-piece,  aim  not  at  one, 
But  all  that  stand  within  the  dangerous  level. 
Some  bullet  may  return  upon  yourself  too. 
Though  against  Nature,  if  you  still  go  on 
In  this  unnatural  course. 

Pand.  Thou  art  not  made 
Of  that  same  stuff  as  other  women  are  : 
Thy  injuries  would  teach  patience  to  blaspheme, 
Yet  still  thou  art  a  dove. 

Jul,  I  know  not  malice ; 
But,  like  an  innocent,  suffer. 

Pand,  More  miraculous ! 
I'll  have  a  woman  chronicled,  and  for  goodness. 
Which  is  the  greatest  wonder.    Let  me  see, 
I  have  no  son  to  inherit  after  me ; 
Him  I  disclaim. 

What  then  ?  I'll  make  thy  virtues  my  sole  heir : 
Thy  story  I'U  have  written,  and  in  gold  too, 
«In  prose  and  verse,  and  by  the  ablest  doers. 
A  word  or  two  of  a  kind  step-father 
I'll  have  put  in ;  good  kings  and  queens  shall  buy  it* 
And  if  the  actions  of  ill  great  women, 
And  of  the  modem  times  too,  are  remember'd, 
That  have  undone  their  husbands  and  their  families, 
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What  will  oar  story  do  ?     It  shall  be  so, 

And  I  will  straight  about  it  lEjcit- 

JuL  Such  as  love 
Goodness  for  glory,  have  it  for  reward ; 
I  love  mine  for  itself.     Let  Innocence 
fie  written  on  my  tomb,  though  ne'er  so  humble, 
'Tis  all  I  am  ambitious  of.     But  I 
Forget  my  vows. 

Enter  Lucio. 

Lueio.  [Entering,"]    'Fore   me,   you  are   not 
modest. 
Nor  is  this  court-like !  Would  you  take  it  well. 
If  she  should  rudely  press  into  your  closet. 
When  from  your  several  boxes  you  chuse  paint. 
To  make  a  this-day's  face  with  ? 

Jul,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Lueio.  Pray  know  her  pleasure  first. 

JuL  To  whom  speak  you,  boy  ? 

Lucio,   Your  ladyship's  pardon.-— That  proud 
lady-thief, 
That  stole  away  my  lord  from  your  embraces, 
(Wrinkles  at  two-and-twenty  on  her  cheeks  for't, 
Or  mercury  unallay'd  make  blisters  on  it !) 
Would  force  a  visit. 

Jul.  And  dare  you  deny  her, 
Or  any  else  that  I  call  mine  ?    No  more ! 
Attend  her  with  all  reverence  and  respect : 
The  want  in  you  of  manners,  my  lord  may 
Construe  in  me  for  malice.     I  iinll  teach  you 
How  to  esteem  and  lore  the  beauty  he  dotes  on. 

Enter  Martia. 

Prepare  a  banquet. — Madam,  thus  my  duty 
Stoops  to  the  favour  you  vouchsafe  your  servant, 
In  honouring  her  house. 

Mart,  Is  this  in  scorn  ? 

Jul.  No,  by  the  life  of  Virolet !  (Give  me  leave 
To  swear  by  him,  as  by  a  saint  I  worship, 
But  am  to  know  no  further;  my  heart  speaks  that.) 
My  servants  have  been  rude,  and  this  boy,  doting 
Upon  my  sorrows,  hath  forgot  his  duty : 
In  which,  that  yon  may  think  I  have  no  share, 
Sirrah,  upon  your  knees,  desire  her  pardon. 

Lueio.  I  dare  not  disobey  you.  IKneelt. 

Mart,  Pr'ythee,  rise: 
My  anger  never  looks  so  low. — I  thank  yon, 
And  will  deserve  it ;  if  we  may  be  private—— 
I  came  to  see  and  speak  with  you. 

Jul.  Be  gone.  [.Exit  hvao. 

Good  madam,  sit. 

Mart,  I  rob  you  of  your  place  then. 

Jul,  Yon  have  deserved  a  better,  in  my  bed. 
Make  use  of  this  too.    Now  your  pleasure,  lady. 
If  in  your  breast  there  be  a  worthy  pity. 
That  brings  you  for  my  comfort,  you  do  nobly ; 
But  if  yon  come  to  triamph  in  your  conquest. 
Or  tread  on  my  calamities,  'twUl  wrong 
Your  other  excellencies.     Let  it  suffice, 
That  yon  alone  enjoy  the  best  of  men, 
And  Uiat  I  am  forsaken. 

Mart.  He  the  best  ? 
The  scum  and  shame  of  mankind ! 

JuL  Virolet, 
Lady? 

Mart.  Blest  in  him  ?  I  would  my  youth  had 
Consuming  fevers,  bed-rid  age,  [chosen 

For  my  companions,  rather  than  a  thing, 
To  lay  whose  baseness  open  would  even  poison 
The  tongue  that  speaks  it. 

Jul,  Certainly  from  yon 


At  no  part  he  deserves  this :  And  I'll  tell  you. 
Durst  I  pretend  but  the  least  title  to  him, 
I  should  not  hear  this  ! 

Mart.  He's  an  impudent  villain, 
Or  a  malicious  wretch,  to  you  ungrateful, 
To  me  beyond  expression  barbarous, 
I  more  than  hate  him  1     From  you  he  deserves 
A  death  most  horrid ;  from  me,  to  die  for  exer. 
And  know  no  end  of  torments. — ^Wonld  you  have 

comfort? 
Would  you  wash  oflf  the  stun  that  sticks  upon  you, 
In  being  refused  ?  would  you  redeem  your  £une, 
Shipwreck'd  in  his  base  wrongs  ?    If  you  desire 

this, 
It  is  not  to  be  done  with  slavish  suffering, 
But  by  a  noble  anger,  making  way 
To  a  most  brave  revenge,  we  may  call  justice. 
Our  injuries  are  equal ;  join  with  me  then, 
And  share  the  honour. 

JuL  I  scarce  understand  you ; 
And  know  I  shall  be  most  unapt  to  learn 
To  hate  the  man  I  still  must  love  and  honour. 

Mart.  This  foolish  dotage  in  soft-hearted  women 
Makes  proud  men  insolent ;  But,  take  your  vray ; 
I'll  ran  another  course. 

Jul,  As  you  aro  noble. 
Deliver  his  offence. 

Mart.  He  has  denied 
The  rites  due  to  a  wife. 

Jul,  Oh  me  most  happy ! 
How  largely  am  I  paid  for  all  my  sufferings  ! 
Most  honest  Virolet,  thou  just  performer 
Of  all  thy  promises  I     I  caU  to  mind  now. 
When  I  was  happy  in  those  joys  you  speak  of. 
In  a  chaste  bed,  and  warranted  by  law  too. 
He  oft  would  swear,  that  if  he  should  sunrire  me, 
(Which  then  I  knew  he  wish'd  not)  never  woman 
Should  taste  of  his  embraces ;  this  one  act 
Makes  me  again  his  debtor. 

Mart.  And  was  this 
The  cause  my  youth  and  beauty  were  oonCemn'd  ? 
If  I  sit  down  here ^well  i 

Jul.  I  dare  thy  worst  1 
Plot  what  thou  canst,  my  piety  shall  guard  him 
Against  thy  malice.  Leave  my  house,  and  quickly! 
Thou  wilt  infect  these  innocent  walls.     By  Virtue, 
I  will  inform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpose, 
And  turn  it  on  thine  own  aocuraed  head ; 
BeUeve'tlwiU!  iExit, 

Mart.  But  'tis  not  in  thy  power 
To  hinder  what  I  have  decreed  against  him. 
I'll  set  myself  to  sale,  and  live  a  strumpet. 
Forget  my  birth,  my  feither,  and  his  honour. 
Rather  than  want  an  instrument  to  help  me 
In  my  revenge. — ^The  captain  of  tiie  guard ! 

Enter  RomruiB. 

Blest  Opportunity  courts  me. 

Ronv,  Sad  and  troubled  ? 
How  brave  her  anger  shews !  How  it  sets  off 
Her  natural  beauty !  Under  what  happy  star 
Was  Virolet  born,  to  be  beloved  and  sooght-to, 
By  two  incomparable  women  ? — Noblest  lady, 
I  have  heard  your  wrongs,  and  pity  them ;  and  if 
The  service  of  my  life  could  give  me  hope 
To  gain  your  favour,  I  diould  be  most  proud 
To  be  commanded. 

Metrt,  'Tis  in  yon,  my  lord, 
To  make  me  your  glad  servant. 

Ronv.  Name  the  means. 


Thoa^  joa  be  ncnr  ■  uint,  I  may  adore  jou  1  l^ir.  Forward  I  "Ta  well ;  it  liitU  be  welcome 

Mar  I  not  tkke  thia  hand,  and  on  it  lacrifiee  I  to  me  ! 

The  MiTOvi  of  mj  heart !    White  *e«l  of  vir 
J<J.  Mj  lord,  jon  wrong  jonr  •ediock. 


118 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


ACT   IV. 


Now  when  I  come  to  reap  it  with  my  serrice, 
And  hunt  for  that  mj  youth  and  honour  aim  at, 
The  san  sets  on  my  fortune,  red  and  bloody, 
And  everbisting  night  begins  to  close  me  : 
'Tis  time  to  die. 

Enter  Maxtia  and  Ronvbrb. 

Jul.  She  comes  herself. 

Ronv,  Believe,  lady, 
(And  on  this  angel-hand  your  servant  seals  it,) 
You  shall  be  mistress  of  your  whole  desires, 
And  what  you  shall  command. 

Mart,  Ha,  minion  I 
My  precious  dame,  are  you  there  ?     Nay,  go  for- 
ward, 
Make  your  complaints,  and  pour  out  your  feign 'd 

pities, 
Slave-like  to  him  you  serve  ;  I  am  the  same  still, 
And  what  I  purpose,  let  the  world  take  witness. 
Shall  be  so  finish'd,  and  to  such  example, 
'Spite  of  your  poor  preventions — My  dear  gentle- 
man ! 
My  honourable  roan,  are  you  there  too  ? 
You  and  your  hot  desire  ?  Your  mercy,  sir ! 
I  had  forgot  your  greatness. 

Jul.  'Tis  not  well,  lady. 

Mart.  Lord,  how  I  hate  this  fellow  now  !  how 
desperately 
My  stomach  stands  against  him  !  this  base  fellow, 
This  gelded  fool ! 

Jul.  Did  you  never  hear  of  modesty  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  when  I  heard  of  you,  and  so  be- 
lieved it  I — 
Thou  bloodless,  brainless  fool ! 

Vir.  How! 

Mart.  Thou  despised  fool. 
Thou  only  sign  of  man,  how  I  contemn  thee  ! 
Thou  woven  worthy  in  a  piece  of  arras, 
Fit  only  to  enjoy  a  wall !  thou  beast 
Beaten  to  use !  Have  I  preserved  a  beauty, 
A  youth,  a  love,  to  have  my  wishes  blasted  ? 
My  dotings,  and  the  joys  I  came  to  offer. 
Must  they  be  lost,  and  slighted  by  a  dormouse  ? 

JuL  Use  more  respect,  and,  woman,  'twill  be- 
come you ; 
At  least,  less  tongue. 

Mart,  ril  use  all  violence ; 
Let  him  look  for  it ! 

Jul.  Dare^.you  stain  those  beauties, 
Those  heavenly  stamps  that    raise    men  up   to 

wonder. 
With  harsh  and  crooked  motions  ?  Are  you  she. 
That  over-did  all  ages  with  your  honour. 
And  in  a  little  hour  dare  lose  this  triumph  ? 
Is  not  this  man  your  husband  ? 

Mart.  He's  my  halter  ! 
Which  (having  sued  my  pardon)  I  fling  off  thus, 
And  with  him  all  I  brought  him,  but  my  anger  ; 
Which  I  will  nourish,  to  the  desolation 
Not  only  of  his  folly,  but  his  friends. 
And  his  whole  name  ! 

Vir.  'Tis  well !  I  have  deserved  it ; 
And,  if  I  were  a  woman,  I  would  rail  too. 

Mart.  Nature  ne'er  promised  thee  a  thing  so 
noble. 
Take  back  your  love,  your  vow  ;  I  give  it  freely  ; 
I  poorly  scorn  it ;  graze  now  where  you  please  ! 
That,  that  the  dulncss  of  thy  soul  neglected, 
Kings  sue  for  now.  And  mark  me,  Virolet ! 
Thou  image  of  a  man,  observe  my  words  well ! 


At  such  a  bloody  rate  I'll  sell  this  beauty. 

This  handsomeness  thou  scom'st  and  fling'st  away, 

Thy  proud  ungrateful  life  shall  shake  at !     Take 

your  house ; 
The  petty  things  you  left  me,  give  another ; 
And  last,  take  home  your  trinket !  Fare  you  well, 

sir. 
Ronv.  You  have  spoke  like  yourself ;  you're  a 

brave  lady ! 

\^ExeHnt  RoMVUS  and  MAimA. 

Jul.  Why  do  you  smile,  sir  ? 

Vir.  Oh,  my  Juliana, 
The  happiness  this  woman's  scorn  has  given  me 
Makes  me  a  man  again  ;  proclaims  itself. 
In  such  a  general  joy,  through  all  my  mberies. 
That  now  methinka 

Jul.  Look  to  yourself,  dear  sir, 
And  trifle  not  with  danger  that  attends  you  ; 
Be  joyful  when  you're  free. 

Vir.  Did  you  not  hear  her  ? 
She  gave  me  back  my  vow,  my  love,  my  freedom ; 
I  am  free,  free  as  air  !  And  though  to-morrow 
Her  bloody  will  meet  with  my  life,  and  sink  it. 
And  in  her  execution  tear  me  piecemeal, 
Yet  have  I  time  once  more  to  meet  my  wishes, 
Once  more  to  embrace  my  best,  my  noblest,  truest ; 
And  time  that's  warranted. 

Jul.  Good  sir,  forbear  it ! 
Tliough  I  confess,  equal  with  your  desires 
My  wishes  rise,  as  covetous  of  your  love. 
And  to  as  warm  alarums  spur  my  will  too  : 
Yet  pardon  me  ;  the  seal  o  th'  church  dividing  us. 
And  hanging  like  a  threatening  flame  between  us. 
We  must  not  meet ;  I  dare  not. 

Vir.  That  poor  disjointing. 
That  only  strong  necessity  d^nst  on  you. 
Not  crime,  nor  studied  cause  of  mine,  how  sweetly 
And  nobly  I  will  bind  again  and  cherish  ! 
How  I  will  recompence !  One  dear  embrace  now. 
One  free  affection  I    How  I  burn  to  meet  it ! 
Look  now  upon  me. 

JtU.  I  behold  you  willingly. 
And  willingly  would  yield,  but  for  my  credit. 
The  love  you  first  had  was  preserved  with  honour, 
The  last  shall  not  cry  whwre  ;  you  shall  not  pur. 

chase 
From  me  a  pleasure,  (that  have  equally 
Loved  your  fair  fame  as  you,)  at  such  a  rate 
Your  Honesty  and  Virtue  must  be  bankrupt. 
If  I  had  loved  your  lust,  and  not  your  lustre, 
The  glorious  lustre  of  your  matchless  goodness, 
I  would  compel  you  now  to  bed. — Forgire  mc. 
Forgive  me,  sir  1  How  fondly  still  I  love  you ! 
Yet  nobly  too  :  Make  the  way  straight  before  me, 
And  let  but  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  me, 
Under  the  axe,  upon  the  rack  again, 
Even  in  the  bed  of  all  afllictions, 
Where  nothing  sings  our  nuptials  but  dire  sorrows, 
With  all  my  youth  and  pleasure  1*11  embrace  you. 
Make  tyranny  and  death  stand  still  affrighted. 
And  at  our  meeting  souls  amaze  our  mischiefs : 
Till  when,  high  Heaven  defend  you,  and  Peace 

guide  you ! 
Be  wise  and  manly,  make  your  fate  your  own, 
By  being  master  of  a  providence 
That  may  controul  it. 

Vir.  Stay  a  little  with  me  : 
My  thoughts  have  chid  themselves.    May  1  not 

kiss  you  ? 
Upon  my  truth  I  am  honest. 


120 


THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 


Afft  T. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE   I,— A  Room  in  the  Palace,  teith  a 

Gallery, 

Enter  AacAino  and  Habtia  above* 

Mart,   As  yon  are  noble,  keep  me  from  dis- 
covery, 
And  let  me  only  nm  a  stranger's  fortune  ! 
For  when  the  lung  shall  find  I  am  his  daughter 
He  ever  holds  most  ominous,  and  hates  most. 
With  what  eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain  me, 
But  with  his  fears  and  cruelties  ? 

Aao.  I  have  found  you  ; 
Suspect  not !    I  am  bound  to  what  you  like  best : 
What  you  intend,  I  dare  not  be  so  curious 
To  question  now  ;  and  what  you  are  lies  hid  here. 

Enter  Fbrrakd  and  Roiwsiub  above. 

The  king  comes.     Make  your  fortune;    I   shall 
joy  in't. 

Ronv.  All  things  are  ready,  sir,  to  make  you 
merry; 
And  such  a  king  !  you  shall  behold  him  now. 

Per,  I  long  for't. 
For  I  have  neisd  of  mirth. 

Ronv,  The  lady,  sir ! 

Per,  Now,  as  I  am  a  king,  a  sprightly  beauty, 
A  goodly  sweet  asp^t  I     My  thanks,  Ronvere, 
My  best  thanks  ! — On  your  lips  I  seal  your  wishes ; 
Be  what  you  can  imagine,  mine,  and  happy. 
And  now,  sit  down  and  smile.  Come,  my  Ascanio, 
And  let  tiiis  monarch  enter. 

Enter  Dukk,  Master,  Boatswain,  Gunner,  and  Sailors. 

Ronv,  These  are  the  Switzers, 
I  told  your  grace  of. 

Per.  Goodly  promising  fellows, 
With  faces  to  keep  fools  in  awe  I     I  like  'em. — 
Go  guard  the  presence  well,  and  do  your  duties  ; 
To-morrow  I  shall  take  a  f^uther  view. 

Duke,  Yon  shall,  sir,  lA$ide. 

Or  I  shall  lose  my  wilL  How  the  whore's  mounted  I 
How  she  sits  throned !  Thou  blazing  muddy  meteor. 
That  fright'st  the  under  world  with  lustful  flashes. 
How  I  shall  dash  thy  flames  1  Away  ;  no  word 
more ! 
\,Exeunt  Dukk  and  kis  company,    FlourWi  cometo. 

Enter  Cjlstruocio  in  ropai  robet,  Ytujo,  Doctor,  and  a 

Guard. 

Per.  Now,  here  he  comes  in  glory.     Be  merry, 
masters! 
A  banquet  too  ?  IMeat  brought  in. 

Ronv.  Oh,  he  must  sit  in  state,  sir ! 

Ate.  How  rarely  he  is  usher'd  I     Can  he  think 
He  is  a  king  indeed  ?  [now 

Ronv,  Mark  but  his  countenance. 

Cast,  Let  me  have  pleasures  infinite,  and  to  the 
height; 
And  women  in  abundance,  many  women ! 

fnter  lAdice. 

I  will  disport  my  grace ;  stand  there,  and  long  for 

me ! 
What  have  ye  brought  me  here?  Is  this  a  feast 
Fit  for  a  prince?   a  mighty  prince?    Are  these 
These  preparations,  ha  ?  [things. 

Doctor,  May  it  please  your  grace 
Catt,  It  does  not  please  my  grace  I    Where  are 
the  marchpanes. 


The  custards  double-royal,  and  the  snbtilties  ?  ^       ' 
Why,  what  weak,  things  are  you  to  serve  a  prince 

thus  ? 
Where  be  the  delicates  o'  th'  earth  and  air  ? 
The  hidden  secrets  of  the  sea  ?    Am  I  a  plough- 

man. 
You  pop  me  up  with  porridge?  Hang  the  cooks ! 

Per.  Oh,  most  kingly  I 
What  a  majestic  anger ! 

Cast.  Give  me  some  wine. 

Ase.  He  cools  again  now. 

Cast.  Fool,  where  are  my  players  ? 
Let  me  have  all  in  pomp  1  Let  'em  play  some  love- 
matter, 
To  make  the  ladies  itch  I    I'll  be  with  yoo  anon, 

ladies ! 
You  black  ejeSf  I'll  be  with  yon ! — Give  me  some 

wine,  I  say ; 
And  let  me  have  a  masque  of  cuckolds  enter, 
Of  mine  own  cuckolds  ; 
And  let  them  come  in,  peeping  and  rejoicing, 
Just  as  I  kiss  their  wives,  and  somewhat  glorying. 
Some  wine,  I  say !    Then,  for  an  excellent  night- 
piece, 
To  shew  my  glory  to  my  loves  and  minions, 
I  will  have  some  great  castle  burnt. 

Villio,  Hark  you,  brother  I 
If  that  be  to  please  these  ladies,  ten  to  one 
The  fire  first  takes  upon  your  own  ;  look  to  that ! 
Then  you  may  shew  a  night-piece. 

Cast.  Where's  this  wine  ? 
Why,  shall  I  choke  ?  Do  ye  long  all  to  be  tortured? 

Doctor.  Here,  sir. 

Cast.    {Tastes.]    Why,  what  is   this?    Why, 

Doctor.  Wine  and  water,  sir.  [Doctor  ! 

'Tis  sovereign  for  your  heat ;  yon  must  endnre  it. 

Villio,  Most  excellent  to  cool  yonr  night-piece, 
sir. 

Doctor.  Yon  are  of  a  high  and  choleric  cora- 
And  you  must  have  allays.  [plexion. 

Cast,  Shall  I  have  no  sheer  wine  then  ? 

Doctor.  Not  for  a  world :  I  tender  your  dear 
And  he's  no  faithful  subject [lifci  ox ; 

Fillio,  No,  by  no  means : 
Of  this  you  may  drink,  and  never  hang  nor  quarter, 
Nor  never  whip  the  fool ;  this  liquor^i  mercifoL 

Cast,    I  wiU  sit  down  and  eat  then  :  Kings, 
when  they  are  hungry. 
May  eat,  I  hope  ? 

Doctor,  Yes,  but  they  eat  discreetly. 

Cast,  Come,  taste  this  dish,  and  cut  me  liberally ; 
I  like  sauce  welL 

Doctor,  Fy,  'tis  too  hot,  sir ; 
Too  deeply  season'd  with  the  spice ;  away  with't  I 
You  must  acquaint  your  stomach  with  those  diets 
Are  temperately  nourishing. 

IThe  meat  is  taken  away. 

Cast,  But  pray  stay,  doctor, 
And  let  me  have  my  meat  again. 
'  Doctor.  By  no  means  : 
I  have  a  chai^  concerns  my  life. 

Cast.  No  meat  neither  ? 
Do  kings  never  eat,  doctor  ? 

Doctor.  Very  little,  sir. 
And  that  too  very  choice. 

Villio.  Your  king  never  sleeps,  brother ; 
He  must  not  sleep,  his  cares  still  keep  him  wnking; 


F<r.  Now  the  wooien  1 
Tlierfi  DO  food  left  but  they. 

Call.   Why,  look  ye,  iir  i  111  put  jou   to   do 
I'U  never  e.t.                                             [chu^  ; 
Gun.  I'll  take  >  conne  yon  ahall  not 

1   I«  ke  ho  snother  rtomaoh,  «nd  «  great  one, 
I  we  bj  hU  eye.— 

Cu,l.  Say  nothing  when  yon  kill  me. 

Cut.  I'U  hi*e  mine  owd  power  here, 

'  Mine  OKQ  uitbority  :  I  need  no  tutor. 

Duke,  Now  stand  lure,  gentlemen! 
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We  have  him  in  a  pen,  he  cannot  'scape  as  ; 
The  rest  o'  th'  castle's  ours. 

Within,  "  Liberty,  Uberty!" 

Duke.  What,  is  the  city  up  ? 

Boats,  They  are  up  and  glorious, 
And  rolling  like  a  storm  they  come ;  their  tents 
Ring  nothing  but  **  Liberty  and  Freedom  !  ** 
The  women  are  in  arms  too. 

Duke,  Let  'em  come  alL 
Honour  and  liberty ! 

AIL  Honour  and  liberty !  lExmnt. 


SCENE  IL — A  Room  in  Virolet's  House. 

Enter  Jvuasa. 

Jul.  This  woman's  threats,  her  eyes,  eren  red 
with  fury, 
Which,  like  prodigious  meteors,  foretold 
Assured  destruction,  are  still  before  me. 
Besides,  I  know  such  natures  unacquainted 
With  any  mean,  or  in  their  love,  or  hatred ; 
And  she  that  dared  all  dangers  to  possess  him, 
Will  check  at  nothing,  to  revenge  the  loss 
Of  what  she  held  so  dear.     I  first  discover'd 
Her  bloody  purposes,  which  she  made  good, 
And  openly  profess'd  'em  :  That  in  me 
Was  but  a  cold  affection  ;  charity 
Commands  so  much  to  all ;  for  Yirolet, 
Methinks,  I  should  forget  my  sex's  weakness, 
Rise  up,  and  dare  beyond  a  woman's  strength  ; 
Then  do,  not  counsel.     He  is  too  secure ; 
And,  in  my  judgment,  'twere  a  greater  service 
To  free  him  from  a  deadly  enemy, 
Than  to  get  him  a  friend.     I  undertook  too 
To  cross  her  plots  ;  opposed  my  piety 
Against  her  malice ;  and  shall  virtue  suffer  ? 
No,  Martia  ;  wert  thou  here  equally  arm'd, 
I  have  a  cause,  'spite  of  thy  masculine  breeding. 
That  would  assure  the  victory.    My  angel 
Direct  and  help  me ! 

Enl(T  VinoLBT,  habited  like  RoNvntR.    Julfana  itandi 

apart. 

Fir.  The  state  in  combustion, 
Part  of  the  citadel  forced,  the  treasure  seized  on ; 
The  guards,  corrupted,  arm  themselves  against 
Their  late  protected  master  ;  Ferrand  fled  too, 
And  with  small  strength,  into  the  castle's  tower. 
The  only  Aventine  that  now  is  left  him  ? 
And  yet  the  undertakers,  nay,  performers, 
Of  such  a  brave  and  glorious  enterprise, 
Are  yet  unknown  :  They  did  proceed  like  men, 
1  like  a  child;  and  had  I  never  trusted 
So  deep  a  practice  unto  shallow  fools. 
Besides  my  soul's  peace  in  my  Juliana, 
The  honour  of  this  action  had  been  mine, 
In  which,  accursed,  I  now  can  claim  no  share. 

Jul.  Ilonvere ;   'tis  he ;   a  thing,  next  to  the 
devil, 
I  most  detest,  and  like  him  terrible ; 
Martia's  right-hand ;  the  instrument,  I  fear  too, 
That  is  to  put  her  bloody  will  into  act 
Have  I  not  will  enough,  and  cause  too  mighty  ? 
Weak  women's  fear,  fly  from  me  ! 

Vir.  Sure  this  habit, 
This  likeness  to  Ronvere,  which  I  have  studied. 
Either  admits  me  safe  to  my  design, 
Which  I  too  cowardly  have  halted  after, 
And  Boffer'd  to  be  ravish'd  from  my  glory. 


Or  sinks  me  and  my  miseries  together ; 
Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul.  He  stands  musing; 
Some  mischief  is  now  hatching : 
In  the  full  meditation  of  his  wickedness, 
I'll  sink  his  cursed  soul.  Guide  my  hand.  Heaven, 
And  to  my  tender  arm  eive  strength  and  fortune. 
That  I  may  do  a  pions  deed,  all  ages 
Shall  bless  my  name  for,  all  remembrance  crown 

Vir.  It  shsil  be  so.  [me  ! 

Jul.  It  shall  not !  Take  that  token,    ISktbs  kim. 
And  bear  it  to  the  lustful  arms  of  Martia ! 
Tell  her,  for  Virolet's  dear  sake,  I  sent  it. 

Vir.  Oh,  I  am  happy !  let  me  see  thee,  that  I 
May  bless  the  hand  that  gave  me  liberty  ! 
Oh,  courteous  hand !  Nay,  thou  hast  done  most 

nobly. 
And  Heaven  has  guided  thee ;  'twas  their  great 

justice. 
Oh,  blessed  wound,  that  I  could  come  to  kiss  thee ! 
How  beautiful  and  sweet  thou  shew'st  I 

Jul.  Oh! 

Vir,  Sigh  not. 
Nor  weep  not,  dear  !  shed  not  those   sovereign 

balsams 
Into  my  blood,  which  must  recover  me  ; 
Then  I  shall  live,  again  to  do  a  mischief 
Against  the  mightiness  of  love  and  virtae. 
Some  base  unhallow'd  hand  shall  rob  thy  right  of— 
Help  me ;  I  faint.     So. 

Jul.  Oh,  unhappy  wench  ! 
How  has  my  zeal  abused  me !    Yon  that  guard 

virtue. 
Were  ye  asleep  ?  or  do  ye  laugh  at  innocence. 
You  suffered  this  mistake  ?  Oh,  my  dear  Yirolet ! 
An  everlasting  curse  follow  that  form 
I  struck  thee  in  !  his  name  be  ever  blasted  ! 
For  his  accursed  shadow  has  betray' d 
The  sweetness  of  all  youth,  the  nobleness. 
The  honour,  and  the  valour  ;  wither'd  for  ever 
The  beauty,  and  the  bravery  of  all  mankind  ! 
Oh !  my  dull  devil's  eyes  ! 

Vir.  I  do  forgive  you  ;  iKitset  her. 

By  this,  and  this,  I  do.  I  know  you  were  cozen'd  ; 
The  shadow  of  Ronvere  I  know  you  aim'd  at. 
And  not  at  me  ;  but  'twas  most  necessary 
I  should  be  struck  ;  some  hand  above  directed  you ; 
For  Juliana  could  not  shew  her  justice, 
Without  depriving  high  Heaven  of  his  glory. 
On  any  subject  fit  for  her,  but  Yirolet. 
Forgive  me  too,  and  take  my  last  breath,  sweet  one ! 
This  the  new  marriage  of  our  souls  together. 
Think  of  me,  Juliana ;  but  not  often. 
For  fear  my  faults  should  burthen  your  affections. 
Pray  for  me,  for  I  faint. 

Jul.  Oh,  stay  a  little, 
A  little,  Uttle,  sir !  LQtrers  U  km  kerulf. 

Vir.  Fy,  Juliana  ! 

Jul.  Shall  I  out- live  the  virtue  I  have  murder'd  r 

Vir.  Hold,  or  thou  hat'st  my  peace  !  Give  me 
the  dagger ; 
On  your  obedience,  and  your  love,  deUver  it ! 
If  you  do  thus,  we  shall  not  meet  in  Heaven,  sweet ; 
No  guilty  blood  comes  there  :  Kill  your  intentions, 
And  then  you  conquer.  There,  where  I  am  going, 
Would  you  not  meet  me,  dear  ? 

Jul.  Yes. 

Vir,  And  still  love  me .' 

Jul,  And  still  behold  you. 

Vir,  Live  then,  till  Heaven  calls  you : 
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Thai,  ripe  and  fall  of  tweetnesa,  you  rise  sainted ; 

Tba  I,  that  went  before  you  to  prepare, 

Sliall  meet  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court  you, 

^Itfa  hymns  of  holy  love.     God  !  I  go  out ! 

GtTe  me  jour  bandL  Farewell !  in  peace,  farewell ! 

Remember  me!  fiuewell!  {Diet. 

Jyd.  Sleep  you,  sweet  glasses ! 
\n  ereriastiDg  slumber  crown  those  crystals  ! 
All  my  delight,  adieu  !  farewell,  dear  Virolet, 
Dor,  dear,  most  dear  I  Oh,  I  can  weep  no  more ; 
Mj  body  now  is  fire,  and  aU-oonsuming. 
Hcfe  vUI  1  sit,  forget  the  world  and  all  things. 
And  only  wait  what  Heaven  shall  turn  me  to; 
For  Qow  methinks  I  should  not  live. 

{^Sht  titi  down. 

Enitr  pAXDtTurao  with  a  book. 

Pond,  Oh,  my  sweet  daughter. 
The  work  is  finished  now  I  promised  thee : 
H«re  are  thy  virtues  shew*d,  here  registered, 
Aad  here  shall  live  for  ever. 

JuL  Blot  it,  bum  it ! 
I  iuve  no  virtue  ;  hateful  I  am  as  hell  is ! 

Pand,  Is  not  this  Virolet? 

•/a/.  Ask  no  more  questions ! 
Mutakiog  him,  I  kill'd  him. 

Pnd.  Oh,  my  son  ! 
Nature  tarns  to  my  heart  again.  My  dear  son  ! 
Soo  of  my  age !  wouldst  thou  go  out  so  quickly  ? 
So  poorly  take  thy  leave,  and  never  see  me  ? 
Wis  this  a  kind  stroke,  daughter  ?  Could  you  love 

him, 
Hdooor  his  &ther,  and  so  deadly  strike  him  ? 
^\  vither'd  timeless  youth  !  are  all  thy  promises, 
Tay  goodly  growth  of  honours,  come  to  this  ? 
Do  I  halt  still  1'  th*  world,  and  trouble  Nature, 
^hea  her  main  pieces  founder,  and  fail  daily  ? 

EnUr  Locio  and  thru  Servants. 

Lwo.  He  does  weep  certain.  What  body's  that 
Hw  do  you,  sir?  [lies by  him  ? 

Ptnd.  Oh,  look  there,  Lucio, 
Thj  natter,  thy  best  master ! 

iftcio.  Woe  is  me  ! 
^r  ^^  kHi'd  him,  slain  him  basely  I     Oh,  my 
master! 

Pnd,  Well,  daughter,  well !   what  heart  you 
had  to  do  tibia ! 
I  'tnow  be  did  you  wrong ;  but  'twas  his  fortune, 
•^t)d  not  his  fault :     For  my  sake,  th^t  have  loved 
Bat  I  see  now  you  scorn  me  too.  [you — 

Lvdo.  Oh,  mistress  ! 
^  yoa  sit  there,  and  his  cold  body  breathless  ? 
^y  open  the  earth  ? 

Pand,  Let  her  alone,  boy  : 
^  llnries  in  his  end. 

^«no.  Yon  shall  not  sit  here. 
Aid  suffer  him  you  loved — Ha  I  good  sir,  come 

hither, 
<  -ae  hither  quickly!  heave  her  up  I  Oh,  Heaven, 

air! 
•'"^.  God,  my  heart !  she's   cold,  cold,  cold,  and 
"^jff  Mistake;  she's  dead!  [stiff  too. 

Pand.  She's  gone  ;  ne'er  bend  her  : 
1  know  her  heart,  she  could  not  want  his  company. 
BbaiDg  go  with  thy  soul !  sweet  angels  shadow  it ! 
^^  that  I  were  tiie  third  now  I  what  a  happiness  ! 
«^I  most  live  to  see  you  laid  in  earth  both  ; 
1^  build  a  chapel  to  your  memories, 
^here  all  my  vrealA  shall  fashion  out  your  stories  ; 
^^  dig  a  little  grsTe  besides,  and  aU's  done. 


How  sweet  she  looks !  her  eyes  are  open  smiling : 
I  thought  she  had  been  alive.   You  are  my  charge, 

sir; 
And  amongst  you  I'll  see  his  goods  distributed. 

[To  M«  Servants. 
Take  up  the  bodies ;  mourn  in  heart,  my  friends ; 
You  have  lost  two  noble  succours.  Follow  me ; 
And  thou  sad  country,  weep  this  misery ! 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.— ^n  open  Place  in  the  City  before 

the  Citadel, 

Enter  Duiu,  Boatswain,  Master,  Gunner,  Citizens,  with 

Soldiers. 

Duke.  Keep  the  ports  strongly  mann'd,  and  let 
But  such  as  are  known  patriots.  [none  enter, 

All,  Liberty,  liberty ! 

Duke,.  'Tis  a  substantial  thing,  and  not  a  word. 
You  men  of  Naples  ;  which,  if  once  taken  from  us, 
All  other  blessings  leave  us ;  'tis  a  jewel 
Worth  purchasing  at  the  dear  rate  of  life. 
And  so  to  be  defended.     Oh,  remember 
What  you  have  suffer'd,  since  you  parted  with  it ; 
And  if  again  you  wish  not  to  be  slaves. 
And  properties  to  Ferrand's  pride  and  lust. 
Take  noble  courage,  and  make  perfect  what 
Is  happily  begun. 

1  Cii,  Our  great  preserver  I 

You  have  enfranchised  us  from  wretched  bondage. 

2  at,  An't  might  be  known,  to  whom  we  owe 

our  freedom. 
We  to  the  death  would  follow  him. 

3  at.  Make  him  king, 
The  tyrant  once  removed. 

Duke.  That's  not  my  end ; 
*Twas  not  ambition  that  brought  me  hither, 
With  these  my  faithful  friends,  nor  hope  of  spoil. 
For  when  we  did  possess  the  tyrant's  treasure. 
By  force  extorted  from  you,  and  employ'd 
To  load  you  with  most  miserable  thraldom. 
We  did  not  make  it  ours  ;  but  with  it  purchased 
The  help  of  these,  to  get  you  liberty. 
That  for  the  same  price  kept  you  in  subjection. 
Nor  are  we  Switzers,  worthy  countrymen, 
But  Neapolitans.     Now  eye  me  well ; 

IThrowi  qfhU  disguise. 
And  though  the  reverend  emblems  of  mine  age 
(My  silver  locks)  are  shorn,  my  beard  cut  off, 
Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  colour ; 
Though  fourteen  years  you  have  not  seen  this  face. 
You  may  remember  it,  and  call  to  mind 
There  was  a  Duke  of  Sesse,  a  much-wrong'd  prince, 
Wrong'd  by  this  tyrant  Ferrand. 

1  at.  Now  I  know  him. 

2  at.  'Tis  he.  Long  live  the  Duke  of  Sesse  I 
Duke,  I  thank  you. 

The  injuries  I  received,  I  must  confess. 
Made  me  forget  the  love  I  owed  this  country, 
For  which,  I  hope,  I  have  given  satisfaction, 
In  being  the  first  that  stirr'd  to  give  it  freedom  ; 
And  with  your  loves  and  furtherance,  will  call  back 
Long-banish'd  Peace,  and  Plenty  to  this  people. 

2  at.  Lead  where  you  please,  we'll'  follow. 

1  at.  Dare  all  dangers. 

Enter  Pandulpho,  the  bodies  ^VtwohtsTandJinAAKAupon 

a  hearse. 

Duke,  What  solemn  funeral's  this  ? 
Pand.  There  rest  a  while, 
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And  iTt  be  possible  there  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  swift  desire  of  jnst  revenge, 
Hear  (if  my  tears  will  give  way  to  my  words) 
In  brief  a  most  sad  story. 

Duke,  Speak,  what  are  they  ? 
I  know  thee  well,  Pandulpho. 

Pand.  My  best  lord  ! 
As  far  as  sorrow  will  giye  leave,  most  welcome  I 
This  Virolet  was,  and  but  a  son  of  mine, 
I  might  say,  the  most  hopefal  of  our  gentry  ; 
And,  though  unfortunate,  never  ignoble : 
But  I'll  speak  him  no  further.     Look  on  this. 
This  face,  that  in  a  savage  would  move  pity, 
The  wonder  of  her  sex  !  and  having  said 
'Tis  Juliana,  Eloquence  will  want  words 
To  set  out  her  deservings.    This  bless'd  lady. 
That  did  endure  the  rack  to  save  her  husband. 
That  husband,  who,  in  being  forced  to  leave  her, 
Endured  a  thousand  tortures ;  by  what  practice 
I  know  not,  (but  'twas  sure  a  cunning  one) 
Are  made,  the  last  1  hope,  but  sad  examples. 
Of  Ferrand's  tyranny. — 
Convey  the  bodies  hence  ! 

Duke,  Express  your  sorrow 
In  your  revenge,  not  tears,  my  worthy  soldiers ! 
That  fertile  earth,  that  teem'd  so  many  children 
To  feed  his  cruelty,  in  her  wounded  womb 
Can  hardly  now  receive  *em. 

BoatM.  We  are  cold ; 
Cold  walls  shall  not  keep  him  from  us ! 

Gun,  Were  he  cover'd 
With  mountains,  and  room  only  for  a  bullet 
To  be  sent  level  at  him,  I  would  speed  him. 

Matter.  Let's  scale  this  petty  tower !     At  sea 
we  are  falcons, 
And  fly  unto  the  main-top  in  a  moment : 
What  then  can  stop  us  here  ? 

1  at.  We'll  tear  him  piece-meal! 

2  at.  Or  eat  a  passage  to  him  I 
Duke.  Let  discretion 

Direct  your  anger :  That's  a  victory, 

Which  is  got  with  least  loss ;  let  us  make  ours 

such! 
And  therefore,  friends,  while  we  hold  parley  here, 
Raise  your  scalado  on  the  other  side  i 
But,  enter'd,  wreak  your  sufferings. 

1  at.  In  our  wrongs, 

lExeufU  SaQon  and  Soldiers. 
There  was  no  mean 

2  CU,  Nor  in  our  full  revenge 
Will  we  know  any. 

Duke.  Be  appeased,  good  man  t  iTo  Pakovlpho. 
No  sorrow  can  redeem  them  from  Death's  prison  ; 
What  his  inevitable  hand  hath  Bei2ed  on. 
The  world  cannot  recover.    All  the  comfort 
That  I  can  give  to  you,  is  to  see  vengeance 
Pour'd  dreadfully  upon  the  author's  head, 
Of  which  their  ashes  may  be  sensible. 
That  have  fallen  by  him.  iSound  a  parley. 

Enter  FxaaAKO,  Maktia,  AscAvrc.  and  Rokvbiui 
on  tk€  Rampart*  nf  the  Citadtl. 

Pand,  They  appear. 

Per.  'TIs  not  that  we  esteem  rebellious  traitors 
Worthy  an  answer  to  their  proudest  summons. 
That  we  vouchsafe  our  presence,  or  to  exchange 
One  syllable  with  'em  ;  but  to  let  such  know, 
Though  cireled  round  with  treason,  all  points  bent 
As  to  their  centre  at  my  heart,  'tis  free. 
Free  from  fear,  villains ;  and  in  this  weak  tower 
Ferrand  commands  as  absolute  as  when 


He  trod  upon  your  necks,  and  as  mud&  scorns  you. 
And  when  the  sun  of  majesty  ahali  break  through 
The  clouds  of  your  rebellion,  every  beam. 
Instead  of  comfortable  heat,  shall  send 
Consuming  plagues  among  you,  and  yon  csll 
That  government  which  yon  term'd  t^anmnut 
Hereafter,  gentle. 

Duke.  Flatter  not  thyself 
With  these  deluding  hopes,  thou  cruel  beast ! 
Thou  art  i'  th'  toil,  and  the  glad  huntsman  prouder, 
By  whom  thou  art  takeo,  of  hb  prey,  than  if 
(Like  thee)  he  should  command,  and  spoil  his 

Per.  What  art  thou  ?  [forest 

Duke,  To  thy  horror,  Duke  of  Sesse. 

Per.  The  devil ! 

Duke.  Reserved  for  thy  damnation. 

Per.  Why  shakes  my  love  ? 

Mart.  Oh,  I  am  lost  for  ever ! 
Mountains  divide  me  from  him !  some  kind  hand 
Prevent  our  fearful  meeting  I  or  lead  me 
To  the  steep  rock,  whose  rugged  brows  are  bent 
Upon  the  swelling  main ;  there  let  me  hide  me  : 
And  as  our  bodies  then  shall  be  divided, 
May  our  souls  never  meet ! 

Per.  Whence  grows  this,  sweetest  ? 

Mart.  There  are  a  thousand  fiiries  in  his  looks ; 
And  in  his  deadly  silence  more  loud  horror. 
Than  when  in  hell  the  tortured  and  tormentors 
Contend  whose  shrieks  are  greater.  Wretched  me  I 
It  is  my  father. 

Duke.  Yes,  and  I  will  own  her,  mr. 
Till  my  revenge.    It  is  my  daughter,  Ferrand, 
My  daughter  thou  hast  whored. 

Per.  I  triumph  in  it ! 
To  know  she's  thine,  affords  me  more  true  pleasiune 
Than  the  act  gave  me,  when  even  at  the  height, 
I  crack'd  her  virgin  zone.     Her  shame  dwell  on 

thee. 
And  all  thy  family  I    May  they  never  know 
A  female  issue,  but  a  whore ! — ^Ascanio, 
Ronvere,  look  cheerfully ;  be  thou  a  man  too. 
And  leam  of  me  to  die !    That  we  might  fall. 
And  in  our  ruins  swallow  up  this  kingdom. 
Nay,  the  whole  world,  and  make  a  second  chaos  ! 
And  if  from  thence  a  new  beginning  rise, 
Be  it  recorded  this  did  end  with  us, 
And  from  our  dust  hath  embrion  1 

Ronv.  I  lived  with  you. 
And  will  die  with  yon ;  your  example  makes  me 
Equally  bold. 

A»e.  And  I  resolved  to  bear 
Whate'er  my  fate  appoints  me. 

Duke.  They  are  oun  : 
Now  to  the  spoil  I 

Boats,  Pity  the  lady ;  to  all  else  be  deaf. 

i^Sxeunt. 

Within.  Km,  kill,  kUl ! 

{Alarum,  JUturiih  trumpet* »  retreat. 


Re-enter  Dokb,  with  FcaiiAMD'a  head  ,•  M«  Cltiaem. 
ter.  Boatswain,  Gunner,  Soldiers  Tnringinff  in  Aacjuvic 

and  BiARTTA. 

Duke.  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  cruel  ends  ; 
And  the  best  sacrifice  to  heaven  for  peace 
Is  tyrant's  blood,  and  those  that  stuck  faat  to  him, 
Flesh'd  instruments  in  his  commands  to  mischief. 
With  him  dispatch'd. 

Boats.  They  are  aU  cut  off. 

Duke,  'Tis  well. 

AU,  Thanks  to  the  Duke  of  Sesse  • 

Duke.  Pay  that  to  Heaven, 
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And  for  1  geneFsl  joy  give  general  thanks ; 
Forbleismgs  ne'er  descend  from  Heaven ,  but  when 
A  ^ntefiil  sacrifice  ascends  from  men. 
To  TOUT  dcTotion !  leave  me :  There's  a  scene 

• 

WUch  I  woold  act  alone.    Yet  you  may  stay  ; 
For  wutingjast  spectators,  'twill  be  nothing. 
Tbe  rest  forbear  me ! 

CU.  Uberty,  liberty,  liberty  ! 

Mart.  I  would  I  were  as  far  beneath  the  centre. 
As  nov  I  stand  above  it     How  I  tremble  ! 
Tbrice  happy  they  that  died  I  I  dying  live 
To  fUad  the  whirlwind  of  a  £uher's  fnry. 
Nov  it  Bova  toward  me. 

Ihke.  TloQ — I  want  a  name 
6j  which  to  style  thee :  All  articulate  sounds 
Tkit  do  express  the  mischief  of  vile  woman. 
Hat  are.  or  have  been,  or  shall  be,  are  weak 
To  tpesk  thee  to  the  height.    Witch !  Parricide  ! 
ForthoQ,  in  taking  leave  of  modesty, 
Hast  kiD'd  thy  father,  and  his  honour  lost : 
H<'i  bat  1  walking  shadow  to  torment  thee. 
To  leave  and  rob  Snj  fiather,  then  set  free 
Hii  fees,  whose  slavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  all  treasore,  was  a  strong  defeasance, 
To  cat  off  efen  the  surest  bonds  of  mercy ; 
AAer  lU  this,  (having  given  up  thyself, 
like  to  a  aeasiiBl  beast,  a  slave  to  lust) 
To  pUyUie  whore,  and  then  (high  Heaven,  it  racks 
To  fiod  oot  none  to  quench  thy  appetite       [me  !) 
Bst  the  most  cruel  king,  whom  next  to  hell 
Tbf  father  hated,  and  whose  black  embraces 
TboB  ihooldst  have  fled  from,  as  the  whips  of 
Wbt  canst  thou  look  for  ?  [furies  ! 

Ifart  Death !  and  'tis  not  in  you 
To  hurt  me  further.     My  old  resolution, 
Tjkr  BOW  the  jUace  of  fear !     In  this  I  lived, 
b  this  ru  die,  your  daughter. 

t^ttr  PAmono,  and  the  BodUt  home  on  the  Hearse. 

^nd.  Look  but  here  ! 
W  had,  I  know,  a  guilty  hand  in  this ; 
Bepat  it,  huiy. 

Mart  Jnhana  dead  ? 
Aidrirolet? 


Pand.  By  her  unwilling  hand. 

Mart.  Fates,  you  are  equal ! — ^What  can  now 
fall  on  me, 
That  I  will  shrink  at  ?    Now  unmoved  I  dare 
Look  on  your  anger,  and  not  bend  a  knee 
To  ask  your  pardon  :  Let  your  rage  run  higher 
Than  billows  raised  up  by  a  violent  tempest, 
And  be,  as  that  is,  deaf  to  all  entreaties  ! 
They  are  dead,  and  I  prepared ;  for  in  their  fall 
All  my  desires  are  summed  up. 

Duke.  Impudent  too  ? 
Die  in  it,  wretch !  IQffert  to  kiU  her. 

BoaU.  Stay,  sir !  [Boatswain  kiUt  her. 

Duke.  How  darest  thou,  villain. 
Snatch  fr^m  my  sword  the  honour  of  my  justice  ? 

Bo€Ut.  I  never  did  you  better  service,  sir ; 
Yet  have  been  ever  faithfrQ.     I  confess 
That  she  deserved  to  die ;  but  by  whose  hand? 
Not  by  a  father's.     Double  all  her  guilt. 
It  could  not  make  yon  innocent,  had  yon  done  it : 
In  me  'tis  murder,  in  you  'twere  a  crime 
Heaven  could  not  pardon.  Witness  that  I  love  you ! 
And  in  that  love  I  did  it. 

Duke,  Thou  art  noble  ; 
I  thank  thee  for't.    The  thought  of  her  die  with 
her! 

A»e,  My  turn  is  next ;  since  she  could  find  no 
mercy, 
What  am  I  to  expect  ? 

Cit,  With  one  voice,  sir, 
The  citizens  salute  jou  with  the  style 
Of  King  of  Naples. 

Duke.  I  must  be  excused ; 
The  burden  is  too  heavy  for  my  shoulders ; 
Bestow  it  where  'tis  due. — Stand  forth,  Ascanio  ! 
It  does  belong  to  you ;  live  long  and  wear  it : 
And,  wam'd  by  the  example  of  your  uncle, 
Learn  that  you  are  to  govern  men,  not  beasts ; 
And  that  it  is  a  most  improvident  head. 
That  strives  to  hurt  the  Umbs  that  do  support  it ! 
Give  burial  to  the  dead.    For  me,  and  mine, 
We  will  again  to  sea,  and  never  know 
The  place,  which  in  my  birth  first  gave  me  woe. 

IFlouriik  ef  trumpets.    Exeunt. 
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So  wrathful,  and  averse :  Thou  art  more  toft 
And  fall  of  dalliance  than  the  fairest  flesh, 
And  fiff  more  loving. 

Zani.  Ay,  you  say  so,  now ; 
But,  like  a  property,  when  I  have  served 
Your  turns,  you'll  cast  me  off,  or  hang  me  up 
For  a  sign  somewhere. 

Mauntf.  May  my  life  then  forsake  me, 
Or,  from  my  expected  bliss,  be  cast  to  hell ! 

Zant,  My  tongue,  sir,  cannot  lisp  to  meet  you  so. 
Nor  my  black  cheek  put  on  a  feigned  blush. 
To  make  me  seem  more  modest  than  I  am. 
This  ground-work  will  not  bear  adulterate  red. 
Nor  artificial  white,  to  cozen  love. 
These  dark  locks  aie  not  purchased,  nor  these  teeth, 
For  every  night  they  are  my  bed-fellows ; 
No  bath,  no  blanching  water,  smoothing  oils. 
Doth  mend  me  up ;  and  yet,  Mountferrat,  know, 
I  am  as  full  of  pleasure  in  the  touch 
As  e'er  a  white-faced  puppet  of  'em  all, 
Juicy,  and  firm ;  unfledge  them  of  their  tires, 
Their  wires,  their  partlets,  pins,  and  perriwigs, 
And  they  appear  like  bald-cootes,  in  the  nest : 
I  can  as  blithely  work  in  my  love's  bed, 
And  deck  thy  bar  neck  with  these  jetty  chains. 
Sing  thee  asleep,  being  wearied ;  and  refresh'd. 
With  the  same  organ,  steal  sleep  off  again. 

Mcuntf,  Oh,  my  black  swan,  silkier  than  cyg- 
net's plush, 
Sweeter  than  is  the  sweet  of  pomander,  - 
fireath'd  like  carledZephyrus,  cooling  lemon-trees. 
Straight  as  young  pines,  or  cedars  in  the  grove ! 
Quickly  descend,  lovers'  best  canopy. 
Still  Night,  for  Zantkia  doth  enamour  me 
Beyond  all  continence !  Perpetrate,  dear  wench, 
What  thou  but  promised,  and  I  vow,  by  Heaven, 
Malta  I'll  leave  :  in  it  my  honouns  here  ; 
And  in  some  other  country,  Zanthia  make 
My  wife,  and  my  best  fortune. 

Zani*  From  this  hope. 
Here  is  an  answer  to  that  letter,  which 
I  lately  show'd  you,  sent  from  'Tripoly, 
By  the  great  baaha,  which  importunes  her 
Love  unto  him,  and  treachery  to  the  island ; 
Which  will  she  undertake,  by  Mahomet 
The  Turk  there  vows,  on  his  blest  Alcoran, 
Marriage  unto  her :  This  the  Master  knows. 
But  is  resolved  of  her  integrity, 
As  well  he  may,  sweet  lady  ;  yet,  for  love. 
For  love  of  thee,  Mountfierrat,  (oh  !  what  chains 
Of  deity,  or  duty,  can  hold  love  ?) 
I  have  this  answer  framed,  so  like  her  hand 
As  if  it  had  been  moulded  off,  returning 
The  basha's  letter  safe  into  her  pocket. 
What  yon  will  do  with  it,  yourself  best  knows. 
Fkrewell  I  keep  my  true  heart,  keep  true  your  vows. 

Mfuw^f.  'Till  I  be  dust,  my  Zanthia,  be  con- 
firm'd. 
Sparrows,  and  doves,  sit  coupling  'twixt  thy  lips — 

[£;rii  Zamthia. 
It  is  not  love,  but  strong  libidinous  will, 
That  triumphs  o'er  me ;  and  to  satiate  that. 
What  difference  'twixt  tins  Moor,  and  her  fair 

dame? 
Night  makes  their  hues  alike,  their  use  is  so ; 
Whose  hand's  so  sabtle  he  can  coloun  name. 
If  he  do  wink,  and  touch  'em  ?  Lust,  being  blind. 
Never  in  women  did  distinction  find.  \Exit. 


SCENE  11.—^  Rwm  in  the  Grand-mtuteft 

Peilace, 
Enter  two  Gentlewomai. 

1  GerU.  But  i'faith  dost  thou  think  my  lady  was 
never  in  love  ? 

2  GeiU.  I  rather  think  she  was  ever  in  love ;  in 
perfect  charity,  I  mean,  with  all  the  world. 

1  Gent,  A  most  Christian  answer,  I  promise  yoo. 
But  I  mean  in  love  with  a  man. 

2  Gent,  With  a  man  ?  what  else  ?  wonldst  have 
her  in  love  with  a  beast  ? 

1  Gent.  You  are  somewhat  qtdck ;  but  if  she 
were,  it  were  no  precedent :  did  you  never  read  of 
Europe  the  fair,  that  leapt  a  bull,  that  leapt  the 
sea,  that  swam  to  land,  and  then  leapt  her  ? 

2  Gent,  Oh,  heavens  I  a  bull  ? 

1  Gent,  Yes,  a  white  bull. 

2  Gent,  Lord !  how  could  she  ait  him  ?  Where 
did  she  hold  ? 

1  Gent,  Why,  by  the  horn  ;  since  which  time, 
no  woman  almost  is  contented  till  she  have  a  bom 
of  her  own  to  hold  by. 

2  Gent,  Thou  art  very  knavish. 

1  Geni,  And  thou  very  foolish. — But,  sirrah, 
why  dost  not  thou  marry  ? 

2  Gent,  Because  I  would  be  no  man's  looking- 
glass. 

1  Getit,  As  how  } 

2  Gent,  As  thus ;  there  is  no  wife  (if  she  be  good 
and  true,  will  honour  and  obey)  but  must  r^ect 
the  true  countenance  of  her  husband  upon  him :  if 
he  look  sad  upon  her,  she  must  not  look  merrily 
upon  him :  if  he  look  merrily,  she  must  not  sor- 
rowfully ;  else  she  is  a  fklae  glass,  and  fit  for  nothing 
bat  breakmg :  his  anger  must  be  her  discontent, 
his  pleasure  her  delight :  if  he  weep,  she  must  cry; 
if  he  laugh,  she  must  shew  her  teeth ;  if  he  be 
sick,  she  must  not  be  in  health ;  if  he  eat  caudles, 
she  must  eat  pottage;  she  must  have  no  proper 
passion  of  her  own ! — ^And  is  not  this  a  tyranny  ? 

1  Gent,  Yes,  i'  faith !  marriage  may  well  be 
called  a  yoke !  wives  then  are  but  like  superficial 
lines  in  geometry,  that  have  no  proper  motion  ofl 
their  own,  but  as  their  bodies  (their  husbands) 
move.  Yet  I  know  some  wives,  that  are  never' 
freely  merry,  nor  truly  pleased,  but  when  they  an 
farthest  off  their  husbands. 

2  Gent.  That's  because  the  moon  governs  'em; 
which  hath  most  light,  and  shines  brightest,  the 
more  remote  it  is  trim,  the  sun ;  and  contrary,  is 
more  sullen,  dim,  and  shews  least  splendour,  when 
it  is  nearest. 

1  Gent.  But  if  I  were  to  marry,  I  would  marry 
a  fair  effeminate  fool. 
IGent,  Why? 

1  Gent,  Because  I  would  lead  the  blind  whither 
I  list. 

2  Gent,  And  I  the  wisest  man  I  could  get  for 
money,  because  I  had  rather  follow  the  clear* 
sighted : — Bless  me  from  a  husband  that  sails  by 
his  wife's  compass  1 

1  Gent.  Why? 

2  Gent.  Why,  'tis  ten  to  one  but  she  breaks  hi^ 
head  in  her  youth ;  and,  when  she  is  old,  she'd 
never  leave  till  she  has  broke  his  back  too  ! 

1  Gent,  But  what  scurvy  knights  have  we  herJ 
m  Malta,  that  when  they  are  dubb'd  take  theJin 
oath  of  fldlegianoe  to  live  poor,  and  chastely,  evar 
after? 
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2  Geni.  'Faith,  many  knighU  in  other  nations 
(I  bare  beard)  are  as  poor  as  ours ;  marry,  where 
cw  of  'em  has  taken  the  oath  of  chastity,  we  want 
a  Dew  CofauLbas  to  find  out. 

Enter  Zamthia. 

Zmi.   Hist,  wenches  !   my  lady  calls  ;  sbe*s 
entering  the  terrace  to  see  the  show. 
)  Gent.  Oh,  black-pudding ! 
.'  GtnL  My  little  labour  in  vain  !  lExeunL 


SCENE  niw— ^  Hall  in  the  tame,  with  a 
Gallery. 

Uirr  etortt  Omaxa,  Zawthia,  and  two  Gentlewomen ; 
heutttk,  Tautta  taking  the  Chair  of  State  ;  Mountvsb- 
uiT,  AfTQiurB.  CASTiuor»  GoMXRA,  MiRAiTDA ,  Attendants 

Motmlf.  Are  yon  there,  lady  ? 

On.  Thon  art  a  naughty  man, 
H»Te&  mend  thee ! 

To/.  Our  great  meeting,  princely  brothers. 
Ye  bolj  soldiers  of  the  Christian-Cross, 
Is  to  reliere  our  captain  Norandine, 
N.1V  fighting  for  Valetta  with  the  Turk ; 
A  Tibant  gentteman,  a  noble  Dane 
A«  e'er  the  oountrj  bred,  endanger'd  now 
Bt  6esh  cupply  of  head-bound  infidels. 
Mock  means,  much  blood  this  warlike  Dane  hath 

spent 
To  adraoce  our  flag  above  their  homed  moons, 
Asd  oft  bath  brought  in  profitable  conquest : 
We  most  not  see  him  perish  in  our  view. 
Bw  far  off  fight  they? 

Mir.  Sir,  within  a  league. 

To/.  Tis  well.  Our  next  occasion  of  conventing 
Ire  these  two  gentlemen,  standing  in  your  sight ; 
■Ye  DoUe  props  of  Malta  !)  royally 
^>nccnded  are  they  both,  valiant  as  War, 
Minnda,  and  Gomera  :  Pull  ten  years 
thfj  have  served  this  island,  perfected  exploits 
Matchless,  and  infinite ;  they  are  honest,  wise, 
Not  empty  of  one  ornament  of  man. 
Most  eminent  agents  were  they  in  that  slaughter, 
That  tnrat  maroons  slaughter  of  the  Turks, 
Bt^  St  Elme,  where  five-and-twenty  thousand 
F'^.  for  five  thousand  of  our  Christians. 
Tbeie  ripe  considerations  moving  us, 
Hiring  had  your  allowance  on  their  worths, 
Here  we  would  call  'em  to  our  brotherhood  ! 
^f  ssT  therefore  can  their  manners  tax, 
JW  Wih.  their  chartity,  any  part  of  life, 
ut  em  speak  now. 

'^fto.  None  does. 

^^  None  can.  Great-master. 

^^.  Hie  dignity  then  dignify,  by  them, 
A*  their  reward.    Tender  Miranda  first 
^^<^«ie  be  is  to  succour  Noraudine) 
^^r  ncred  robe  of  knighthood,  our  white  cross, 
The  holy  cognizance  of  him  we  serve,) 
"^  sword,  the  spurs. 

Mtr.  Grave,  and  most  honour'd  Master, 
^ith  homUe  duty,  and  my  soul's  beat  thanks 
To  yon,  and  all  this  famous  conventicle, 
^"^t  me  with  modesty  refuse  acceptance 
J^this  high  order !  I,  alas !  am  yet 
||^«orthy,  and  imcapable  of  such  honour ; 
J^t  zDoit,  which  with  favour  you  enlarge, 
Msr.  &r  short  of  this  proposed  reward. 
Who  takes  upon  him  such  a  charge  as  this, 
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Must  come  with  pure  thoughts,  and  a  gathered 

That  time  nor  all  occasions  ever  may  [mind, 

After  disperse,  or  stain.     Did  this  title  here 

Of  knighthood,  ask  no  other  ornaments 

Than  other  countries'  glitteriug  show,  poor  pride, 

A  jingling  spur,  a  feather,  a  white  hand, 

A  frizzled  hair,  powder'd,  perfumes,  and  lust. 

Drinking  sweet  wines,  surfeits,  and  ignorance, 

Rashly  and  easily  should  I  venture  on't ; 

But  this  requires  another  kind  of  man. 

Mountf.  A  staid  and  mature  judgment !   speak 
on,  sir. 

Mir,  May  it  please  you  then  to  allow  me  some 
To  rectify  myself  for  that  high  seat,      [small  time 
Or  give  my  reasons  to  the  contrary, 
r  tb'  mean  space,  to  dismiss  me  to  the  aid 
Of  Norandine :  My  ships  ride  in  the  bay 
Ready  to  disembogue,  tackled  and  mann'd 
Even  to  my  wishes. 

Mount/.  His  request 
Is  fair  and  honest. 

Fal.  At  your  pleasure  go. 

JIf  ir.  I  humbly  take  my  leave  of  all :  Of  you, 
My  noble  friend  Monntferrat !  Gracious  mistress — 
Oh,  that  auspicious  smile  doth  arm  your  soldier  1 
Who  fights  for  those  eyes,  and  this  sacred  cross. 
Can  neither  meet  sad  accident  nor  loss  ! 

OrL  The  mighty  master  of  that  livery, 
Conduct  thee  safely  to  these  eyes  again ! 

lExit  MlRAWDA. 

Mount/,  Blows  the  wind  that  way  ? 

Val.  Equally  beloved, 
Equally  meriting,  Gomera,  you 
Without  excuse  receive  that  dignity, 
Which  our  provincial  chapter  hath  decreed  you. 

Gom.  Great-master  of  Jerusalem's  Hospital, 
From  whence  to  Rhodes  this  blest  fraternity 
Was  driven,  but  now  among  the  Maltese  stands, 
Long  may  it  flourish,  whilst  Gomera  serves  it. 
But  dares  not  enter  ^rther ! 

AU.  This  is  strange ! 

Fa/.  What  do  you  object  ? 

Gom,  Nothing  against  it,  but  myself,  fair  knights; 
I  may  not  wear  this  robe. 

Vol.  Express  your  reasons  : 
Doth  any  hid  sin  gore  your  conscience  ? 

Asia.  Are  you  unsteadfast  in  religion  .' 

Cast,  Or  do  you  intend  to  forsake  Malta  now, 
And  visit  your  own  country,  fruitful  Spain  ? 

Gom,  Never,  good  sir. 

Fa/.  Then  explicate  your  thoughts. 

Gom.  This  then :  I  should  be  peijured  to  receive 
Once  in  Malta,  your  next  city  here,  [it. 

When  I  was  younger,  read  I  the  decrees 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitious  then 
To  approach  it  once.  None  but  a  gentleman 
Can  be  admitted 

Val,  That's  no  obstacle 
In  you. 

Gom.  I  should  be  sorry  that  were  it. — > 
No  married  man 

Mount/.  You  never  felt  that  yoke. 

Gom.  None  that  hath  been  contracted 

Cast,  Were  you  ever  ? 

Gom.  Nor  married,  nor  contracted. — None  that 
Hath  vow'd  his  love  to  any  womankind,         [ever 
Or  finds  that  secret  fire  within  his  thoughts : 
Here  I  am  cast ;  this  article  my  heart 
Objects  against  the  title  of  my  fame ; 
I  am  in  love. — Laugh  not !  though  Time  hath  set 
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Some  wrinkles  in  thu  face,  and  these  curPd  locks 
Will  shortly  dye  into  another  hue, 
Yet,  yet  I  am  in  love :  (I'faith,  you  smile  !) 
What  age,  what  sex^  or  what  profession. 
Divine  or  human  ;  from  the  man  that  cries 
For  alms  in  the  highway,  to  him  that  sings 
At  the  high  altar,  and  doth  sacrifice, 
Can  truly  say  he  knows  not  what  is  love  ? 

Val,  'Tis  honestly  professed.  With  whom, 
Name  the  lady,  that  with  all  advantage  [Gomera  ? 
We  may  advance  your  suit. 

Goni.  But  will  you,  sir  ? 

VaL  Now  by  our  holy  rock  !  were  it  our  sister, 
Spaniard,  I  hold  thee  worthy  ;  freely  name  her. 

Gom.  Be  master  of  your  word :  It  is  she,  sir, 
The  matchless  Oriana. 

Val.  Come  down,  lady. 
You  have  made  her  blush :  Let  her  consent,  I  will 
Make  good  my  oath. 

Mount/.  [Aside.]  Is't  so  ? — Stay !  I  do  love 
So  tenderly,  Gomera,  your  bright  fame, 
As  not  to  suffer  your  perdition. 
I         Gom.  What  means  Mountferrat  ? 

MowUf.  This  whole  Auberge  hath — 
(A  guard  upon  this  lady  !  Wonder  not !) 

Enter  Guard. 

Ta*en  public  notice  of  the  bashaws  love 

Of  Tripoly  unto  her,  and  consented 

She  should  return  this  answer,  (as  he  writ 

For  her  conversion,  and  betraying  Malta) 

She  should  advise  him  betray  Tripoly, 

And,  turning  Christian,  he  should  marry  her. 

ISkoteinff  a  letter. 

All.  All  this  was  so. 

Mounlf.  How  weakly  does  this  court  then 
Send  vessels  forth  to  sea,  to  guard  the  land, 
Taking  such  special  care  to  save  one  bark. 
Or  strive  to  add  fi&med  men  unto  our  cloak. 
When  they  lurk  in  our  bosoms  would  subvert 
This  state  and  us,  presuming  on  their  blood, 
And  partial  indulgence  to  their  sex  ? 

Vol.  Who  can  this  be  ? 

Mount/.  Your  sister,  great  Valetta ! 
Which  thus  I  prove  :  Demand  the  Basha's  letter. 

OH.  'Tis  here  ;  nor  from  this  pocket  hath  been 
Nor  answer'd,  nor  perused,  by [moved, 

Mount/.  Do  not  swear  ; 
Cast  not  away  your  fair  soul ;  to  your  treason 
Add  not  foul  perjury  1 — Is  this  your  hand  ? 

Ori.  'Tis  very  like  it. 

Mount/.  May  it  please  the  Master, 
Confer  these  letters,  and  then  read  her  answer, 
Which  I  have  intercepted.    Pardon  me. 
Reverend  Valetta,  that  am  made  the  means 
To  punish  this  most  beauteous  treachery. 
Even  in  your  sister,  since  in  it  I  save 
Malta  from  ruin  :  I  am  bolder  in't. 
Because  it  is  so  palpable,  and  withal 
Know  our  Great.master  to  this  country  firm 
As  was  the  Roman  Marcus,  who  spared  not 
As  dear  a  sister  in  the  public  cause. 
Val.  I  am  amazed  !  attend  me. 

[i2ead«.]  Let  your  forces  by  the  next  even  be  ready;  my 
brother  feasts  then ;  put  in  at  St.  Michael's ;  the  aacent  at 
that  port  is  eadest;  the  keys  of  the  oastle  you  shall 
receive  at  my  hands.  That  posBesaed.  you  are  lord  of 
Malta,  and  may  soon  destroy  all  by  fire ;  than  which  I 
am  hotter,  till  I  embrace  you.  Farewell !  Your  wife, 
Oriana. 
From  this  time  let  me  never  read  again ! 
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Genilew.  'Tis  certain,  her  hand. 

Val.  This  letter  too 
So  close  kept  by  herself,  could  not  be  answer'd 
To  every  period  thus,  but  by  herself. 

Ori.  Sir,  hear  me  ! 

Val.  Peace  !  thou  fair  sweet  bank  of  flowers, 
Under  whose  beauty  scorpions  lie,  and  kill ! 
W^ert  thou  akin  to  me  in  some  new  name 
Dearer  than  sister,  mother,  or  all  blood, 
I  would  not  hear  thee  speak. — Bear  her  to  prison ! 
So  gross  is  this,  it  needs  no  formal  a)urse. 
Prepare  thyself  ;  to-morrow  thou  shalt  die. 

Ori.  I  die  a  martyr  then,  and  a  poor  maid. 
Almost,  i'faith,  as  innocent  as  bom  ! — > 
Thou  know'st  thou  art  wicked,  Frenchman ;  Hea- 
ven forgive  thee !  1^*^ 

All.  This  scene  is  strangely  turned. 

Val.  Yet  can  nature  be  [A  tide. 

So  dead  in  me  ?  I  would  my  charge  were  off ! 
Mountferrat  should  perceive  my  aster  had 
A  brother,  would  not  live  to  see  her  die 
Unfought  for,  since  the  statutes  of  our  state 
Allow,  in  case  of  accusations, 
A  champion  to  defend  a  lady's  truth. — 
Peter  Gomera,  thou  hast  lost  thy  wife  : 
Death  pleads  a  precontract. 

Gom.  I  have  lost  my  tongue, 
My  sense,  my  heart,  and  every  faculty  ! — 
Mountferrat,  go  not  up  !  With  reverence 
To  our  Great-master,  and  this  consistory 
(I  have  consider'd  it,  it  cannot  be) 
Thou  art  a  villain  and  a  forger, 
A  blood-sucker  of  innocence,  an  fa3rpocfite, 
A  most  unworthy  wearer  of  our  cross  ; 
To  make  which  good,  take,  if  thou  darest,  that 
gage,  iJ^rotoa  down  hi*  glme. 

And  arm'd  at  all  points  like  a  gentleman. 
Meet  me  to-morrow  morning,  where  the  master 
And  this  fraternity  shall  design ;  where  I 
Will  cram  this  slander  back  into  thy  throat. 
And  with  my  sword's  point  thrust  it  to  thy  heart, 
The  very  nest  where  lust  and  slander  breed. 
(Pardon  my  passion  !)  I  will  tear  those  spurs 
Off  from  thy  heels,  and  stick  'em  in  thy  front. 
As  a  mark'd  villain  I 

Mountf.  [Apart.]  This  I  look'd  not  for.— 
Ten  times  more  villain,  I  return  my  gage, 
And  crave  the  law  of  arms  ! 

Gom.  'Tis  that  I  crave  I 

All.  It  cannot  be  denied. 

Gom.  Do  not  I  know, 
With  thousand  gifts  and  importunacies. 
Thou  often  hast  solicited  this  lady  ? 
(Contrary  to  thy  oath  of  chastity  I) 
Who  ne'er  disclosing  this  thy  hot-rein'd  lust. 
Yet  tender  to  prevent  a  public  scandal, 
That  Christendom  might  justly  have  imposed 
Upon  this  holy  institution. 
Thou  now  hast  drawn  this  practice  'gainst  her  life, 
To  quit  her  charity. 

Mount/  Spaniard,  thou  liest ! 

A»to.  No  more,  Gomera !  thou  art  granted  com- 
And  you,  Mountferrat,  must  prepare  against  [bat. 
To-morrow  morning,  in  the  valley  here, 
Adjoining  to  St,  George's  Port.  A  lady. 
In  case  of  life,  'gainst  whom  one  witness  comes. 
May  have  her  champion. 

Fa/.  And  who  hath  most  right. 
With,  or  against  our  sister,  speed  in  fight ! 

iFUmriek.    Exeunt  all  but  MouinrBRaAT. 
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EnUrBoocA, 

Mwktf.  Rocca,  the  firat  news  of  Miranda's 
serrioe 
Let  me  have  notice  of. 

Aona.  Yoa  ahalL    The  Moor 
Waiti  )f(m  without. 

M<mnif,  Admit  her. — Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
Oh,  hov  mj  fimcies  run  at  tilt !  Gomera 
Loves  OriBDi ;  she,  as  I  should  guess, 
Afecti  Miranda ;  these  are  two  dear  friends, 
Ai  firm,  and  foil  of  fire,  as  steel  and  flint. 
To  make  'em  so  now,  one  against  the  other — 

Enter  ZAimiA. 
Star ;  let  me  tike  it  better. — Zanthia, 
Tint  teQ  me  this ;  did  Don  Gomera  use 
To  ^e  his  visits  to  your  mistress  ? 

l^nt.  Yes, 
Aui  Minnda  too,  but  severally. 


Mountf,  'Which  did  she  most  apply  to  ? 

ZarU.  'Faith,  to  neither : 
Yet  infinitely  I  have  heard  her  praise  them  both, 
And  in  that  manner,  that  were  both  one  man, 
I  think  she  was  in  love  with't. 

Mount/,  Zanthia, 
Another  letter  you  must  frame  for  me 
Instantly,  in  your  lady's  character, 
To  such  a  purpose  as  I'll  tell  thee  straight. 
Go  in,  and  stay  me  1  Go,  my  tinder-box  ! 
Cross  lines  I'll  cross.  lExit  Zaiithia. 

So,  BO  !  my  after-game 
I  must  play  better  :  Woman,  I  will  spread 
My  vengeance  oyer  Malta,  for  thy  sake  ! 
Spaniard,  Italian,  like  my  steel  and  stone, 
ru  knock  ye  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  light  my  dark  de^,  whilst  I  seem  precise. 
And  wink,  to  saye  the  sparkles  from  mine  eyes. 

\,Exeunt, 


I 


ACT   11. 


SCENE  \,-~The  Harbour,    A  Sea-fight  ufithin. 

Alarm. 

^*ifT  XoBAxonn  it<mnded,  HiRAifDA,  Soldiers,  Gentle- 
men, and  Sailors. 
iTv,  How  is  it,  sir  ? 
AV.  Pny  set  me  down !  I  cool, 
^  my  wounds  smart. 
J/«>.  I  hope  yet, 
Tlm^  there  be  many,  there's  none  dangerous. 
AV.  I  know  not,  nor  I  care  not  much  ;  I  got 
em 
liVe  a  too-forward  fool ;  but  I  hope  the  surgeons 
^'Jl  take  an  order  I  shaJl  not  leaye  'em  so. 
i  &4ke  the  rogues  more  work  than  all  the  island, 
•^  jet  they  giye  me  the  hardest  words  for  my 
money. 
Hir.  I  am  gimi  ye  are  so  sprightly  !   Ye  fought 

brayeiy, 
^  can  the  surgeons,  soldiers !)      lExtufU  Soldiers. 

wondrous  nobly ; 
"-V^  oj  life,  I  haye  not  seen  such  valour, 
Miictain'd  so  long,  and  to  so  large  a  ruin, 
iCe  0^  go  strong  against  ye. 

AV.  I  thank  ye, 
Ja  thank  ye  for  your  help,  your  timely 
h  di'  mass,  it  came  i'  th'  nick,  sir, 

handled, 
^^,  and  strongly  handled;  we  had  duck'd 

else  * 
MrTufk  had  tnrk'd  me  else :  But  he  has  well  paid 

for't. 
^??  vhat  a  sign  for  an  almanack  he  has  made  me  ! 

JB^far  AsTORius. 

^rt>.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  here,  sir,  of  necessity 
'aw htve  come  aboard  else.  And,  braye captain, 
*<  ill  joy  modli  in  your  fair  victory, 
J^  «U  the  island  speaks  your  valour  nobly. 
*^«[*  lOtt  brought  the  Turk  in  that  you  took  ? 

^^'  He  rides  there. 

^^'  If  be  were  out  again,   the  devil  should 
bring  him : 
*  i«  trajy  circomcised  me. 

'^'  I  Imve  a  business  [To  MnuifOA. 

^  ttach  eoDoenis  you,  presently  concerns  you ; 


succour! 
and  well 


But  not  this  place  nor  people  :  Pray  ye  draw  off, 
For  'tis  of  that  weight  to  you [sir  ! 

Mir,  I'll  wait  on  you. 

I  must  crave  leave  awhile;  my  care  dwells  with 
And  I  must  wait  myself [yo^t 

Nor,  Your  servant,  sir. 

Mir,  Believe  I  shall,  and  what  my  loye  can 
Keep  your  stout  heart  still [minister — 

Nor,  That's  my  best  physician  ! 

Mir,  And  I  shall  keep  your  fame  fair. 

Nor,  You  are  too  noble. 

l^Exeunt  Miranda  and  Asroaius. 
A  brave  yoimg  fellow,  of  a  matchless  spirit ! 
He  brought  me  off  like  thunder,   charged  and 

boarded. 
As  if  he  had  been  shot  to  save  mine  honour : 
And  when  my  fainting  men,  tired  with  their  labour 
And  lack  of  blood,  gave  to  the  Turk  assurance 
The  day  was  his ;  when  I  was  cut  in  shreds  thus. 
And  not  a  com  of  powder  left  to  bless  us ; 
Then  flew  his  sword  in,  then  his  cannon  roar'd. 
And  let  fly  blood  and  death,  in  storms  amongst  'em. 
Then  might  I  hear  their  sleepy  prophet  howl  too ; 
And  all  Sieir  silver  crescents  then  I  saw 
Like  falling  meteors  spent,  and  set  for  ever 
Under  the  cross  of  Malta :  Death  so  wanton 
I  never  look'd  upon,  so  full  of  revel. — 

Enter  Surgeon  and  Soldiers. 
I  will  not  be  dress'd  yet. — Methought  that  fellow 
Was  fit  for  no  conversation,  nor  no  Christian, 
That  had  not  half  his  brains  knock'd  out,  no 

soldier. 
Oh,  valiant  young  man,  how  I  love  thy  virtue  ! 
1  Sold,  Pray  you,  sir,  be  dress'd  !  alas  !  you 

bleed  apace  yet. 
Nor.  'Tis  but  the  sweat  of  honour.  Alas  !  thou 
milksop. 
Thou  man  of  marchpane,  canst  thou  fear  to  see 
A  few  light  hurts,  that  blush  they  are  no  bigger  } 
A  few  small  scratches  }  Get  ye  a  caudle,  sirrah, 
(Your  finger  aches)  and  let  the  old  wives  watch 
Bring  in  the  booty,  and  the  prisoners :         [thee  1 
By  Heaven,  I'll  see  'em,  and  dispose  'em  first. 
Before  I  have  a  drop  of  blood  wiped  from  me  1  go. 
Surg,  You'll  faint,  sir.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 
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Nor.  No,  jou  lie,  siTy  like  an  ass,  sir ! 
I  have  no  such  pig's  heart  in  my  belly. 

Surg,  fiy  my  life,  captain » 
These  harts  are  not  to  be  jested  with. 

Nor,  If  thou  hadst  'em  ; 
They  are  my  companions,  fool,  my  family : 
I  cannot  eat  nor  sleep  without  their  company. 
Dost  take  me  for  Saint  Davy,  that  fell  dead 
With  seeing  of  his  nose  bleed  ? 

Enter  Soldiers  voith  bootjf. 

Surg.  Here  they  come,  sir  : 
But  'would  you  would  be  dressed  I 

Nor.  Vox,  dress  thyself  first ! 
Thou  faintest  a  great  deal  fiuter.  What's  all  this  ? 

1  Sold,  The  money  and  the  merchandize  ye  took, 

sir. 
Nor.  A  goodly  purchase !  Is't  for  this  we  ven- 
ture 

Our  liberties  and  lives  ?  What  can  all  this  do  ? 

Get  me  some  dozen  surfeits,  some  seven  fresh 
whores, 

And  twenty  pot-allies,  and  then  I  am  virtuous. 

Lay  the  knights'  part  by,  and  that  to  pay  the 
soldier : 

This  is  mine  own ;  I  think  I  have  deserved  it — 

Come  ;  now  look  to  me,  and  grope  me  like  a  cham- 
bermaid ; 

I'll  neither  start  nor  squeak. — ^What's  that  1'  th' 
truss  there? 

2  Sold.  'Tis   cloth  of  tissue,   sir ;  and  this  is 

scarlet. 

Nor.  I  shall  look  redder  shortly  then,  I  fear  me, 
And  as  a  captain  ought,  a  great  deal  prouder. 
Can  ye  cure  me  of  that  crack,  surgeon  ? 

Surg.  Yes,  when  your  suit's  at  pawn,  air. 

Nor.  There's  for  your  plaister. 
A  very  learned  surgeon  ! — ^What's  in  that  pack 

1  Sold.  'Tis  English  doth.  [there  ? 

Nor.  That's  a  good  wear  indeed, 
Both  strong  and  rich ;  but  it  has  a  virtue, 
A  twang  of  the  own  country,  that  spoils  all ; 
A  man  shall  ne'er  be  sober  in't.    Where  are  the 

gentlemen 
That  ventured  with  me  both  their  lives  and  for- 
tunes ? 
Come  forward,  my  fair  spirits  !  Norandine 
Forgets  his  worth,  when  he  forgets  your  valours. 
You  have  lost  an  eye ;  I  saw  you  face  all  hazards  ; 
You  have  one  left  yet,  to  chuse  your  mistress. 
You  have  your  leg  broke  with  a  shot ;  yet,  sitting, 
I  saw  you  make  tibe  place  good  with  your  pike  still. 
And  your  hand's  gone;  a  good  heart  wants  no 

instruments. 
Share  that  amongst  ye :  There's  an  eye ;  an  arm  ; 
And  that  will  bear  you  up,  when  your  legs  cannot — 
Oh,  Where's  the  honest  sailor  ?  that  poor  fellow, 
Indeed  that  bold  brave  fellow,  that  with  his  piusquet 
Taught  them  new  ways  how  to  put  their  caps  off, 
That  stood  the  fire  of  all  the  fight,  twice  blown, 
And  twice  I  gave  him  drown'd  ? — ^Welcome  ashore, 

knave  I 
Give  me  thy  hand,  if  they  be  not  both  lost 
Faith,  thou  art  welcome !  my  tough  knave,  wel- 
come 1 
Thou  wilt  not  shrink  i'  th'  washing. 
Hold,  there's  a  piece  of  scarlet ;  get  thee  hand- 
And  this  to  buy  thee  buttons.  [some ; 

Sailor.  Thank  you,  captain. 
Command  my  life  at  all  hours. 


Nor.  Thou  durst  give  it — 

You  have  deserved  too  ? 
3  Sold.  We  have  seen  the  fight,  sir. 
Nor.  Yes ;  coil'd  up  in  a  cable,  like  salt  eels, 

Or  buried  low  i'  th'  ballast :    Do  you   call  that 
fighting  ? 

Where  be  your  wounds  ?  your  knocks  ?  your  want 
of  limbs,  rogues  ? 

Art  not  thou  he  that  ask'd  the  master-gunner 

Where  thou  might'st  lie  safest?   and  he  strait 
answer'd. 

Put  thy  head  in  that  hole,  new  bored  with  a  canaon, 

For  it  was  an  hundred  to  one,  another  shot  would 
not  hit  there  ? 

Your  wages  you  shall  have ;  but  for  rewards 

Take  your  own  ways,  and  get  ye  to  the  taverns ; 

There,  when  ye  are  hot  with  wine,  'mongst  your 
admirers. 

Take  ships,  and  towns,  and  castles  at  your  plea- 
sures, 

And  make  the  Great  Turk  shake  at  your  valours.— 

Bring  in  the  prisoners. 

EnUr  LuciNitA  nnd  other  Prisoners. 

Now,  my  brave  Mussulmans, 

You  that  are  lords  o'  th'  sea,  and  scorn  us  Chris- 
tians, 

Which  of  your  mangy  lives  is  worth  this  hurt  here  ? 

Away  to  prison  with  'em,  see  'em  safe ! 

You  shall  find  we  have  gallics  too,  and  slaves  too. 
1  Sold.  What  shall  be  done  with  this  woman,  sir? 
Nor.  Pox  take  her !  [Surgeons  dreaAi*. 

'Twas  she  that  set  me  on  to  fight  with  the^e 
rogues  I — 

That  ring- worm,  rot  it ! — What  can  ycm  do  uqw, 

With  all  your  paintings,  and  your  pouncings,  lady, 

To  restore  my  blood  again  ?  you,  and  your  Cupid, 

That  have  made  a  carbonado  of  me — Plague  take 
you,  [To  the  Surgfon. 

You  are  too  deep,  you  rogue ! — This  ia  thy  work, 

woman. 
Thou  lousy  woman  I — 'Death,  you  go  too  deep 

still!— 
The  seeing  of  your  simpering  sweetness,  you  filly, 
You  tit,  you  tomboy !  what  can  one  night's  jiog* 

ling. 
Or  two,  or  ten,  "  sweetheart,"  and  "oh,  my  desr 

chicken," 
Scratching  my  head,  or  fumbling  with  my  fbremasti 
Do  me  good  now  ?  You  have  powdered  me  for  oso 

year: 
I  am  in  souce,  I  thank  you ;  thank  your  beauty, 
Your  most  sweet  beauty  I  Pox  upon  those  goggles ! 
We  cannot  fight  like  honest  men,  for  honour. 
And  quietly  kiU  one  another  as  we  ought,  | 

But  in  steps  one  of  you ;  the  devil's  holiness 
And  you  must  have  a  dance. — Away  with  her ! 
She  stinks  to  me  now. 

1  Sold.  Shall  I  have  her,  captain  ' 

2  Sold,  Or  I? 

3  Sold.  rU  marry  he 

4  Sold.  Good  captain,  I 
3  Sold.  And  make  her  a  good  Christian.    La) 

I  know  she's  mine.  [hands  on  her, 

2  Sold,  ril  give  my  full  share  for  her  I 

Have  ye  no  manners  to  thrust  the  woman  so  ? 
Nor.  Share  her  among  ye ; 

And  may  she  give  ye  a«  many  hurts  as  I  have, 

And  twice  as  many  aches  I 
Luc.  Noble  captain. 


lona, 

If  yon  deserve,  sir. 

Mj  iword  here  gr»*p'd,  Ioto  on  the  edge, 

and 

Co/.  Elte  I  uk  no  fivour. 

boDoor, 

JtfiV.  Then,  rir,  to  try  your  tnut,  beainse  I  lika    i 

And  bnt  A  dfnd  &«n.  l«r  eye  to  «al  it ; 

yon. 

If  ll«,  rf«  h.d  been  lort— I  brig  too  i.le. 

Go  to  the  Dsne ;  of  him  receive  a  woman.                i 

And  loo  mQch  I  declioe  Che  Doblc  Peter. 

A  TnrUih  priaoner,  for  me  receiye  her  ;                      \ 

I  hev  the  ii  my  priio  :  Look  fairly  to  her. 

Ali»,  ihe  Dcedi  it,  mj  Aitorioi, 

For  I   would  have  her  know,   though  now  mj 

Th(  gentle  l.dy  need]  it. 

prisoner,                                                      , 

^•10.  Noble  ipirit ! 

MW.  And  wbit  I  oui-Pr'jthee,  bear  with  this 

Take  this  to  bo;  that  dothMi  this  ring,  to  help   | 

nakoeul 

(he« 

J 
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Into  the  fellowship  of  my  houBe  ;    you  are  a 

stranger. 
And  my  servants  will  not  know  you  else ;  there 

keep  her, 
And  with  all  modesty  preserve  your  service  ! 

Col.  A  fool  example  find  me  else  !     Heaven 
Of  Captain  Norandine  ?  [thank  ye ! 

Mir,  The  same. 

Col.  'Tis  done,  sir  : 
And  may  Heaven's  goodness  ever  dwell  about  you ! 

Mir.  Wait  there  till  I  come  home. 

Co/.  I  shall  not  fail,  sir.  [£xewn(. 


SCENE    III.  —  A  Room  in  the  Houte  of 

MOCNTFEBRAT. 

EnUr  MomrrraBRAT  and  Zanthia. 

Zan.  'Tis  strange  it  should  be  so,  that  your  high 
mettle 
Should  check  thus  poorly,  dully,  most  unmanly — 

Mount/.  Let  me  alone. 

Zan.  Thus  leadenly 

Mount/.  Pox  take  you ! 

Zan.  At  every  childish  fear,  at  every  shadow ! 
Are  you  Mountferr^t,  that  have  done  such  deeds  ? 
Wrought  through  such  bloody  fields  men  shake  to 

speak  of? 
Can  you  go  back  ?  is  there  a  safety  left  yet, 
But  fore-right  ?  is  not  ruin  round  about  you  ? 
Have  you  not  still  these  arms,  that  sword,  that 

heart  whole  ? 
Is't  not  a  man  vou  fight  with,  and  an  old  man, 
A  man  half-kill  d  already  ?  am  not  I  here  ? 
As  lovely  in  my  black  to  entertain  thee. 
As  high  and  full  of  heat  to  meet  thy  pleasures 

Mount/.  I'll  be  alone. 

Zan.  You  shall :  Farewell,  sir ! 
And  do  it  bravely !  never  think  of  conscience ; 
There  is  none  to  a  man  resolved.  Be  happy.  {Exit. 

Enter  Miranda,  and  stands  apart. 

Mountf.  No,  most  unhappy  wretch,  as  thou 
hast  made  me, 
More  devil  than  thyself,  I  am. 

Mir.  Alone, 
And  troubled  too,  I  take  it.    How  he  starts  ! 

All  is  not  handsome  in  thy  heart,  Mountferrat. 

God  speed  you,  sir  !  I  have  been  seeking  of  you : 
They  say  you  are  to  fight  to-day. 

Mount/.  What  then  ? 

Mir.  'S&j,  nothing,  but  good  fortune  to  your 
sword,  sir ! 
You  have  a  cause  requires  it ;  the  island's  safety, 
The  order's,  and  your  honour's. 

Mountf.  And  do  you  make  a  question 
I  will  not  fight  it  nobly  ? 

Mir.  You  dare  fight ; 
You  have;   and  with  as  great  a  confidence  as 

justice, 
I  have  seen  you  strike  as  home,  and  hit  as  deadly. 

Mount/.  Why  are  these  questions  then  ? 

Mir.  ril  tell  you  quickly. 
You  have  a  lady  in  vour  cause,  a  fair  one, 
A  gentler  never  trod  on  ground,  a  nobler 

Mountf.  Do  you  come  on  so  fast?  I  have  it  for 
you.  lAtide. 

Mir.  The  sun  ne'er  saw  a  sweeter. 

Mountf.  These  I  grant  you ; 
Nor  dare  I  against  beauty  heave  my  hand  up. 


It  were  unmanly,  sir,  too  much  unmanly : 
But  when  these  ezcellenciea  turn  to  ruin. 
To  ruin  of  themselves,  and  those  protect  'em  ; 
When  virtue's  lost,  lust  and  dishonour  enter'd  ; 
Loss  of  ourselves  and  souls  basely  projected 

Mir.  Do  you  think  'tis  so  ? 

Mount/.  Too  sure. 

Mir.  And  can  it  be  ? 
Can  it  be  thought,  Mountferrat,  so  much  sweet- 
ness. 
So  great  a  magazine  of  all  things  precious, 
A  mind  so  heavenly  made-— Pr  ythee  obsorve  me. 

Mountf.  I  thought  so  too :    Now,  by  my  holy 
order. 
He  that  had  told  me,  (till  experience  found  it. 
Too  bold  a  proof)  this  lady  had  been  vicious— 
I  wear  no  dull  sword,  sir,  nor  hate  I  virtue. 

Mir.  Against  her  brother  ?  to  the  man  has  bred 
Her  blood  and  honour  ?  [her  ? 

Mountf.  Where  ambitiona  Lust 
Desires  to  be  above  the  rule  prescribed  her. 
Takes  hold,  and  wins,  poor  Chastity,  cold  Duty, 
Like  fashions  old  foigot,  she  flings  behind  her, 
And  puts  on  blood  and  mischief,  death  and  ruin. 
To  raise  her  new-built  hopes,  new  faith  to  &sten  her : 
Ma/oy,  she  is  as  foul  as  Heaven  is  beauteous  ! 

Mir.  Thou  liest,  thou  liest,  Mountferrat,  tboo 
liest  basely ; 
Stare  not,  nor  swell  not  with  thy  pride  I  thou  liest; 
And  this  shall  make  it  good. 

Mount/.  Out  with  your  heat  first  t 
You  shall  be  fought  withal. 

Mir,  By  Heaven,  that  lady, 
The  virtue  of  that  woman,  were  all  the  good  deeds 
Of  all  thy  families  bound  in  one  fiaggot, 
From  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  one  sparkle 
Would  fire  that  whisp,  and  turn  it  to  light  ashes. 

Mountf.  Oh,  pitifiod  young  man,  struck  blind 
with  beauty ! 
Shot  with  a  woman's  smile !  Poor,  poor  Miranda ! 
Thou  hopeful  young  man  once,  but  now  thou  lost 

man, 
Thou  naked  man  of  all  that  we  call  noble. 
How  art  thou  cozen'd!    Didst  thou  know  what 

I  do. 
And  how  far  thy  dear  honour,  (mark  me,  fool !) 
Which  like  a  father  I  have  kept  from  blasting. 
Thy  tender  honour,  is  abused — But  fight  first. 
And  then,  too  late,  thou  shalt  know  all. 

Mir.  Thou  liest  still ! 

Mountf.  Stay !  now  I'll  shew  thee  all,  and  then 
I'll  kiU  thee : 
I  love  thee  so  dear,  time  shall  not  disgrace  thee. 
Read  that  1  lOives  him  a  Utter. 

Mir.  It  is  her  hand,  it  is  most  certain. 
Good  angels  keep  me  I  that  I  should  be  her  agent 
To  betray  Malta,  and  bring  her  to  the  basha ! 
That  on  my  tender  love  lay  all  her  project ! 
Eyes  never  see  again,  melt  out  for  sorrow ! 
Did  the  devil  do  this? 

Mount/,  No,  but  his  dam  did  it, 
The  virtuous  lady  that  you  love  so  dearly : 
Come,  will  you  fight  again  ? 

Mir.  No ;  pr'ythee  kill  me. 
For  Heaven's  sake,  and  for  goodness'  sake,  dispatch 

me ! 
For  the  disgrace  sake  that  I  gave  thee,  kill  me  ? 

Mount/  Why,  are  you  gmlty  ? 

Mir.  I  have  lived,  Mountferrat, 
To  see  dishonour  swallow  up  all  virtue. 


iw  TOB  we^  mi  worth  BO  UUle .' 
Mir.  On  mi  knees  1 

hsutboj  ? 

Daelor.  I  am  glad  yon  are  grown  so  merrj. 

Ai  nter  Oum  hidit  true  touch  of  a  wrrow 

Enfcr  Aarauce  and  CAnnuoi. 

M«al/.  ShUl  I  tuTD  recreuit  now  ? 

A^w.  Wdconie,  geDtlemen  ! 

Mir.  'Hi  not  thT  cuue  ; 

^>M.  We  come  to  lee  jon,  air  -,  and  glad  we  are 

To  nee  joa  tbiu,  tbiu  forward  to  jour  health,  air. 

TM«'.  but .  groenl  i«d ! 'De-lh  I  I  «m  tunl«J ; 

Nor.  I  thank  m;  Doctor  here. 

J 
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Doctor.  Nay,  thank  yonrself,  sir : 
For,  by  my  trol^,  I  know  not  now  he's  cured  ! 
He  ne  er  obsenres  any  of  our  prescriptions. 

Nor.  Give  me  my  money  again  then,  good  sweet 
Doctor ! 
Wilt  thoa  have  twenty  shillings  a-day  for  vexing 
me? 

Doctor,  That  shall  not  serve  you,  sir. 

Nor.  Then  forty  shall,  sir, 
And  that  will  make  you  speak  well.     Hark,  the 
dnims  !  \Drumt  afar  cff:  A  Una  march. 

Cast.  They  begin  to  beat  to  th'  field.  Oh,  noble 
Dane, 
Never  was  such  a  stake,  I  hope,  of  innocence, 
Piay'd  for  in  Malta,  and  in  blood,  before. 

A 8 to.  It  makes  us  hang  our  heads  all. 

Nor.  A  bold  villain ! 
If  there  be  treason  in  it — Accuse  poor  ladies  ? 
And  yet  they  may  do  mischief  too.  I'll  be  with  ye : 
If  she  be  innocent  I  shall  find  it  quickly. 
And  something  then  I'll  say 

Asto.  Come,  lean  on  us,  sir. 

Nor.  I  thank  ye,  gentlemen !  and,  domineDoctOTi 
Pray  bring  a  litde  sneezing  powder  in  your  pocket, 
For  fear  I  swoon  when  I  see  blood. 

Doctor.  You  are  pleasant.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  V — An  open  Field  before  the  City  ;  a 
Scaffold  hung  with  Black  in  the  Back-ground  ; 
Stairs  leading  up  to  it. 

Enter  two  ftlarshals. 

1  Marsh.  Are  the  combatants  come  in  ? 

2  Marsh.  Yes. 

1  Marsh.  Make  the  field  clear  there ! 

2  Marsh.  That's  done  too. 

1  Marsh.  Then  to  the  prisoner ;   the  Grand- 

master's coming. 
Let's  see  that  all  be  ready  there. 

2  Marsh.  Too  ready. 

How  ceremonious  -our  very  ends  are ! 

Alas,  sweet  lady,  if  she  be  innocent. 

No  doubt  but  justice  will  direct  her  champion. 

IFiourith. 
Away  I  I  hear  'em  come. 

1  Marsh.  Pray  Heaven  she  prosper ! 

Enter  \almtta,  NoRAMomB,  Astorius,  Castriot,  J^c. 

VaL  Give  captain  Norandine  a  chair. 

Nor.  I  thank  your  lordship. 

Val,  Sit,  sir,  and  take  your  ease ;  your  hurts 
require  it : 
Yon  come  to  see  a  woman's  cause  decided ; 
(That's  all  the  knowledge  now,  or  name  I  have 

for  her) 
They  say  a  false,  a  base,  and  treacherous  woman. 
And  partly  proved  too. 

Nor.  'Pity  it  should  be  so ; 
And,  if  your  lordship  durst  ask  my  opinion. 
Sure  I  should  answer  No,  (so  much  I  honour  her) 
And  answer  it  with  my  life  too.     But  Gomera 
Is  a  brave  gentleman  ;  the  other  valiant. 
And  if  he  be  not  good,  dogs  gnaw  his  flesh  off! 
And  one  above  'em  both  will  find  the  truth  out ; 
He  never  fails,  sir. 

Val.  That's  the  hope  rests  with  me. 

Nor,  How  nature  and  his  honour  struggle  in 
A  sweet,  clear,  noble  gentleman  !  [him  ! 

Guard  \within'\.  Make  room  there  1 


EnUr  Ori ANA,  Ladles.  Bzecationer,  ZAirnuA,  and  Guard. 
Val,   Go  up,  and  what  you  have  to  say,  saj 

there. 
Ori,  [Goes  up  to  the  scaffold.]  Thus  I  ascend; 
nearer,  I  hope,  to  Heaven  ! 
Nor  do  I  fear  to  tread  this  dark  black  mansion. 
The  image  of  my  grave ;  each  foot  we  move 
Goes  to  it  still,  each  hour  we  leave  behind  us 
Knolls  sadly  toward  it.     My  noble  brother, 
(For  yet  mine  innocence  dares  call  you  so) 
And  you  the  friends  to  virtue,  that  come  hither, 
The  chorus  to  this  tragic  scene,  behold  me. 
Behold  me  with  your  justice,  not  with  pity, 
(My  cause  was  ne'er  so  poor  to  ask  compassion) 
Behold  me  in  this  spotless  white  I  wear. 
The  emblem  of  my  life,  of  all  my  actions ; 
So  ye  shall  find  my  story,  though  I  perish. 
Behold  me  in  my  sex ;  I  am  no  soldier ; 
Tender  and  full  of  fears  our  blushing  sex  is, 
Unharden'd  with  relentless  thoughts ;  uuhatcht 
With  blood  and  bloody  practice :  Alas,  we  tremble 
But  when  an  angry  dream  afflicts  our  fancies, 
Die  with  a  tale  well  told.     Had  I  been  practised, 
And  known  the  way  of  mischief,  traveli'd  in  it, 
And  given  my  blood  and  honour  up  to  reach  it; 
Foigot  religion,  and  the  line  I  sprung  on  ; 
Oh,  Heaven  !  I  had  been  fit  then  for  thy  justice. 
And  then  in  black,  as  dark  as  hell,  I  had  howi'd 

here. 
Last,  in  your  own  opinions  wdgh  mine  inno- 
cence: 
Amongst  ye  I  was  planted  from  an  infant, 
('Would  then,  if  Heaven  had  so  been  pleased,  I 

had  perish 'd !) 
Grew  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  fruit. 
The  honourable  frutt  of  marriage  : 
And  am  I  blasted  in  my  bud,  with  treason  ? 
Boldly  and  basely  of  my  fair  name  ravish'd. 
And  hither  brought  to  find  my  rest  in  ruin  ? 
But  he  that  knows  all,  he  that  rights  all  wrongs, 
And  in  his  time  restores,  knows  me ! — I  have 
spoken. 
Val.  If  ye  be  innocent.  Heaven  will  protect  ye, 
And  so  I  leave  ye  to  hia  sword  strikes  for  ye ; 
Farewell ! 

Ori,  Oh,  that  went  deep !  Farewell,  dear  brother, 
And  howsoe'er  my  cause  goes,  see  my  body 
(Upon  my  knees  I  ask  it)  buried  chastely ; 
For  yet,  by  holy  truth,  it  never  trespass'd. 
Asto.  Justice  sit  on  your  cause,  and  Heaven 

fight  for  ye  ! 
Nor.  Two  of  ye,  gentlemen,  do  me  but  the 
honour 
To  lead  me  to  her ;  good  my  lord,  your  leave  too. 
Val,  You  have  it,  sir. 
Nor.  Give  me  your  fair  hands  fearless : 
As  white  as  this  I  see  your  innocence. 
As  spotless,  and  as  pure  ;  be  not  afraid,  lady  ! 
You  are  but  here  brought  to  your  nobler  fortune. 
To  add  unto  your  life  immortal  story : 
Virtue  through  hardest  things  arrives  at  happi- 
ness. 
Shame  follow  that  blunt  sword  that  loses  you! 
And  he  that  strikes  against  you,  I  shall  study 
A  curse  or  two  for  him.     Once  more  your  fair 

hands! 
I  ne'er  brought  ill-luck  yet ;  be  fearless,  happy* 
Ori.  I  thank  ye,  noble  captain. 
Nor,  So  I  leave  ye. 
Val.  Call  in  the  knights  severally. 
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BCir  tepenB^y  GoMSiu,  and  Miranda  in  the  armour 
Hf  MoinrrrxBAAT. 

On.  Bat  two  words  to  my  champion  ; 
And  then  to  HeaTcn  and  him  I  give  my  cause  up. 
Vd.  Speak  quickly,  and  apeak  short. 
Ori.  I  haTe  not  mucfa,  sir. — 
I  Noble  Gomera,  from  your  own  free  virtae 

Yoa  hirelandertaken  here  a  poor  maid's  honour, 
'  And  vith  the  hazard  of  your  life ;  and  happily 
I  Ton  nay  suspect  the  cause,  though  in  your  true 
worth 
Yofl  will  not  shew  it ;  therefore  take  this  testimony, 
I  (And,  as  I  hope  for  happiness,  a  true  one  !) 

And  nay  it  steel  your  heart,  and  edge  your  good 
I  sword! 

YoQ  fight  for  her,  as  spotless  of  these  mischiefs 
Ai  HnTen  is  of  our  sins,  or  Truth  of  errors  ; 
I  And  so  defy  that  treacherous  man,  and  prosper  ! 
AV.  Blessing  o'  thy  heart,  lady ! 
Vd.  Give  the  signal  to  'em. 

\Lo¥f  alarms.    T%epJlghL 
AV.  'Us  bravely  fought,  Gomera,  follow  that 
blow — 
Wdl  stniek  again,  boy ! — ^look  upon  the  lady, 
And  gather  spirit !  brave  again  !  lie  close, 
lie  dose,  I  say  !  he  fights  aloft,  and  strongly  ; 
Ckae  for  thy  life  !_A  pox  o'  that  feU  buflfet  I 
K«tire  and  gather  breath ;  ye  have  day  enough, 

knights — 
Look  krvely  on  him,  lady !  to't  again,  now  \ 
Stud,  stand,  Gomera^  stand ! — one  blow  for  all 

now! 
(><^  thy  strength  together;  God  bless  the  wo- 
man! 
^,  Where's  thy  noble  heart  ?    Heaven  bless  the 
Ad.  Oh,  oh  !  [lady  ! 

fd.  She  is  gone,  she  is  gone. 
AV.  Now  strike  it.  [Miranda /oite. 

Hold,  hold-^e  yields  :  Hold  thy  brave  sword,  he's 

oonqno^d — 
He's  thine,  Gomera.     Now  be  joyful,  lady  ! 
^^  oooid  this  thief  have  done,  had  his  cause  been 
He  nade  my  heart-strings  tremble.  [equal ! 

Vd.  Off  with  his  casque  there ; 
A£d,  executioner,  take  you  his  head  next. 
2aa.  Oh,  cursed  Fortune  !  lAside. 

G<m,  Stay,  I  beseech  you,  sir!    and  this  one 
honour 
^nnt  me,  I  hare  deserved  it ;  that  this  villain 
JUy  tite  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  justice ; 
Tp«  he  may  pine  and  die,  before  the  sword  fall, 
»Kwing  the  glory  I  have  won,  her  goodness. 

Vd,  He  shall ;  and  you  the  harvest  of  your 
cWl  reap,  breve  sir,  abundantly.  [vidour 

*p«»-  I  have  saved  her, 
jjMerFed  her  spotless  worth  from  black  destruc- 
(Her  white  name  to  eternity  deliver*d)  [tion  ; 

Her  jonth  and  sweetness  from  a  timeless  ruin. 
>ow,  k»fd  Vaktta,  if  this  bloody  labour 
^^ybttt  deserve  her  favour — 
Jfir.  Stay,  and  hear  me  first.  [voice. 

Vd.  Off  with  his  casque !    This  is  Miranda's 
Aor.  *Tig  ][ie  indeed,  or  else  mine  eyes  abuse 
What  makes  he  here  thus  ?  [me : 

Ori.  The  young  Miranda  ? 
is  he  fflioe  enemy  too  ? 

Mir,  None  hais  deserved  her, 
"Worth  must  carry  it,  and  service  seek  her, 
cot  he  that  saved  her  honour. 
Gon.  That  is  I,  Miranda. 


Mir,  No,  no  ;  that's  I,  Gomera ;  be  not  so  for- 
ward! 
In  bargain  for  my  love  you  cannot  cozen  me. 

Gom.  I  fought  it. 

Mir,  And  I  gave  it,  which  is  nobler. 
Why,  every  gentleman  would  have  done  as  much 
As  you  did :  Fought  it?  that's  a  poor  desert,  sir ; 
They  are  bound  to  that.      But  then  to  make  that 

fight  sure, 
To  do  as  I  did,  take  all  danger  from  it, 
Suffer  that  coldness  that  must  caU  me  now 
Into  disgrace  for  ever,  into  pity — 

Gam.  I  undertook  first,  to  preserve  from  hazard. 

Mir.  And  I  made  sure  no  hazard  should  come 

Gom,  'Twas  I  defied  Mountferrat.      [near  her. 

Mir.  'Twas  I  wrought  him, 
(You  had  had  a  dark  day  else)  'twas  I  defied 
His  conscience  first,  'twas  I  that  shook  him  there. 
Which  is  the  brave  defiance. 

Gom.  My  life  and  honour 
At  stake  I  laid. 

Mir.  My  care  and  truth  lay  by  it. 
Lest  that  stake  might  be  lost.  I  have  deserved  her, 
And  none  but  I :  The  lady  might  have  perish'd 
Had  fell  Mountferrat  struck  it,  from  whose  malice. 
With  cunning  and  bold  confidence,  I  catch'd  it ; 
And  'twas  high  time.     And  such  a  service,  lady. 
For  you  and  for  your  innocence — for  who  knows 

not 
The  all-devouring  sword  of  fierce  Mountferrat  ? 
I  shew'd  you  what  I  could  do,  had  I  been  spiteful. 
Or  master  but  of  half  the  poison  he  bean  : 
(Hell  take  his  heart  for't!)  and  beshrew    these 

hands,  madam, 
With  all  my  heart,  I  wish  a  mischief  on  'em  I 
They  made  you  once  look  sad  :  Such  another  fright 
I  would  not  put  you  in,  to  own  the  island  : 
Yet,  pardon  me  ;  'twas  but  to  shew  a  soldier, 
Whidi,  when  I    had  done,  I  ended  your  poor 
coward. 

Vol,  Let  some  look  out,  for  the  base  knight, 
Mountferrat — 

Zan.  I  hope  he's  far  enough,  if  his  man  be  trusty. 

lAside. 

This  was  a  strange  misfortune  ;  I  must  not  know  it. 

ViU.  That  most  deboshed  knight     Come  down, 
sweet  sister, 
My  spotless  sister  now  !    Pray  thank  these  gentle- 
men ; 
They  have  deserved  both  trtdy,  nobly  of  you. 
Both  excellently,  dearly,  both  all  the  honour, 
All  the  respect  and  favour — 

Ori,  Both  shall  have  it ; 
And  as  my  life  their  memories  I'll  nourish. 

Val.  Ye  are  both  true  knights,  and  both  most 
worthy  lovers ; 
Here  stands  a  lady  ripen'd  with  your  service, 
Young,  fair,  and  (now  I  dare  say)  truly  honourable ; 
'Tis  my  will  she  shall  marry,  marry  now, 
And  one  of  you  (she  cannot  take  more  nobly  :) 

Your  deserts 
Begot  this  will,  and  bred  it.    Both  her  beauty 
Cannot  enjoy  ;  dare  you  make  me  your  umpire  ? 

Gom,  Mir.  With  all  our  souls. 

Val.  He  must  not  then  be  angry 
That  loses  her. 

Gom.  Oh,  that  were,  sir,  unworthy. 

Mir.  A  little  sorrow  he  may  find. 

Vol.  'Tis  manly.— 
Gomera,  you're  a  brave  accomplish'd  gentleman  ; 
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A  braver  no  where  lives  than  is  Miranda. 
In  the  white  way  of  virtue,  and  true  valour, 
•You  have  been  a  pilgrim  long ;  yet  no  man  ferther 
Has  trod  those  thorny  steps  than  young  Miranda  : 
You  are  gentle,  he  is  gentleness  itself ;  Experience 
Calls  you  her  brother  ;  this  her  iiopeful  heir. 

Nor,  The  young  man  now,  an*t  be  thy  will ! 

Vol,  Your  hand,  sir ! 
You  undertook  first,  nobly  undertook. 
This  lady's  cause  ;  you  made  it  good,  and  fought 

Yon  must  be  served  first,  take  her  and  enjoy  her  1 
I  give  her  to  you :  Kiss  her !  Are  you  pleased  now  ? 

Gom.  My  joy's  so  much  I  cannot  speak. 

V(U.  Nay,  fairest  sir. 
You  must  not  be  displeased ;  you  break  your  pro- 
mise. 

Mir,  I  never  grieved  at  good ;  nor  dare  I  now, 
Though  something  seem  strange  to  me.  [sir, 

Vai.  I  have  provided 
A  better  match  for  you,  more  full  of  beauty ; 
I'll  wed  you  to  our  order:  There's  a  mistress 
Whose  beauty  ne'er  decays  (Time  stands  below 

her); 
Whose  honour,  ermin-like,  can  never  suffer 
Spot  or  black  soil ;  whose  eternal  issue 
Fame  brings  up  at  her  breasts,  and  leaves  them 

sainted; 
Her  you  shall  marry. 

Mir.  I  must  humbly  thank  you. 


Vol,  Saint  Thomas'  Fort,  a  charge  of  no  laiall 
value, 
I  give  you  too,  in  present,  to  keep  waking 
Your  noble  spirits  ;  and,  to  breed  you  pionSf 
I'll  send  you  a  probation-robe ;  wear  ^at. 
Till  you  shall  please  to  be  our  brother. — How  now  ? 

Enter  AsroRica. 

Aato.  Mountferrat's  fied,  sir. 
V(U,  Let  him  go  a  while. 
Till  we  have  done  these  rites,  and  seen  these 

coupled ; 
His  mischief  now  lies  open.     Come,  all  fneuU 

now ! 
And  so  let's  march  to  th'  temple.      Sound  those 

instruments. 
That  were  the  signal  to  a  day  of  bk>od  ! 
Evil  beginning  hours  may  end  in  good.     iPiomHA. 
Nor,  Come,  we'll  have  wenches,  man,  and  all 
brave  things. 
Poz  1  let  her  go ;  we*U  want  no  mistresses  ; 
Good  swords,  and  good  strong  armours! 
Mir.  Those  are  best,  captain. 
Nor,  And  fight  till  queens  be  in  love  wit^  w, 
and  run  after  us. 
I'll  see  you  at  tbe  fort  within  these  two  days  ; 
And  let's  be  merry,  pr'ythee ! 
Mir,  By  that  time  I  shall. 
Nor,  Why,  that's  well  said  !  I  like  a  good  heart 
truly.  lExtmta 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  l.^One  of  the  City  Gates, 

Enter  NoEAicDCNa  and  Servant ;  Corporal  and  Soldiers 
above  in  the  Ouard-room. 

Serv.  The  day  is  not  yet  broke,  sir. 

Nor,  'Tis  the  cooler  riding. 
I  must  go  see  Miranda :  Bring  my  horse 
Round  to  the  south  port ;  I'll  out  here  at  the  beach, 
And  meet  you  at  the  end  o'  th'  sycamores  : 
'Tis  a  sweet  walk,  and  if  the  wind  be  stirring 
Serves  like  a  fan  to  cool. 

Serv.  Which  walk  ? 

Nor.  Why,  that,  sir. 
Where  the  fine  city-dames  meet  to  make  matches. 

Serv,  I  know  it.  iExit. 

Nor,  Speed  ye  then  ! — \_Singing  above,'] — ^What 
mirth  is  this  ? 
The  watches  are  not  yet  discharged,  I  take  it : 
These  are  brave  careless  rogues !    I'll  hear  the 

song  out, 
And  then  I'll  fit  ye  for't,  merry  companions ! 

BONG. 

BY   THE    SOLDIBRS. 

1.  Sit,  Boldiers,  sit  and  sing,  the  round  is  clear. 
And  cock-a-loodle-looe  tells  us  the  day  is  near. 
Each  t0B8  his  can,  until  hlB  throat  be  mellow. 
Drink,  laugh,  and  sing ;  the  soldier  has  no  fellow ! 

2.  To  thee  a  fUIl  pot.  my  little  lance-prisado. 
And  when  thou  hast  done,  a  pipe  uf  Trinidado ! 
Our  glass  of  Ufe  runs  wine,  the  vintner  skinks  it. 
Whilst  with  his  wife  the  frolic  soldier  drinks  it 

3.  The  drums  beat,  ensigns  wave,  and  cannons  thump  it ; 
Our  game  is  ruffe,  and  the  best  heart  doth  trump  it : 
Each  toss  his  can,  until  his  throat  be  mellow. 
Drink,  laugh,  and  sing ;  the  soldier  has  no  fellow. 


4.  ni  pledge  thee,  my  corporal,  were  it  a  flagon  ; 
After,  watch  fiercer  than  George  did  the  dragoi ; 
What  blood  we  lose  1'  th'  town,  we  gain  i'  th'  teaa; 
Furr'd  gowns  and  flat  caps  give  the  wall  to  guns. 
Each  toes  his  can,  until  his  throat  be  mdlow. 
Drink,  laugh,  and  sing ;  the  soldier  has  no  feUow. 


now 


for  a  tridE  to 
[tame  ye! 
bdow  m? 


that 


Nor,  Here's  notable  order ! 
Owgh,  owghl 

1  Watch,  Hark,  hark  !  what's 

Who  goes  there  ? 
Nor,  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh !  [corporal. 

2  Watch.  'Tis  a  bear  broke  loose ;  pray  call  the 

1  Watch,  The  Dutchman's  huge  fot  sow. 

2  Watch.  I  see  her  now, 
And  five  fine  pigs. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh ! 

Enter  Corpora 

Corp,  Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 
1  Watch,  Here's  the  great  fiit  sow,  corpord. 
The  Dutchman's  sow ;  and  all  the  pigs,  brave  hti 

pigs: 
You  have  been  wishing  long  she  would  break  loose. 
Nor,  Owgh,  owgh ! 

Corp,  'Tis  she  indeed ;  there's  a  white  pig  bo« 
sucking: 
Look,  look  1  do  yon  see  it,  sirs  ? 

1  Watch.  Yes,  very  well,  sir. 

Corp.  A  notable  fat  whoreson  I  Come,  two  of  ye, 
Gro  down  with  me ;  we'll  have  a  tickling  breakfint 

2  Watch,  Let's  eat  'em  at  the  Cross. 
Corp.  There's  the  best  liquor. 

Nor.  I'll  liquor  some  of  ye,  ye  lazy  rogues ! 
Your  minds  are  of  nothing  but  eating  and  swflUng* 


■i 


titr.  Ym  an  m  amat  naol  I 
100  corpon]  of  ■  watch  ? 

Ctff.  "n.  the  Dane'*  Toloe  ! 
tooiraDodnil  tben? 

^v-  No,  aor  no  aow,  or. 

Corp.  Of  ttiat  I  am  right  glad,  sir  :  I  wu  ne'er 
So  rrighted  ID  m J  life,  aa  1  am  a  Boldier. 

■Var.  Tin  watchman  1 
^EurdbrapKite  I  yaa  ling  awa;  toot  ccDtriea : 
^cudiilaimpaDj!   Let  me  out  o' tK' port  bere, 
1  VI  *  '"'*''  """T  '">!'  JO'"  worahipi) 
Am  keep  fourgiiarda  itrong,  tbonA  the  deril 

walk. 
oM,  ihen'a  in  brioj  je  into  yoDr  wita  again. 


Hia  baths,  perfumei,  nlj  paintings  too,  more  eattij 
Than  hi>  frugality  will  allow  to  her  ; 
His  clothea  as  chargeable ;  and  grant  him  but 
A  thing  without  a  beard,  and  he  may  paaa 
At  all  times  for  a  woman,  and  with  aome 
Hare  better  welcome  :  Now,  your  man  of  land* 
For  the  rooit  part  ia  careful  to  manure  them, 
But  leavea  hii  lady  fallow  ;  yonr  great  merchant 
Breaks  oftner  for  tbe  debt  be  owes  his  wife, 
Than  with  hii  creditora  i  and  that'a  the  reason 
She  loaka  elaewhent  for  payment :  Now,  yonr  tol- 

Vel.  Ay,  marry,  do  him  right !  [dier — 

Zan.  First,  who  baa  one 
Has  a  perpetual  guard  upon  her  honour ; 
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For  while  he  wears  a  sword,  Slander  herself 
Dares  not  bark  at  it ;  next,  she  sits  at  home 
Like  a  great  queen,  and  sends  him  forth  to  fetch  in 
Her  tribute  from  all  parts ;  which,  being  brought 

home, 
He  lays  it  at  her  feet,  and  seeks  no  further 
For  his  reward  than  what  she  may  give  freely, 
And  with  delight  too,  from  her  own  exchequer, 
Which  he  finds  ever  open. 

Ori.  Be  more  modest ! 

Zan.  Why,  we  may  speak  of  that  we  are  glad  to 
taste  of, 
Among  ourselves  I  mean. 

Ori,  Thou  talk'st  of  nothing. 

Zan,  Of  nothing,  madam  ?  You  have  found  it 
something ; 
Or,  with  the  raising  up  this  pretty  mount  here, 
My  lord  hath  dealt  with  spirits. 

Enter  Gomxra  with  a  Servant  bringing  in  cloths. 

Ori,  Two  long  hours  absent  ? 

Gam,  Thy  pardon,  sweet  i  I  have  been  looking 
on 
The  prize  that  was  brought  in  by  the  brave  Dane, 
The  valiant  Norandine,  and  have  brought  some- 
thing 
That  may  be  Siou  wilt  like  of ;  but  one  kiss, 
And  then  possess  my  purchase :  There's  a  piece 
Of  cloth  of  tissue,  this  of  purple  velvet, 
And  (as  they  swear)  of  the  right  Tyrian  dye. 
Which  others  here  but  weakly  counterfeit : 
If  they  are  worth  tiiy  use,  wear  them  ;  if  not, 
Bestow  them  on  thy  women. 

Zan,  Here's  the  husband  ! 

Gom,  While  there  is  any  trading  on  the  sea, 
Thou  shalt  want  nothing.  'Tis  a  soldier's  glory, 
However  he  neglect  himself,  to  keep 
His  mistress  in  full  lustre. 

Ort.  You  exceed,  sir. 

Gom,  Yet  there  was  one  part  of  the  prize  dis- 
posed of 
Before  I  came,  which  I  grieve  that  I  miss'd  of, 
Being  almost  assured,  it  would  have  been 
A  welcome  present. 

Ort.  Pray  you  say,  what  was  it  ? 

Gom,  A  'Turkish  captive,  of  incomparable  beauty, 
And,  without  question,  in  her  country  noble ; 
Which,  as  companion  to  thy  fiaithfnl  Moor, 
I  would  have  given  thee  for  thy  slave. 

Ori.  But  was  she 
Of  such  an  exquisite  form  ? 

Gom.  Most  exquisite. 

Ori,  And  well  descended  ? 

Gom,  So  the  habit  promised. 
In  which  she  was  taken. 

Ort.  Of  what  years  ? 

Gom,  'Tissaid 
A  virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori,  I  pity  her. 
And  wish  she  were  mine,  that  I  might  have  the 
To  entertain  her  gently.  [means 

Gom,  She's  now  Miranda's  ; 
And,  as  I  have  heardj  made  it  her  suit  to  be  so. 

Ori,  Miranda's  ?  then  her  fate  deserves  not  pity, 
But  envy  rather. 

Gom,  Envy,  Oriana  ? 

Ort.  Yes,  and  their  envy  that  live  free. 

Gom.  How's  this  ? 

Ort.  Why,  she  is  fidlen  into  the  hands  of  one. 
So  fuU  of  that  which  in  men  we  style  goodness. 


That,  in  her  being  his  slave,  she's  happier  for 
Than  if  she  were  confirm'd  the  sultan's  mistress. 

Gom.  Miranda  is  indeed  a  gentleman 
Of  fair  desert,  and  better  hopes ;  but  yet 
He  hath  his  equals. 

Ort.  Where  ?     I  would  go  fsr. 
As  I  am  now,  though  much  unfit  for  travels. 
But  to  see  one  that  without  injury 
Might  be  put  in  the  scale,  or  paralld'd. 
In  anything  that's  noble,  with  Miranda. 
His  knowledge  in  all  services  of  vrar, 
And  ready  courage  to  put  into  act 
That  knowing  judgment,  as  you  are  a  soldier. 
You  best  may  speak  of ;  nor  can  you  detiver. 
Nor  I  hear  with  delight,  a  better  subject. 
And  Heaven  did  well,  in  such  a  lovely  featnre 
To  place  so  chaste  a  mind ;  for  he  is  of 
So  sweet  a  carriage,  such  a  winning  nature. 
And  such  a  bold,  yet  well-disposed  behayioiir  ; 
And,  to  all  these,  has  such  a  charming  tongue. 
That,  if  he  would  serve  under  Love's  fresh  colours. 
What  monumental  trophies  might  he  raise 
Of  his  free  conquests,  made  in  ladies'  favours  ! 

Gofn.  Yet  you  did  resist  him,  when  he  wais 
An  earnest  suitor  to  you  ?         .  ^ 

Ort.  Yes,  I  did  ;  *  * 

And,  if  I  were  again  sought  to,  I  should ; 
But  must  ascribe  it  rather  to  the  fate 
That  did  appoint  me  yours,  than  any  power 
Which  I  can  call  mine  own. 

Gom.  Even  so  ? 

Zan,  Thanks,  Fortune  !  {,j4si^f. 

The  plot  I  had  to  raise  in  him  doubts  of  her 
Thou  hast  effected. 

Ort.  I  could  tell  you  too, 
What  cause  I  have  to  love  him  :  with  what  reason 
In  thankfulness  he  may  expect  from  me 
All  due  observance :  but  I  pass  that,  as 
A  benefit  for  which,  in  my  behalf, 
You  are  his  debtor. 

Zan,  I  perceive  it  takes. 
By  his  changed  looks. 

Ort.  He  is  not  in  the  city, 
Is  he,  my  lord  ? 

Gom,  Who,  lady? 

Ort.  Why,  Miranda  : 
Having  you  here,  can  there  be  any  else 
Worth  my  enquiry  ? 

Gom,  This  is  somewhat  more  lAHOr, 

Than  love  to  virtue ! 

Ort.  'Faith,  when  he  comes  hither, 
(As  sometimes,  without  question,  you  shall  meet 
Invite  him  home.  [him) 

Gom.  To  what  end  ? 

Ort.  To  dine  with  us. 
Or  sup. 

Gom,  And  then  to  take  a  hard  bed  with  you  ; 
Mean  you  not  so  ? 

Ort.  If  you  could  win  him  to  it, 
'Twould  be  the  better.    For  his  entertainment 
Leave  that  to  me  ;  he  shall  find  noble  usage. 
And  from  me  a  free  welcome. 

Gom,  Have  you  never 
Heard  of  a  Roman  lady,  Oriana, 
Remember'd  as  a  precedent  for  matrons, 
(Chaste  ones,  I  pray  you  understand)  whose  hns^ 
Tax'd  for.  his  sour  breath  by  his  enemy,         [band, 
Condemn 'd  his  wife  for  not  acquainting  him 
With  his  infirmity  ? 

Ort.  'Tis  a  common  one : 
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Her  answer  wu,  faavixig  kiss'd  none  bat  him, 

Sbf  thought  it  was  a  general  disease 

All  men  were  subject  to.    But  what  infer  you 

Fron  that,  my  lord  ? 
Cos.  Why,  that  this  Tirtuoas  Udy 

Had  all  her  thooghts  so  fix'd  upon  her  lord. 

That  she  could  find  no  spare  time  to  sing  praises 

Of  any  other ;  nor  would  she  employ 

Her  hnsband  (though  perhaps  in  debt  to  years 

At  fiir  as  I  am)  for  an  instrument 

To  bring  home  younger  men,  that  might  delight 

With  their  discourse,  or [her 

Ori,  What,  my  lord? 

G«n.  Their  persons ; 
Or,  if  I  should  speak  plainer 

Ori  No,  it  needs  not ; 
YoQ  have  said  enough  to  make  my  innocence  know 
It  is  suspected. 

Con.  You  betray  yourself 
To  store  than  a  suspicion :  Could  you  else, 
To  me,  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you, 
Make  sneh  a  gross  disoOTcry,  that  your  lost 
Had  Mid  that  heart,  I  thought  mine,  to  Miranda  ? 
Or  rise  to  such  a  height  in  impudence, 
ks  to  presume  tS  work  my  jrielding  weakness 
To  play,  for  your  5ad  ends,  to  my  disgrace, 
Tbr  wittol,  or  the  pander  ? 

Ort.  Do  not  study 
To  print  more  wounds  (for  that  were  t3rTanny) 
I  pun  a  heart  that  is  pierced  through  already. 

G^m,  Thy  heart  ?    thou  hast  pierced  through 
mine  honour,  false  one. 
The  honour  of  my  house !     Fool  that  I  was, 
To  five  it  up  to  the  deceiving  trust 
Of  wicked  woman  I     For  thy  sake,  vile  creature, 
For  all  I  hare  done  well  in,  in  my  life, 
I  have  digged  a  grave,  all  buried  in  a  wife ; 
For  tbee  I  have  defied  my  constant  mistress, 
Tm  never  fiail'd  her  servant,  glorious  War  ; 
For  thee  refused  the  fellowship  of  an  order 
^^^  princes,  through  all  dangers,  have  been 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerusalem  :  [proud 

Aad  am  I  thus  rewarded  ? 

Vei.  By  all  goodness. 
Too  wrong  my  lady,  and  deserve  her  not, 
^"ben  you  are  at  your  best !  Repent  your  rashness  ; 
Twill  ihew  well  in  you. 

^^  Do,  and  ask  her  pardon. 

Ort.  No ;  I  have  lived  too  long  to  have  my  faith, 
Mr  tried  &ith,  call'd  in  question,  and  by  him 
Tbat  ihoold  know  true  affection  is  too  tender 
T)  sQ&r  an  unkind  touch,  without  ruin. 
^dy  ingratitude,  all,  from  my  example  ! 
tat  to  he  thankful  now  is  to  be  false. 
Jet  be  it  so ;  let  me  die  ;  I  see  you  wish  it ! 
^  dead,  for  truth  and  pities'  sake,  report 
'^  weapon  yon  made  choice  of  when  you  kill'd 

Vel.  She  faints  !  [me. 

Z«a.  What  have  you  done  ? 

OH.  My  last  breath  cannot 
^  better  spent,  than  to  say  I  forgive  you  ; 
^or  is  my  death  untimely,  since  with  me 
I  take  along  what  might  have  been  hereafter 
l^  scorn  deliver'd  for  the  doubtful  issue 
Of  a  smspected  mother.  iSke  twoant, 

V((.  Oh,  she's  gone  ! 

Z««.  por  ever  gone  ! — Are  you  a  man  ? 

^j^.  I  grow  here  1 

Zoa.  Open  her  mouth,  and  pour  this  cordial  in 
it: 


If  any  spark  of  life  be  unquench'd  in  her, 
This  will  recover  her. 

VeL  'Tis  aU  in  vain  ! 
She's  stiff  already.     Live  I,  and  she  dead  ? 

Gom.  How  like  a  murderer  I  stand  1— Look  up, 
And  hear  me  curse  myself,  or  but  behold 
The  vengeance  I  will  take  for't,  Oriana, 
And  then  in  peace  forsake  me  !     Jealousy, 
Thou  loathsome  vomit  of  the  fiends  below, 
What  desperate  hung^  made  me  to  receive  thee 
Into  my  heart,  and  soul?    I'll  let  thee  forth. 
And  so  in  death  find  ease  !    And  does  my  fault 

then 
Deserve  no  greater  punishment  ?    No  ;  I'll  live 
To  keep  thee  for  a  fiiry  to  torment  me, 
And  make  me  know  what  hell  is  on  the  earth  I 
All  joys  and  hopes  forsake  me  !  all  men's  malice, 
And  idl  the  plagues  they  can  inflict,  I  wish  it, 
Fall  thick  upon  me  !  let  my  tears  be  laugh  *d  at, 
And  may  mine  enemies  smile  to  hear  me  groan ; 
And  dead,  may  I  be  pitied  of  none  ! 

[Exeunt,  earrping  out  Oriaka. 


SCENE  III St,  Thomas's  Fort. 

Norandink's  House. 


A  Room  in 


Enter  Colonna  and  Lucinda. 

Lue.  Pray  you,  sir,  why  was  the  ordnance  of  the 
fort 
Discharged  so  suddenly  ? ' 

CoL  'Twas  the  governor's  pleasure. 
In  honour  of  the  Dane  ;  a  custom  used, 
To  speak  a  soldier's  welcome. 

Lue,  'Tis  a  fit  one. 
But  is  my  master  here  too  ? 

Col*  Three  days  since. 

£)«c.  Might  I  demand  without  offence  so  much, 
Is't  pride  in  him  (however  now  a  slave) 
That  I  am  not  admitted  to  his  presence  ? 

Col,  His  courtesy  to  you,  and  to  mankind. 
May  easily  resolve  you,  he  is  free 
From  that  poor  vice  which  only  empty  men 
Esteem  a  virtue. 

Luc.  What's  the  reason  then. 
As  you  imagine,  sir  ? 

Col.  Why,  I  will  tell  you : 
You  are  a  woman  of  a  tempting  beauty, 
And  he,  however  virtuous,  as  a  man, 
Subject  to  human  frailties ;  and  how  far 
They  may  prevail  upon  him,  should  he  see  you, 
He  is  not  ignorant ;  and  therefore  chuses 
With  care  to  avoid  the  cause  that  may  produce 
Some  strange  effect,  which  will  not  well  keep  rank 
With  the  rare  temperance  which  is  admired 
In  his  life  hitherto. 

Luc,  This  much  increases 
My  strong  desire  to  see  him. 

Col,  It  should  rather 
Teach  you  to  thank  the  prophet  that  you  worship, 
That  you  are  such  a  man's,  who,  though  he  may 
Do  any^ini^  which  youth  and  heat  of  blood 
Invites  him  to,  yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them. 
Your  entertainment's  noble,  and  not  like 
Your  present  fortune ;  and  (if  all  those  tears 
Which  made  grief  lovely  in  you,  in  the  relation 
Of  the  sad  story  that  forced  me  to  weep  too, 
Your  husband's  hard  fate,  were  not  counterfeit) 
Yon  should  rejoice  that  you  have  means  to  pay 
A  chaste  life  to  his  memory,  and  bring  to  him 
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Those  sweets,  which  while  he  lived  he  could  not 
Bat  if  you  wantonly  bestow  them  on       [t«8te  of: 
Another  man,  you  offer  violence 
To  him,  though  dead ;  and  his  grieved  spirit  will 
For  your  immodest  looseness.  [suffer 

Luc.  Why,  I  hope,  sir. 
My  willingness  to  look  on  him  to  whom 
I  owe  my  life  and  service,  is  no  proof 
Of  any  unchaste  purpose. 

Col.  So  I  wish  too ! 
And  in  the  confidence  it  is  not,  lady, 
I  dare  the  better  tell  you  he  will  see  you 
This  night,  in  which  by  him  I  am  commanded 
To  bring  you  to  his  chamber ;  to  what  end 
I  easily  should  g^uess,  were  I  Lucinda : 
And  therefore,  though  I  can  yield  little  reason 
(But  in  a  general  love  to  women's  goodness) 
Why  I  should  be  so  tender  of  your  honour, 
I  willingly  would  bestow  some  counsel  of  you ; 
And  would  you  follow  it .' 

Luc.  Let  me  first  hear  it. 
And  then  I  can  resolve  you. 

Col.  My  advice  then 
Is,  that  you  would  not  (as  most  ladies  use, 
When  they  prepare  themselves  for  such  encounters) 
Study  to  add,  by  artificial  dressings, 
To  native  excellence ;  yours,  without  help. 
But  seen  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a  hermit 
Leave  his  death's  head,  and  change  his  after- hopes 
Of  endless  comforts,  for  a  few  short  minutes 
Of  present  pleasures ;  to  prevent  which,  lady, 
Practise  to  take  away  from  your  perfections. 
And  to  preserve  your  chastity  unstained  : 
The  most  deformed  shape  that  you  can  put  on, 
To  cloud  your  body's  fair  gifts,  or  your  mind's, 
(It  being  labour'd  to  so  chaste  an  end) 
Will  prove  the  fairest  ornament. 

Luc.  To  take  from 
The  workmanship  of  Heaven  is  an  offence 
As  great  as  to  endeavour  to  add  to  it ; 
Of  which  I'll  not  be  guilty.     Chastity, 
That  lodges  in  deformity,  appears  rather 
A  mulct  imposed  by  Nature,  than  a  blessing ; 
And  'tis  commendable  only  when  it  conquers, 
Tliough  ne'er  so  oft  assaulted,  in  resistance  : 
For  me,  I'll  therefore  so  dispose  myself. 
That  if  I  hold  out  it  shall  be  with  honour  ; 
Or  if  I  yield,  Miranda  shall  find  something 
To  make  him  love  his  yictory.  IBxit. 

Col,  With  what  cunning 
This  woman  argues  for  her  own  damnation  ! 
Nor  should  I  hold  it  for  a  miracle, 
Since  they  are  all  bom  sophisters,  to  maintain 
That  lust  is  lawful,  and  the  end  and  use 
Of  their  creation.     'Would  I  never  had 
Hoped  better  of  her,  or  could  not  believe, 
Though  seen,  the  ruin  I  must  ever  grieve  !    lExit. 


SCENE  IN. ^Another  in  the  same. 
Enter  Miranda,  Noranoikb,  Servants  with  lightt. 

Mir.  I'll  see  you  in  your  chamber. 

Nor.  Pray  you  no  further ! 
It  is  a  ceremony  I  expect  not : 
I  am  no  stranger  here ;  I  know  my  lodging, 
And  have  slept  soundly  there,  when  the  Turks' 

cannon 
Play'd  thick  upon  it :  Oh,  'twas  royal  music  1 
And  to  procure  a  sound  sleep  for  a  soldier, 


Worth  forty  of  your  fiddles.     As  yon  love  me. 
Press  it  no  further  1 

Mir.  You  will  overcome. — 
Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor.  I  have  took,  since  supper, 
A  rouse  or  two  too  much,  and,  by  the  gods. 
It  warms  my  blood. 

Mir.  You'll  sleep  the  better  for't. 

Nor.  Pox  on't,  I  should,  had  but  I  a  kind 
wench 
To  pull  my  boot-hose  off,  and  warm  my  night-cap ; 
There's  no  charm  like  it.  I  love  old  Adam's  way ; 
Give  me  a  diligent  Eve,  to  wait  towards  bed- time ! 
Hang  up  your  smooth-chin  page!  And,  now  I 
Where  is  your  Turkish  prisoner?         [think  on't, 

Mir.  In  the  castle  ; 
But  yet  I  never  saw  her. 

Ncr,  Fy  upon  you  ! 
See  her,  for  shame  !  or,  hark  you ;  if  you  woald 
Perform  the  friend's  part  to  me,  the  Mend's  part. 
It  being  a  fiishion  of  the  last  edition. 
Far  from  panderism,  now  send  her  to  me. 
You  look  strange  on't  1  No  entertainment's  perfect 
Without  it,  on  my  word,  no  livery  like  it ! 
I'll  tell  her  he  looks  for  it  as  duly 
As  for  his  fee.    There's  no  suit  got  without  it ; 
Gold  is  an  ass  to't 

Mir,  Go  to  bed,  to  bed ! 

Nor.  Well,  if  she  come,  I  doubt  not  to  conTert 
her; 
If  not,  the  sin  lie  on  your  head  ! — Good  night ! 

[,Exeunt  Nobakdcmb  and  Servants. 

Enter  Goloxna  and  Locinda. 

Col.  There  you  shall  find  him,  lady :  Yon  know 
what  I  have  said. 
And  if  you  please  you  may  make  use. 

Luc.  No  doubt,  sir. 

Col,  From  hence  I  shall  hear  aU.         IHe  retires. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  young  one. — 
Beshrew  my  heart,  a  handsome  wench  1 — Come 

nearer. 
A  very  handsome  one ! — Do  not  you  griere,  sweet. 
You  are  a  prisoner  ? 

Luc.  The  loss  of  liberty, 
No  doubt,  sir,  is  a  heavy  and  sharp  burden 
To  them  that  feel  it  truly :  But  your  servant. 
Your  humble  handmaid,  never  felt  that  rigour  ; 
Thanks  to  that  noble  will !  No  want,  no  hunger, 
(Companions  still  to  slaves)  no  violence. 
Nor  any  unbeseeming  act  we  start  at, 
Have  I  yet  met  with :  All  content  and  goodness. 
Civility,  and  sweetness  of  behaviour. 
Dwell  round  about  me  ;  therefore,  worthy  master, 
I  cannot  say  I  grieve  my  liberty. 

Mir.  Do  not  you  fancy  me  too  cold  a  soldier. 
Too  obstinate  an  enemy  to  youth. 
That  had  so  fair  a  jewel  in  my  cabinet. 
And  in  so  long  a  time  would  ne'er  look  on  it? 

Col.  What  can  she  say  now  ? 

Luc.  Sure,  I  desired  to  see  you : 
And  with  a  longing  wish 

Col.  There's  all  her  virtue. 

Luo.  Pursued  that  full  desire,  to  give  you  thanks. 
The  only  sacrifice  I  have  left,  and  service,  [sir. 
For  all  the  virtuous  care  yon  have  kept  me  safe  with. 

Col.  She  holds  well  yet. 

Mir.  The  pretty  fool  speaks  finely. — 
Come,  sit  down  here. 

Luc.  Oh,  sir,  'tis  most  unseemly. 
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Mir.  in  have  it  so ;  sit  dose.  Now  tell  me  truly, 
Did  foa  e'er  love  yet? 
Lue,  My  tears  will  answer  that,  sir. 
Mir.  And  did  you  then  love  truly  ? 
Lw.  So  I  ttionght,  sir. 
MW.  Can  you  love  me  so  ? 
f •/.  Now ! 

Lw.  With  an  my  duty ; 
I  were  unworthy  of  those  favours  else, 
YoQ  daily  shower  upon  me. 
Mtr.  What  think'st  thou  of  me  ? 
Lut.  I  think  you  are  a  truly  worthy  gentleman, 
Afatten,  and  a  pride,  to  the  age  you  live  in, 
^««tt  as  the  commendations  all  men  give  you. 
Mir.  A  pretty  flattering  rogue ! — ^Dare  you  kiss 
that  sweet  man 
Yoi  speak  to  sweetly  of  ?     Come. 
Cd/.  Farewell,  virtue ! 

Mir.  What  hast  thou  got  between  thy  lips  ?— 
^ve  tbon  hast  a  spell  there  !    [Kiss  onoe  more. — 
Lve.  Hove  than  e'er  I  knew,  sir. 
Cil.  All  h^pes  go  now  I 

Mir.  I  most  teQ  you  a  thing  in  your  ear ;  and 
joa  must  hear  me, 
And  har  me  willingly,  and  grant  me  so  too ; 
TviU  not  be  worth  my  asking  else. 

Lw.  It  must  be 
A  reryhard  thing,  sir,  and  from  my  power, 
I  »baU  deny  your  goodness. 
Mir.  lis  a  good  wench  1 
I  DiQst  lie  with  you,  lady. 

Lw.  *Tn  something  strange ; 
For  let  in  all  my  life  I  knew  no  bed-feHow. 
Mir.  You'll  quickly  find  that  knowledge. 
I.VC.  To  what  end.  sir? 

Mir.  Art  thou  so  innocent  thou  canst  not  guess 

Did  thy  dreams  ne'er  direct  thee  ?  [at  it ! 

Lw.  'Faith,  none  yet,  sir. 

Mir.  ro  tell  thee  then :  1  would  meet  thy  youth 

and  pleasure ; 

^^t  thee  my  youth  for  that,  (by  Heaven,  she  fires 

me!) 
^  teach  thy  fiair  white  arms,  like  wanton  ivies, 
A  t]K>asaQd  new  embraces. 

Lw.  Is  that  all,  sir  ? 
Aad  say  1  should  try,  may  not  we  lie  quietly  ? 
IpQD  my  conscience,  I  could  I 
Mir.  That's  as  we  make  it. 
Lw.  Grant  that  that  likes  you  best,  what  would 

yon  do  then  ? 
Mir.  What  would  I  do  ?  Certainly  I  am  no  baby, 
•^  brought  up  for  a  nan.     Hark  in  thine  ear ! 
^«f-  Fy.  fj.  sir ! 

Mir.  I  would  get  a  brave  boy  on  thee. 
A'vUkeboy. 
^.  Sore  we  shall  get  iU  Christians. 
Mir.  We'D  mend  'em  in  the  breeding  then. 
^•e.  Sweet  master  I 
^o'.  Never  belief   in   woman   come   near  me 

more! 
Lw.  My  best  and  noblest  sir,  if  a  poor  virgin 
rw  }ct,  by  Heaven,  I  am  so)  should  chance  so  far 
^«euif  your  excellence,  and  able  sweetness) 
*}|  forget  herself,  and  slip  into  your  bosom, 
^  to  your  bed,  ont  of  a  doting  on  you, 
•Take  it  the  best  vray)  have  you  that  cruel  heart, 

Ti^  murdering  mind,  to 

Mir.  Yes,  hj  my  troth,  sweet,  have  I, 
To  he  with  her. 
Lw.  And  do  yon  think  it  well  done  ? 


Mir.  That's  as  she'll  think  when  'tis  done. 
Come  to  bed,  wench ! 
For  thou  art  so  pretty,  and  so  witty  a  companion. 
We  must  not  part  to-night. 

Lite.  'IVdth,  let  me  go, 
Sir,  and  think  better  on't. 

Mir,  I'faith  thou  shalt  not ! 
1  warrant  thee,  I'll  think  on't. 

Luo.  I've  beard  'em  say  here, 
You  are  a  maid  too. 

Mir.  I  am  sure  I  am,  wench. 
If  that  will  please  thee. 

Luc.  1  have  seen  a  wonder ! 
And  would  you  lose  that,  for  a  little  wantonness, 
(Consider,  my  sweet  master,  like  a  man,  now) 
For  a  few  honied  kisses,  slight  embraces. 
That  glory  of  your  youth  ?  that  erown  of  sweetness 
Can  you  deliver  ?  that  unvalued  treasure 
Would  you  forsake,  to  seek  your  own  dishonour  ? 
What  gone,  no  age  recovers,  nor  repentance, 
To  a  poor  stranger  ? 

Col,  Hold  there,  again  thou  art  perfect  I 

Luc,  I  know  you  do  but  try  me. 

Mir,  And  I  know 
m  try  you  a  great  deal  further.  Pr'ythee,  to  bed ! 
I  love  thee,  and  so  well — Come,  kiss  me  once  more ! 
Is  a  maidenhead  ill  bestow'd  o'  me  ? 

Luc.  What's  this,  sir  ?      ITakirtg  hold  i^hU  eras, 

Mir,  Why,  'tis  the  badge,  my  sweet,  of  that 
holy  order 
I  shortly  must  receive,  the  Cross  of  Malta. 

Luc,  What  virtue  has  it  ? 

JIf tr.  All  that  we  call  virtuous. 

Luc,  Who  gave  it  first  ? 

Mir,  He  that  gave  all,  to  save  us. 

Luc,  Why  then,  'tis  holy  too? 

Mir,  True  sign  of  holiness  ; 
The  badge  of  all  his  soldiers  that  profess  him. 

Luc.  The  badge  of  all  his  solmers  that  profess 
Can  it  save  in  dangers  ?  [him  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Luc,  In  troubles,  comfort  ? 

Mir,  You  say  true,  sweet. 

Luc,  In  sickness,  restore  health  ? 

Mir,  All  this  it  can  do. 

Luc,  Preserve  from  evils  that  afflict  our  frailties  ? 

Mir,  \^Aside,]  I  hope  she  will  be  Christian. — 
All  these  truly. 

Luc,  Why  are  you  sick  then,  sick  to  death  with 
lust  ? 
In  danger  to  be  lost  ?  no  holy  thought 
In  all  diat  heart  ?  Nothing  but  wandering  frailties, 
Wild  as  the  wind,  and  blind  as  death  or  ignorance. 
Inhabit  there. 

Mir,  Foiigive  me  Heaven !  she  says  true. 

Luo,  Dare  you  profess  that  badge,  prophane  that 
goodness 

Co/.  Thou  hast  redeem'd  thyself  again,  most 
rarely! 

Luc,  That  holiness  and  truth  you  make  me 
wonder  at  ? 
Blast  all  the  bounty  Heaven  gives  ?  that  remem- 
brance— 

Col,  Oh,  excellent  woman ! 

Luc,  Fliiig  it  from  you  quickly. 
If  you  be  thus  resolved ;  I  see  a  virtue 
Appear  in't  like  a  sword,  both  edges  fiaming. 
That  will  consume  you,  and  your  thoughts,  to  ashei. 
Let  them  profess  it  that  are  pure,  and  noble. 
Gentle,  and  just  of  thought,  that  build  the  Cross, 
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Not  those  that  break  it !   By  Heaven,  if  you  toach 

me, 
Even  in  the  act,  I'll  make  that  Cross,  and  curse 

you. 
Mir,  You  shall  not,  fair :  I  did  dissemble  with 

you, 
And  but  to  try  your  faith  I  fashion'd  all  this. 
Yet  something  you  provoked  me.   This  fair  Cross, 
By  me  (if  he  but  please  to  help  first  gave  it) 
Shall  ne'er  be  worn  upon  a  heart  corrupted. 


Go  to  your  rest,  my  modest,  honest  serrant. 

My  fair  and  virtuous  maid,  and  sleep  secure  there ; 

For  when  you  suffer,  I  forget  this  sign  here. 

Col.  A  man  of  men  too  1  Oh,  most  perfect  gen- 
tleman ! 
Luc.  All  sweet  rest  to  you,  sir!  I  am  half  a 
Christian, 
The  other  half  I'll  pray  for ;  then  for  you,  sir. 
Mir.  This  is  the  foulest  play  I'll  shew.      Good 
night,  sweet !  lEjcrunt. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I.— A  Cave. 


MomfTFERRAT  it  ditcovertd  lying  on  the  ground,  witk 

RoccA. 

Mounif.  The  sun's  not  set  yet  ? 

Rocca.  No,  sir. 

Mountf.  'Would  it  were. 
Never  to  rise  again  to  light  the  world ! 
And  yet  to  what  vain  purpose  do  I  wish  it, 
Since,  though  I  were  environ'd  with  thick  mists. 
Black  as  Cymerian  darkness,  or  my  crimes, 
There  is  that  here,  upon  which,  as  an  anvil. 
Ten  thousand  hammers  strike,  and  every  spark, 
They  force  from  it,  to  me's  another  sun 
To  light  me  to  my  shame  ! 

Rocca.  Take  hope  and  comfort. 

MoutHf.  They  are  aids  indeed,  but  yet  as  far 
from  me 
As  I  from  being  innocent.  This  cave,  fashion'd 
By  provident  Nature  in  this  solid  rock. 
To  be  a  den  for  beasts,  alone  receives  me  ; 
And  having  proved  an  enemy  to  mankind. 
All  human  helps  forsake  me. 

Rocca.  rU  ne'er  leave  you ; 
And  wish  you  would  call  back  that  noble  courage. 
That  old  invincible  fortitude  of  yours, 
That  used  to  shrink  at  nothing. 

Mountf.  Then  it  did  not ; 
But  'twas  when  I  was  honest !  Then,  in  the  height 
Of  all  my  happiness,  of  all  my  glories. 
Of  all  ddights  that  made  life  precious  to  me, 
I  durst  die,  Rocca !  Death  itself  then  to  me 
Was  nothing  terrible,  because  I  knew 
The  fame  of  a  good  knight  would  ever  live 
Fresh  on  my  memory :  But  since  I  fell 
I    From  my  integrity,  and  dismissed  those  guards, 
Those  strong  assurances  of  innocence. 
That  constancy  fled  from  me ;  and,  what's  worse, 
Now  I  am  loathsome  to  myself,  and  life 
A  burden  to  me ;  racked  with  sad  remembrance 
Of  what  I  have  done,  and  mv  present  horrors 
UnsufTerable  to  me ;  torturca  with  despair 
That  I  shall  ne'er  find  mercy ;  hell  about  me. 
Behind  me,  and  before  me ;  yet  I  dare  not. 
Still  fearing  worse,  put  off  my  wretched  being ! 

Rocca.  To  see  tiiis  would  deter  a  doubtful  man 
From  mischievous  intents,  much  more  the  practice 
Of  what  is  wicked. 

Enter  Zamtbia. 

Here's  the  Moor ;  look  up,  sir  I 
Some  ease  may  come  from  her. 

Mountf,  New  trouble  rather, 
And  1  expect  it. 

Zan.  Who  is  this  ?  Mountferrat  ? 
Rise  up,  for  shame  1  and,  like  a  river  dried  up 


With  a  long  drought,  from  me,  your  bounteous  sea. 

Receive  those  tides  of  comfort  that  flow  to  you. 

If  ever  I  look'd  lovely ;  if  desert 

Could  ever  challenge  welcome ;  if  revenge. 

And  unexpected  wreak,  were  ever  pleasing. 

Or  could  endear  the  giver  of  such  blessings  ; 

All  these  I  come  adom'd  with,  and,  as  due. 

Make  challenge  of  those  so-long-wish'd  enobraces. 

Which  you,  unkind,  have  hitherto  denied  me. 

Mounif.  Why,  what  have  you  done  for  me  ? 

Zan.  Made  Gomera 
As  truly  miserable,  as  you  thought  him  happy : 
Could  you  wish  more  ? 

Mo»n{f.  As  if  his  sickness  could 
Recover  me !  The  injuries  I  received 
Were  Oriana's. 

Zan,  She  has  paid  dear  for  them  ; 
She's  dead. 

Mountf.  How ! 

Zan.  Dead ;  my  hate  could  reach  no  further. 
Taking  advantage  of  her  in  a  swoon. 
Under  pretence  to  give  a  cordial  to  her, 
I  poison'd  her. — What  stupid  dulness  is  thia  ? 
What  you  should  entertain  with  sacrifice. 
Can  you  receive  so  coldly  ? 

Mount/.  Bloody  deeds 
Are  grateful  offerings,  pleasing  to  the  devil ; 
And  thou,  in  thy  black  shape,  and  blacker  actions, 
Being  hell's  perfect  character,  art  delighted 
To  do  what  I,  though  infinitely  wicked. 
Tremble  to  hear.  Thou  hast,  in  this,  ta'en  finom  mc 
All  means  to  make  amends,  with  penitence. 
To  her  wrong'd  virtues,  and  despoil'd  me  of 
The  poor  remainder  of  that  hope  was  left  me. 
For  all  I  have  already,  or  must  suffer. 

Zan.  I  did  it  for  the  best. 

Mounif.  For  thy  worst  ends ! 
And  be  assured,  but  that  I  think  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent  what  thy  despair  must   forr^ 
To  do  unto  thyself,  and  so  to  add  to  [tlie« 

Thy  most  assured  damnation,  thou  wert  dead  novr, 
But,  get  thee  from  my  sight !  and  if  lust  of  me 
Did  ever  fire  thee  (love  I  cannot  call  it) 
Leap  down  from  those  steep  rocks,  or  take  ad  van  < 
Of  the  next  tree  to  hang  thyself,  and  then        [t^^^ 
I  may  laugh  at  it. 

Zan.  In  the  mean  time,  I  must 
Be  bold  to  do  so  much  for  you :  Ha,  ha ! 

Mount/.  Why  grinnest  diou,  devil  ? 

Zan.  That  'tis  in  my  power  j 

To  punish  thy  ingratitude.  I  made  trial 
But  how  you  stood  affected,  and  since  I  know 
I  am  used  only  for  a  property, 
I  can  and  will  revenge  it  to  the  full : 


«•■.  DQi  ToaaaDer 
Ion  kaqi  jonr  cxth- 

«««■(/.  Ai  I  dedre  to  prosper 
In-UImiiiCTUka! 

Zn.  1  uk  DO  more. 


SCENE  11.—^  Chureh. 
Buiir  MnuM,  NouiniiHi.  and  OoLonu. 
CpI.  Hat,  iir[  I  bare  got  the  kej  :  I  borrow'd  i 
Uf  hiB  tbU  Iceqw  the  church  ;  the  door  m  open. 
*"■  l-ook  to  the  baraei  then,  ud  plesM  th< 
Alhr  «  few  deration.,  TU  retire.  [felloir 

MMt  fcroff;  there  mar  be  »onie  u«e  of  you. 


Mir,  Thou  ciDSt  not  read. 
iVop.  1  hate  tpoil'd  mine  eye*  with  gunpowder. 
Mir.  IReadt,]    An    epitaph    upon   the    n 
lirtDoua  and  eicelleut  lady, 
rhe  honour  of  cbutilj,  Oriina. 
IVor.  The  Grand.maiter-B  liater  ?    how  a  deril 
came  ihe  here  ? 
When  slipt  ahe  out  o'  th'  way  ?  The  itaue'a  but 
half  upon  faer. 
Mir.  It  ia  a  gndden  change  1 — Certain  the  mil- 
chief 
Monutferrat  offer'd  to  her  broke  her  heart-atringa. 
"or,  'Would  he  were  here  I   I  would  be  llie 
clerk  myMlf, 
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And,  by  this  little  light,  I  would  bury  him  alive 
Here*8  no  lamenting  now.  [here. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh  ! 

Nor.  There  'tis. 

Mir.  Sure  from 
The  monument !  The  very  stone  groans  for  her. 
Oh,  dear  lady,  blessing  of  women,  virtue  of  thy 

sex  ; 
How  art  thou  set  for  ever,  how  stoVn  from  us ! 
Babbling  and  pratin^  now  converse  with  women. 

Nor.  Sir,  it  rises ;  it  looks  up ; 

[fiA«  rises  up/^om  a  tomb. 

Mir.  Heaven  bless  us  I 

Nor.  It  is  in  woman's  clothes.  It  rises  higher. 

Mir.  it  looks  about,  and  wonders  :  Sure  she 
Tis  she,  'tis  Oriana,  'tis  that  lady.        [lives,  sir  ! 

Nor.  Shall  I  go  to  her  ? 

Ori.  Where  am  I  ? 

Mir.  Stand  sail. 

Ori.  What  place  is  this  ? 

Nor.  She  is  as  live  as  I' am. 

Ori.  What  smell  of  earth,  and  rotten  bones? 
Lord,  whither  am  I  carried  ?       [what  dark  place  ? 

Nor.  How  she  stares. 
And  sets  her  eyes  upon  him  ! 

Mir.  How  is't,  dear  lady  ? 
Do  you  know  me  ? — how  she  shakes ! 

Ori.  You  are  a  man. 

Mir,  A  man  that  honours  you. 

Ori.  A  cruel  man  ; 
Ye  are  all  cruel !     Are  you  in  your  grave  too  } 
For  there's  no  trusting  cruel  man,  above  ground. 

Nor.  By'r  lady,  that  goes  hard  ! 

Mir.  To  do  you  service, 
And  to  restore  you  to  the  joys  you  were  in 

Ori.  I  was  in  joys  indeed,  and  hope 

Mir.  She  sinks  again  1 
Again  she's  gone,  she's  gone,  gone  as  a  shadow ! 
She  sinks  for  ever,  friend ! 

Nor,  She  is  cold  now  ! 
She  is  certainly  departed  :  I  must  cry  too. 

Mir.  The  blessed  angels  guide  thee !     Put  the 
stone  to. 
Beauty,  thou  art  gone  to  dust,  goodness  to  ashes  ! 

Nor,  Pray  take  it  well ;  we  must  all  have  our 
hours,  sir. 

Mir.  Ay,  thus  we  are ;  and  all  our  painted  glory 
A  bubble  that  a  boy  blows  into  the  air, 
And  there  it  breaks. 

Nor.  I  am  glad  you  saved  her  honour  yet* 

Mir.  'Would  I  had  saved  her  life  now  tool 
Oh,  Heaven, 
For  such  a  blessing,  such  a  timely  blessing  1 
Oh,  friend,  what  dear  content  'twould  be,  what 
To  keep  my  name  from  worms !  [story 

Ori.  Oh,  oh ! 

Nor.  She  lives  again ! 
'Twas  but  a  trance. 

Mir,  Pray  you  call  my  man  in  presently. 
Help  with  the  stone  first !     Oh,  she  stirs  again ! 
Oh,  call  my  man  !  away ! 

Nor.  1  fly,  I  fly,  sir !  [£*<«• 

Mir.  Upon  my  knees,  oh,  Heaven,  oh,  Heaven, 
I  thank  thee  ! 
The  living  heat  steals  into  every  member. 

Enter  Cou>ni«a  and  Noranoins. 

Come,  help  the  coflin  out  softly,  and  suddenly  1 
Where  is  the  clerk  f 

Col.  Drunk  above ;  he  is  sure,  sir. 


Mir,  Sirrah,  you  must  be  secret. 

Col.  As  your  soul,  sir. 

Mir,  Softly,  good  friend!  take  her  into    yoar 

Nor.  Put  in  the  crust  again.  [arms. 

Mir.  And  bring  her  out  there.     When   I  am 
a-horseback. 
My  roan  and  I  will  tenderly  conduct  her 
Unto  the  fort ;  stay  you,  and  watch  what  issue. 
And  what  inquiry's  for  the  body. 

Nor.  Well,  sir  ? 

Mir.  And  when  you  have  done,  comeback  to  me. 

Nor,  1  will. 

Mir,  Softly,  oh,  softly ! 

Nor.  She  grows  warmer  still,  sir. 

Col,  What  shall  I  do  with  the  key  ? 

Mir.  Thou  canst  not  stir  now  ; 
Leave  it  i'  the  door.     Go,  get  the  horses  ready. 

Enter  Rocca.  MouNTvaRRAT,  and  Zamthta  with  a  dark- 
la  nthom. 
Bocca.  The  door's  already  open,  the  key  in  it. 
Mountf.  What  were  those  past  by  ? 
Rocca.  Some  scout  of  soldiers,  I  think. 


Mount/.  It  may  be  well  so,   for  1  saw  their 
They  saw  not  us,  I  hope.  [horses  : 

Zan.  No,  no,  we  were  dose ; 
Beside,  they  were  far  off. 

Mounif.  What  time  of  night  is't  ? 

Zan,  Much  about  twelve,  I  think. 

Rocca.  Let  me  go  in  first ; 
For,  by  the  leaving  open  of  the  door  here^ 
There  may  be  somebody  in  the  church.       Give  me 
the  lanthom. 

Zan,  You'll  love  me  now,  I  hope. 

Mount/.  Make  that  good  to  me 
Your  promise  is  engaged  for. 

Zan,  Why,  she  is  there. 
Ready  prepared  ;  and  much  about  thia  time 
Life  will  look  up  again. 

Rocca.  Come  in  ;  all's  sure ; 
Not  a  foot  stirring,  nor  a  tongue. 

Mount/.  Heaven  bless  me  ! 
I  never  enter'd,  with  such  unholy  thoughti« 
This  place  before. 

Zan.  You  are  a  fearful  fool ! 
If  men  have  appetites  allowed  'em, 
And  warm  desires,  are  there  not  ends  too  for  'em  ? 

Mount/.  Whither  shall  we  carry  her  ? 

Rocca.  Why,  to  the  bark,  sir ; 
I  have  provided  one  already  waits  us  : 
The  wind  stands  wond'rous  fair  too  for  our  passa^. 

Zan.  And  there,  when  you  have  enjoy'd   her, 
(for  you  have  that  liberty) 
Letr  me  alone  to  send  her  to  feed  fishes  1 
I'll  no  more  sighs  for  her. 

Mount/,  Where  is  the  monument  ? 
Thou  art  sure  she  will  awake  about  this  time  ? 

Zan.  Most  sure. 
If  she  be  not  knockt  o'  th'  head.  Give  me  the  lant- 
Here  'tis. — How  is  this  ?  the  stone  off  ?        [horn  \ 

Rocca.  Ay,  and  nothing 
Within  the  monument,  that's  worse  ;  no  body, 
I  am  sure  of  that,  nor  sign  of  any  here, 
But  an  empty  coffin. 

Mount/.  No  lady  ? 

Rocca.  No,  nor  lord,  sir ; 
This  pie  has  been  cut  up  before. 

Zan.  Either  the  devil 
Must  do  these  tricks  — 

Mountf.  Or  thou,  damned  one,  worse  I 
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Tboa  blick  sirolii  pitchy  cloud  of  all  my  afflictions, 
Thott  night-hag,  gotten  when  the  bright  moon 

laller'd, 
ThM  hell  itself  confined  in  fleah,  what  trick  now  ? 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  quickly,  what  thy  mischief 
Hu  doae  with  her,  and  to  what  end,  and  whither 
Hkoa hast  remored  her  body;  or,  by  this  holy  place, 
'  T^k  aword  shall  cut  thee  into  thousand  pieces, 
A  tboQsand  thousand,  strew  thee  o'er  the  temple, 
i  sicrifioe  to  thy  black  sire,  the  devil ! 

Roeea.  Tell  him ;  you  see  he's  angry. 

Zan.  Let  him  burst ! 
Neither hia  sword  nor  anger  do  I  shake  at; 
Nor  vill  yield,  to  feed  hia  poor  suspicions, 
His  idle  jealousies,  and  mad -dogs'  heats, 
Oae  thought  against  myself.     You  have  done  a 

brave  deed, 
A  nanly,  and  a  valiant  piece  of  service, 
Vhea  yoQ  have  kill'd  me  I  reckon't  amongst  your 

battles! 
I  m.  sorry  you  are  so  poor,  so  weak  a  gentleman. 
Able  to  stend  no  fortune :  I  dispose  of  her  ? 
Mt  mischief  make  her  away  ?  a  likely  project, 
I  most  play  booty  against  myself  I     If  anything 
I UB  the  devfl,  and  the  devil's  heir ;         [cross  ye, 
All  plagues,  all  mischiefs 

Miuntf,  Will  you  leave,  and  do  yet  ? 

2a%.  I  have  done  too  much, 
Fv.  ht  too  much,  for  such  a  thankless  fellow  ! 
H I  be  devil,  you  created  me  : 
I  aerer  knew  those  arts,  nor  bloody  practices, 
't^wo'  your  cunning  heart,  that  mine  of  mis- 
Bffore  your  flatteries  won  'em  into  me. —  [chief!) 
Here  did  I  leave  her,  leave  her  with  that  certainty 
AboQt  this  hour  to  wake  again. 

Maitntf.  Where  is  she? 
^^  t«  the  last  demand. 

2«.  Did  I  now  know  it, 
•^  vera  I  sure  this  were  my  latest  minute, 
I  voold  Dot  tea  thee :  Strike,  and  then  I'U  curse 
thee. 

AwM.  1  see  a  ligfat.     Stand  dose,  and  leave 
Wc  ifl  miscarry  else.  [your  angers ! 

£Mrr  Gomsba,  and  Page  with  a  Torch. 

2n.  I  am  now  careless. 

^otmlf.  Peace,  pr'ythee  peace,  sweet !  peace  ! 

Z«.  Stand  close  then.  [all  friends  1 

C<H^  Wait  there,  boy,  with  the  light,  'tiU  I  caU 
totfaee.— 
|3  ditknesa  was  my  soul  and  senses  clouded 
*sen  my  ftir  jewel  fell,  the  night  of  jealousy 
}^  >ll  her  blackness  drawn  about  my  judgment ; 
>>  %ht  was  let  into  me,  to  distinguish 
^vixt  my  sudden  anger  and  her  honour : 
A  bfiod  sad  pilgrimage  shall  be  my  penance ; 
^5  comfort  of  the  day  will  I  look  up  at ; 
^v  darker  than  my  jealous  ignorance, 
^  place  of  my  abode  shall  be  ;  my  prayers 
^  ceremooiouB  lights  shall  set  off  more  ; 
^^  arms,  and  all  that  carry  lustre,  life, 
^ety,  and  solace,  1  forsake  ye  ! 
■*fw  »ere  it  not  once  more  to  see  her  beauties, 
\!?'  "^  ^  bed  of  death,  she  must  be  sweet  still) 
^00  her  cold  sad  lips  seal  my  repentance, 
loon  (^d  of  Heaven,  £ur  light,  I  could  not  miss 
thee. 

V«i«i/.  I  know  the  tongue :  'Would  I  were 
,  oatagain! 

<^ve  done  Urn  too  much  wrong  to  look  upon  him. 


Zan.  There  is  no  shifting  now ;  boldness  and 
confidence 
Must  carry  it  now  away :  He's  but  one  neither, 
Naked  as  you  are,  of  a  strength  far  under. 

Mount/.  But  he  has  a  cause  above  me  ! 

Zan.  That's  as  you  handle  it. 

Roeca.  Peace !  he  may  go  again,  and  never  see  us. 

Gom.  I  feel  I  weep  apace ;  but  where's  the  flood, 
The  torrent  of  my  tears,  to  drown  my  fisiult  in  ? 
I  would  I  could  now,  like  a  loaden  cloud, 
Begotten  in  the  moist  south,  drop  to  notliing  ! 
Give  me  the  torch,  boy. 

Rocea,  Now  he  must  discover  us. 

Zan.  He  has  already. — Never  hide  your  head  ; 
Be  bold  and  brave !  If  we  must  die,  together 

Gom.  Who's  there  ?  what  friend  to  sorrow? — 
The  tomb  wide  open  ? 
The  stone  off  too  ?  the  body  gone,  by  Heaven  I 
Look  to  the  door,  boy !  keep  it  fast ! — Who  are  ye  ? 
What  sacrilegious  villains  ? — False  Mountferrat, 
The  wolf  to  honour  !  has  thy  hellish  hunger 
Brought  thee  to  tear  the  body  out  o'  th'  tomb  too  ? 
Has  tiiy  foul  mind  so  far  wrought  on  thee  ? — Ha  ! 
Are  you  there  too  ?  Nay,  then  I  spy  a  viUainy 
I  never  dream'd  of  yet.    Thou  sinful  usher. 
Bred  from  that  rottenness,  thou  bawd  to  mischief, 
Do  you  blush  through  all  your  blackness  ?  will  not 

Zan,  I  cannot  speak.  [that  hide  it  ? 

Gom,  Yon  are  well  met,  with  your  dam,  sir. 
Art  thou  a  knight  ?  did  ever  on  &at  sword 
The  Christian  cause  sit  nobly?  could  that  hand 

fight. 
Guided  by  fame  and  fortune  ?  that  heart  inflame 
With  virtuous  fires  of  valour !  To  fall  off,      [thee. 
Fall  off  so  suddenly,  and  with  such  foulness. 
As  the  false  angels  did,  from  all  their  glory ! 
Thou  art  no  knight  1  Honour  thou  never  heardst  of. 
Nor  brave  desires  could  ever  build  in  that  breast ! 
Treason,  and  tainted  thoughts,  are  all  the  gods 
Thou  worship'st,  all  the  strength  thou  hast,  and 

fortune ! 
Thou  didst  things  out  of  fear,   and  false  heart, 

villain, 
Out  of  close  traps  and  treacheries;   they  have 

Mount/.  Thou  ravest,  old  man.       [rais'd  thee. 

Gwn.  Before  thou  get'st  off  from  me, 
Hadst  thou  the  glory  of  thy  first  fights  on  thee, 
(Which  thou  hast  basely  lost)  thy  noblest  fortunes. 
And  in  their  greatest  lustres,  I  would  make  thee. 
Before  we  part,  confess  (nay,  kneel,  and  do  it. 
Nay,  crying  kneel,  coldly,  for  mercy,  crying) 
Thou  art  the  recreant' st  rogue  time  ever  nourish'd  ; 
Thou  art  a  dog,  I  will  make  thee  swear,  a  dog  staved, 
A  mangy  cur  dog  !    Do  you  creep  behind  the  altar? 
Look  bow  it  sweats,  to  shelter  such  a  rascal ! 
First,  with  thy  venomous  tooth  infect  her  chaste 

Ufe, 
And  then  not  dare  to  do  ?  next,  rob  her  reA, 
Steal  her  dead  body  out  o'  th'  grave 

Moun^/.  I  have  not. 

Gom,  Pr'ythee,  come  out ;  this  is  no  place  to 
Valiant  Mountferrat,  come !  [quarrel  in) 

Mount/.  I  will  not  stir. 

Gom.  Thou  hast  thy  sword  about  thee, 
That  good  sword  that  ne'er  fail'd  thee :  Pr'ythee 

come ! 
We'll  have  but  five  strokes  for  it.     On,  on,  boy  ! 
Here  is  one  would  fain  be  acquainted  with  thee. 
Would  wond'rous  fain  cleave  that  calf  s  head  of 
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Come,  pr'ythee  let's  dispatch  I  the  moon  shines 

finely : 
Pr'ythee,  be  killed  by  me !  thoa  wilt  be  hang*d  else ; 
Bat,  it  may  be,  thou  longest  to  be  hang*d. 

JRoecd,  Oat  with  him,  sir  ! 
Yoa  shall  have  my  sword  too ;  when  he's  dispatched 
We  have  the  world  before  us.  [once. 

Gom.  WUt  thou  walk,  fellow? 
I  never  knew  a  rogue  hang  arse-ward  so, 
And  such  a  desperate  knave  too. 

Zdn.  Pray  go  with  him  I 
Something  I'll  promise  too. 

Mount/.  You  would  be  kill'd  then  ? 
No  remedy,  I  see. 

Gom.  If  thou  darest  do  it  ? 

Moufitf.  Yes,  now  I  dare.    Lead  out ;  I'll  fol- 
Under  the  mount  I'll  meet  you.      [low  presently ; 

Gom.  Go  before  me  ; 
I'll  have  you  in  a  string  too. 

Mount/.  As  I  am  a  gentleman, 
And  by  this  holy  place,  I  will  not  fail  thee. 
Ftor  not,  thou  shalt  be  kill'd,  take  my  word  for  it ; 
I  win  not  fail. 

Gom.  If  thou  icap'st,  thou  hast  cats'  luck, 
^e  mount  ? 

Mount/.  The  same.    Make  haste,  I  am  there 
before  else. 

Gom.  Go,  get  ye  home.    Now  if  he  'scape,  I 
am  cowutl. 

Mount/  Well,  now  I  am  resolved ;  and  he  shall 
find  it.  IBxeunU 


SCENE  llL—St.Thomiu'sFort. 
Bnter  Miraicda,  LucnrDA,  and  Colohita. 

Mir.  How  u  it  with  the  lady? 
Luo.  Sir,  as  well 
As  it  can  be  with  one,  who  feeling  knows  now 
What  is  the  curse  the  divine  justice  laid 
On  the  first  sinful  woman. 
Mir.  Is  she  in  travail  ? 

Lue.  Yes,  sir ;  and  yet  the  troubles  of  her  mind. 
Afflict  her  more  than  what  her  body  suffers  ; 
For,  in  the  extremity  of  her  pain,  she  cries  out, 
**  Why  am  I  here  ?  where  is  my  lord  Gomera  ?" 
Then  sometimes  names  Miranda,  and  then  sighs, 
As  if  to  speak,  what  questionless  she  loves  well, 
If  heard,  might  do  her  injury. 
Col.  Heaven's  sweet  mercy 
Look  gently  on  her  ! 

Mir.  Pr'ythee  teU  her,  my  prayers 
Are  present  with  her ;  and,  good  wench,  provide 
That  she  want  nothing  I  What's  thy  name  ? 
Luo.  Lucinda. 

Mir.  Lucinda  ?  there's  a  prosperous  omen  in  it  1 
Be  a  Lucina  to  her,  and  bring  word 
That  she  is  safe  delivered  of  her  burden. 
And  thy  reward's  thy  liberty. — lEsU  Lucinda.] 

•—Come,  Colonna, 
We  will  go  see  how  the  engineer  has  mounted 
The  cannon  the  Great-master  sent     Be  careful 
To  view  the  works,  and  learn  the  discipline 
That  is  used  here !  I  am  to  leave  the  world ; 
And  for  your  service,  which  I  have  found  faithful. 
The  charge  that's  mine,  if  I  have  any  power, 
Hereafter  may  concern  you. 

Coi.  I  still  find 
A  noble  master  in  you. 

Mir.  'Tis  but  justice ; 
Thou  dost  deserve  it  in  thy  care  and  duty.  IBxeunt. 


SCENE  lV.^Under  the  RampartM. 
Enter  Gojobba,  Moumtrkbrat,  Bocoa,  and  Zamthia. 

Gom.  Here's  even  ground ;  I'll  stir  no  foot  be- 
Before  I  have  thy  head.  [yond  it 

Mount/  Draw,  B,occa ! 

Gom.  Coward, 
Hath  inward  guilt  robb'd  thee  as  well  of  courage 
Ab  honesty,  that  without  odds  thou  darest  not 
Answer  a  single  enemy  ? 

Mount/  All  advantage 
That  I  can  take,  expect 

Rocca.  We  know  you  are  valiant ; 
Nor  do  we  purpose  to  make  further  trial 
Of  what  you  can  do  now,  but  to  dispatch  you. 

Mount/  And  therefore  fight  and  pray  together. 

Gom.  Villains, 
Whose  baseness  all  disgraceful  words  made  one 
Cannot  express !  so  strong  is  the  good  cause 
That  seconds  me,  that  you  shall  feel,  with  horror 
To  your  proud  hopes,  what  strength  is  in  that  arm, 
Though  old,  that  holds  a  sword  made  sharp  by 
justice. 

Zan.  You  come  then  here  to  prate  ?         iFi^kt. 

Mount/  Help,  Rocca,  now, 
Or  I  am  lost  for  ever ! — How  comes  this  ? 

[OoMUA  dUarmi  MouNrmiUT  ofMi  Rooca. 

Are  viUainy  and  weakness  twins? 

Roeea.  I  am  gone  too. 

Gom.  You  shall  not  'scape  me,  wretches ! 

Zan.  I  must  do  it ; 
All  will  go  wrong  else.  LDrawi  a  pMal  and  shoott  him. 

Gom.  Treacherous,  bloody  woman, 
What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Zan.  Done  a  poor  woman's  part, 
And  in  an  instant,  what  these  men  so  long 
Stood  fooling  for. 

Mountf.  This  aid  was  unexpected ; 
I  kiss  thee  for't. 

Rooca.  His  right  arm's  only  shot, 
And  that  compeU'd  him  to  forsake  his  aword ; 
He's  else  unwounded. 

Mountf.  Cut  his  throat  I 

Zan.  Forbear! — 
Yet  do  not  hope  'tis  with  intent  to  save  thee. 
But  that  thou  may'st  live  to  thy  further  torment, 
To  see  who  triumphs  over  thee.    Come,  Moont- 

ferrat. 
Here  join  thy  foot  to  mine,  and  let  our  hearts 
Meet  with  our  hands  !  The  contract  that  is  made 
And  cemented  with  blood,  as  this  of  ours  is, 
Is  a  more  holy  sanction,  and  much  surer. 
Than  all  the  superstitious  ceremonies 
You  Christians  use. 

Enter  NoRAiroiiia. 

Rocea.  Who's  this  ? 

Mountf.  Betray'd  again? 

Nor.  By  the  report  it  made,  and  by  the  wind, 
The  pistol  was  discharged  here. 

Gom.  Norandine, 
As  ever  thou  loved'st  valour^  or  wear'st  anna 
To  punish  baseness,  shew  it  1 

Nor.  Oh,  the  devil  I 
Gomera  wounded,  and  my  brache,  Black  Beauty, 
An  actor  in  it  ? 

Zan.  If  thou  strikest,  I'll  shoot  thee. 

Nor.  How !  fright  me  with  your  pot-gun  ?- 
What  art  thou? 


I. 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 


149 


I 


Good  HeiTen,  the  rpgae,  the  traitor  roguey  Mount- 

fisrat ! 
To  swinge  the  nest  of  you,  is  a  sport  nnlook'd  for. 
Hdl'»  pbgaes  oonsume  yon ! 

Mmmif,  As  thon  art  a  man, 
(,I  am  woonded)  gire  me  time  to  answer  thee ! 
G«s.  Durst  thou  urge  this  ?  this  hand  can  hold 

a  sword  yet. 
AV.  Well  done  !  to  see  this  yillain  makes  my 
hurts 
Bleed  fresh  ^gain ;  but  had  I  not  a  bone  whole, 
Ib  fsdi  a  canse  I  should  do  thus,  thus,  rascals  ! 

iRuthes  agaisut  tkem. 

BmUr  CSotpoial  and  Watoh. 

Corp.  Disarm  them,  and  shoot  any  that  resists. 
C«i.  Hold  corporal  I  I  am  Gomera. 


Nor.  'Tis  well  yet,  thst  once  in  an  age  you  can 
Remember  what  you  watch  for :  I  had  thought, 
You  had  again  been  making  out  your  parties 
For  sucking  pigs  :  'Tis  weU.     As  you  will  answer 
The  contrary  with  your  lives,  see    these  fortii- 

Corp.  That  we  shall  do.  [coming  ! 

[7ft«y  seize  MoinrrrciuiAT,  Rocca,  and  Zajtihia. 

Nor.  You  bleed  apace. — Good  soldiers, 
Go  help  him  to  a  surgeon. 

Roeca.  [7*o  Mountfbrrat.]  Dare  the  worst, 
And  suffer  like  yourself. 

Zan.  From  me  learn  courage. 

Nor,  Now  for  Miranda  I  this  news  will  be  to 

As  welcome  as  'tis  unexpected. — Corporal,      [him 

There's  something  for  thy  care  to-night.      My 

horse  there !  [Exeunt. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I An  Apartment  in  the  Fort. 

Enter  Obiaka  and  Luciitda. 

Ori  How  does  my  boy  ? 

Lve.  Oh,  wond'rous  lusty,  madam  ; 
A  little  kni^t  already :  You  shall  live 
To  fee  him  toss  a  Turk. 

Ori.  Gende  Lucinda, 
Much  must  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  service ; 
Afld  ouy  I  grow  but  stroug  to  see  Valetta, 
My  hisband,  and  my  brother,  thou  shalt  find 
I  vSl  not  barely  thank  thee. 

&Uer  MfRAHDA,  NoRAinuHB,  and  Golonna. 

Mir.  Look,  captain,  we  must  ride  away  this 
morning ! 
1^  Anborge  sits  to-day,  snd  the  Great-master 
Writes  plamly,  I  must  or  deliver  in 
(The  ynr  expired)  my  probation-weed, 
Or  tike  the  cloak.    You  likewise,  Norandine, 
For  your  lull  service,  and  your  Ust  assistance 
b  fidie  Mouatferrat's  apprehension, 
Arc  here  commanded  to  associate  me, 
My  twin  in  this  high  honour. 

^cr.  I  win  none  on't  I — Do  they  think  to  bind 
&e  to  live  dtaste,  sober,  and  temperately,  all  days 
of  mj  life  ?  They  may  as  soon  tie  an  Englishman 
to  lire  so ! — ^I  shall  be  a  sweet  Dane,  a  sweet  cap- 
'•aia,  go  op  and  down  drinking  small-beer,  snd 
"vanag,  ^OdaNeaffuet ! — ^No ;  I'll  live  a  squire 
at  ifBs  still ;  and  do  thou  so  too,  an  thou  be*8t 
"^  I  have  found  the  mystery  now  why  the  gen- 
^^cnca  wear  but  three  bars  of  the  cross,  and  the 
^2B|l^  the  whole  one. 

Mir.  Why,  captain  ? 

3ror.  Marry,  sir,  to  put  us  in  remembrance,  we 
vt  hvt  three-quarters  crossed  in  our  licence  and 
pi^asores;  but  the  poor  knights  crossed  altoge- 
^.  The  brothers  at  arms  may  yet  meet  with 
their  sisters  at  arms,  now  and  then,  in  brotherly 
bvc ;  but  the  poor  knights  cannot  get  a  lady  for 
kire  nor  money :  'tis  not  so  in  other  countries,  I 
*u«  Pray  haste  you  I  for  I'll  along,  and  see  what 
«iil  ooae  on't.  lExit. 

Mir,  Colonna,  provide  straight  all  necessaries 
For  this  reaiove,  the  litter  for  the  lady. 
And  let  I^ucimls  bear  her  company  1 
YoQ  iball  attend  on  me. 

Co/.  With  oU  my  duties.  IBxU. 


Mir,  How  fare  you,  gracious  mistress? 

Ori,  Oh,  Miranda, 
You  pleased  to  honour  me  with  that  fair  title 
When  I  was  free,  and  could  dispose  myself; 
But  now,  no  smile,  no  word,  no  look,  no  touch. 
Can  I  impart  to  any,  but  as  theft 
From  my  Gomera ;  and  who  dares  accept 
Is  an  usurper. 

^Mir,    Leave    us.    ISxit  Lucinda.]    I   have 
touch'd  thee,  [Aside. 

Thou  fairer  virtue,  than  thou  art  beautiful  1 
Hold  but  this  test,  so  rich  an  ore  wfts  never 
Tried  by  the  hand  of  man,  on  the  vast  earth. — 
Sit,  brightest  Oriana  I     Is  it  sin 
Still  to  profess  I  love  you,  still  to  vow 
I  shall  do  ever  ?    Heaven  my  witness  be, 
'Tis  not  your  eye,  your  cheek,  your  tongue,  no  part 
That  superficially  doth  snare  young  men. 
Which  has  caught  me !  Read  over  in  your  thoughts 
The  story  that  this  man  hath  made  of  you, 
And  think  upon  his  merit. 

Ori.  Only  thought 
Can  comprehend  it ! 

Mir,  And  can  you  be 
So  cruel,  thankless,  to  destroy  hb  youth 
That  saved  your  honour,  gave  you  double  life. 
Your  own,  and  your  fiur  infant's  ?   that  when 

Fortune 
(The  blind  foe  to  all  beauty,  that  is  good) 
Bandied  you  from  one  hazard  to  another, 
Was  even  Heaven's  messenger,  by  Providence 
Call'd  to  the  temple,  to  receive  you  there 
Into  these  arms,  to  give  ease  to  your^ throes, 
As  ift  had  thunder'd ;  take  thy  due,  Miranda, 
For  she  was  thine  1  Gomera's  jealousy 
Struck  death  unto  thy  heart ;  to  him  be  dead, 
And  live  to  me,  that  gave  thee  second  life  !^ 
Let  me  but  now  enjoy  thee !  Oh,  regard 
The  torturing  fires  of  my  affections ! 

Ori,  Oh,  master  them,  Miranda,  as  I  mine  ! 
Who  follows  his  desires,  such  tyrants  serves 
As  will  oppress  him  insupportably. 
My  flames,  Miranda,  rise  as  high  as  thine. 
For  I  did  love  thee  'fore  my  marriage ; 
Yet  would  I  now  consent,  or  could  I  think 
Thou  wert  in  earnest,  (which,  by  all  the  souls 
That  have  for  chastity  been  sanctified, 
I  cannot)  in  a  moment  I  do  know 
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Thou  wouldst  call  fair  Temperance  up  to  role  thy 

blood. 
Thy  eye  was  ever  chaste,  thy  coonteziaiice  too, 

honest, 
And  all  thy  wooings  was  like  maidens'  talk. 
Who  yieldeth  unto  pleasures,  and  to  lust, 
Is  a  poor  captive,  that  in  golden  fetters 
And  precious,  as  he  thinks,  but  holding  gyves, 
Frets  out  his  life. 

Aftr.  Find  such  another  woman. 
And  take  her  for  his  labour,  any  man  ! 

Ori,  I  was  not  worthy  of  tliee,  at  my  best, 
(Heaven  knew  I  was  not ;  I  had  had  thee  else) 
Much  less  now,  gentle  sir.    Miranda's  deeds 
Have  been  as  white  as  Oriana*s  fame. 
From  the  beginning  to  this  point  of  time, 
And  shall  we  now  begin  to  stain  both  thus  ? 
Think  on  the  legend  which  we  two  shall  breed. 
Continuing  as  we  are,  for  chastest  dames 
And  boldest  soldiers  to  peruse  and  read. 
Ay,  and  read  thorough,  free  from  any  act 
To  cause  the  modest  cast  the  book  away, 
And  the  most  honoured  captain  fold  it  up. 

Mir,  Fairest,  let  go  my  hand  I  my  pulse  beats 
thick, 
And  my  moved  blood  rides  high  in  every  vein  ! — 
Lord  of  thyself  now,  soldier,  and  ever ! 
I  would  not  for  Aleppo,  this  frail  bark. 
This  bark  of  flesh,  no  better  steers-man  had 
Than  has  Mountferrat's. — May  you  kiss  me,  lady  ? 

Ori,  No ;  though  it  be  no  essential  injury, 
It  is  a  circumstance  due  to  my  lord. 
To  none  else ;  and,  my  dearest  friend,  if  hands 
Playing  together  kindle  heat  in  you. 
What  may  the  game  at  lips  provoke  unto  ? 

Mir.  Oh,  what  a  tongue  is  here !    Whilst  she 
doth  teach 
My  heart  to  hate  my  fond  unlawful  love, 
She  talks  me  more  in  love,  with  love  to  her ; 
My  fires  she  quencheth  with  her  arguments. 
But  as  she  breathes  'em  they  blow  fresher  fires. — 
Sit  further  I  now  my  flame  cools.  Husband  !  wife  I 
There  is  some  holy  mystery  in  those  names 
That  sure  the  unmarried  cannot  understand. 

Ori,  Now  thou  art  straight,  and  dost  enamour 
So  far  beyond  a  carnal  earthly  love,  [me 

My  very  soul  dotes  on  thee,  and  my  spirits 
Do  embrace  thine ;  my  mind  doth  thy  mind  kiss ; 
And  in  this  pure  conjunction  we  enjoy 
A  heavenlier  pleasure  than  if  bodies  met : 
This,  this  is  perfect  love!  the  other  short, 
Yet  languishing  fruition.     Every  swain 
And  sweating  groom  may  clasp,  but  ours  refined 
Two  in  ten  ages  cannot  reach  unto. 
Nor  is  our  spiritual  love  a  barren  joy; 
For  mark  what  blessed  issue  we'll  b^t, 
(Dearer  than  children  to  posterity) 
A  great  example  to  men's  continence. 
And  women's  chastity ;  that  is  a  child 
More  fair  and  comfortable,  than  any  heir ! 

Mir,  If  all  wives  were  but  such,  Lust  would 
One  comer  to  inhabit ;  sin  would  be         [not  find 
So  strange,  remission  superfluous.— 
But  one  petition,  I  have  done. 

Ori.  What,  sweet  ? 

Mir,  To  call  me  lord,  if  the  hard  hand  of  death 
Seize  on  Gomera  first. 

Ori,  Oh,  much  too  worthy. 
How  much  you  undervalue  your  own  price. 
To  give  your  unbought  self  for  a  poor  woman, 


That  has  been  once  sold,  used,  and  lost  her  show ! 

I  am  a  garment  worn,  a  vessel  crack'd, 

A  zone  untied,  a  lily  trod  upon, 

4  fragrant  flower  cropt  by  another's  hand, 

My  colour  sullied,  and  my  odour  changed. 

If  when  I  was  new-blossom'd,  I  did  fbar 

Myself  unworthy  of  Miranda's  spring. 

Thus  over-blown,  and  seeded,  I  am  rather 

Fit  to  adorn  his  chimney  than  his  bed. 

Mir,  Rise,  miracle !  save  Malta  with  thy  vir- 
tue ! — 
If  words  could  make  me  proud,  how  haa  she  spoke ! 

lApari. 

Yet  I  will  try  her  to  the  very  block. — 
Hard-hearted  and  uncivil  Oriana, 
Ingrateful  payer  of  my  industries. 
That  with  a  soft  painted  hypocrisy 
Cozen'st  and  jeer'st  my  perturbation, 
Expect  a  witty  and  a  fell  revenge ! 
My  comfort  is,  all  men  will  think  thee  false : 
Beside,  thy  husband,  having  been  thus  long 
(On  this  occasion)  in  my  fort,  and  power — 

Enter  Norakdink,  Colonna,  and  Lucinoa  teitk  a  Child. 

I'll  hear  no  more  words  ! — Captain,  let's  away ! 
With  all  care  see  to  her ;  and  you,  Lucinda, 
Attend  her  diligently :  She  is  a  wonder  1 

Nor.  Have  you  found  she  was  well  delivered  ? 
What,  had  she  a  good  midwife  ?  is  all  well  ? 

Mir,  You  are  merry,  Norandine. 

Luc.  Why  weep  you,  lady  ? 

Ori,  Take  the  poor  babe  along. 

Col,  Madam,  'tis  here. 

Ori,  Dissembling  death,  why  didst  thou  let  me 
live 
To  see  this  change,  my  greatest  cause  to  grieve  ? 


SCENE  XL— Valktta.    The  Hall  of  the  Order. 

A  SjfnneL  Enter  AsroaiUi,  CAsniiaT,  Tajlctta,  Go- 
usRA,  Knights;  MouNTPaanAT  guarded  bp  Coxponl 
and  Soldiers ;  Zahthia  ;  a  Gentteman  wilh  a  cloaJtt 
necrdt  and  spun. 

Vol,  A  tender  husband  hast  thou  shew'd  thyself. 
My  dearest  brother,  and  thy  memory, 
After  thy  life,  in  brazen  characters 
Shall  monulmentaUy  be  registered 
To  ages  consequent,  till  "Hme's  running  hand 
Beats  back  the  world  to  undistinguish'd  chaos. 
And  on  the  top  of  that  thy  name  shall  stand 
Fresh,  and  without  decay. 

Gom,  Oh,  honour'd  sir  ! 
If  hope  of  this,  or  any  bliss  to  come. 
Could  lift  my  load  of  grief  off  from  my  aonl, 
Or  expiate  the  trespass  'gainst  my  wife. 
That  in  one  hour*s  suspicion  I  begat, 
I  might  be  won  to  be  a  man  again. 
And  fare  like  other  husbands,  sleep  and  eat, 
Laugh,  and  forget  my  pleasing  penitence ; 
But  'till  old  Nature  can  make  such  a  wife 
Again,  I  vow  ne'er  to  resume  the  ordec 
And  habits  that  to  men  are  necessary ; 
All  breath  111  spend  in  sighs,  all  sound  in  groans, 
And  know  no  company  but  my  wasting  moans. 

Aato,  This  will  be  wilful  murder  on  yourself, 
Nor  like  a  Christian  do  you  bear  the  chance 
Which  the  inscrutable  will  of  Heaven  admits. 

Gom.  What  would  you  have  my  weakness  do, 
Sufier'd  itsdf  thus  to  be  practised  on  [that 
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Bj  a  duDuM  heU-bonnd,  and  his  agent  dam, 

Tbe  impioiis  midwife  to  abortive  births, 

And  aid  instroment  to  his  decrees  ? 

Bf  foT^aj  they  first  assailed  her  life» 

HesTeo  pUjing  with  ns  yet  in  that,  he  wrought 

Mt  detrest  friend,  the  servant  to  her  Tirtue, 

To  combat  me,  against  his  mistress'  truth. 

That  yet  effectless,  this  enchanting  witch 

Bred  bsseftil  jealousy  against  my  lady, 

Mf  Boost  immaculate  lady,  which  seiz'd  on  her 

Almose  to  death.     Oh,  yet,  not  yet  content, 

9w  in  my  hand  pat  (to  restore  her  life, 

As  I  imagined)  what  did  execute 

Their  devitish  malice.     Further,  great  with  child 

Was  this  poor  innocent :  That  too  was  lost ; 

Thej  doubled  death  upon  her !   Not  staying  there, 

Thej  have  done  Tiolence  unto  her  tomb, 

Not  granting  rest  unto  her  in  the  grave. 

1  wish  Miranda  had  enjoy'd  my  prize ; 

For  sure  I  am  puniah'd  for  usurping  her. 

Oh,  what  a  tiger  is  resisted  lust  1 

How  it  doth  forage  all ! 

Mwntf.  P«ut  of  this  tale 
I  grant  you  true  ;  but  'twas  not  poison  given  her. 

Z§n,  I  would  it  had  1  we  had  been  far  enough. 
If  we  had  been  so  wise ;  and  had  not  now 
Stood  cnrt'sing  for  your  mercies  here. 

MwnUf.  Bedde, 
What  is  become  o'  th'  body  we  know  not. 

Vol.  Peace,  impudents  I 
And,  dear  Gomera,  practise  patience. 
As  I  myself  must :  By  some  means  at  last 
We  shidl  dissolve  this  riddle. 

GoM.  Wherefore  comes 
titie  villain  in  the  festival  array. 
As  if  he  triumph'd  for  his  treachery  ? 

Ct^i.  That  is  by  our  appointment:   Give  us 
Yw  shall  know  why  anon.  [leave ; 

Enter  one  aftke  Eflgnard. 

£9.  The  gentlemen  are  come. 
yd.  Trace  then  awhile 
Widk  our  sad  thoughts !— 

EnUr  MxMA3n>A,  NoRAHDiifa,  and  CouamiA. 

What,  are  ye  both  resolved  ? 

A'er.  Kot  I,  my  lord  :  Your  downright  captain 
stiU 
I*il  live,  and  serve  you.    Not  that  altogether 
I  vuit  compunction  of  conscience ; 
I  hare  enough  to  save  me,  and  that's  all : 
Bit  me  finom  drink,  and  drabs  ?  even  hang  me  too ! 
Voa  mast  even  make  your  captains  capons  first  I 
I  hsfe  too  much  flesh  for  this  spiritual  knight- 
Asd  therefore  do  desire  forbearance,  sir,       [hood, 
Tiil  1  am  older,  or  more  mortified  ; 
I  an  too  sound  yet. 

Vol.  What  say  you,  Miranda  ? 

^ir.  With  all  pure  zeal  to  Heaven,'duty  to  you, 
I  come  to  undergo  it. 

^a'.  Proceed  to  th'  ceremony. 

Gmi.  Before  you  match  with  this  bright  ho- 
nonr'd  title, 
Admired  Miranda,  pardon  that  in  thought 
I  efer  did  transgress  against  your  virtue ; 
Aod  may  you  find  more  joy  with  your  new  bride, 
^^  p<x>r  Gomera  e'er  enjoy'd  with  his  ! 
^Bat  'tvis  mine  own  crime,  and  1  suffer  for't.) 
^og  wear  your  dignity,  and  worthily, 
^^^ulst  I  obscurely  in  some  comer  vanish ! 


Mir.  Have  stronger  thoughts,   and  better. — 
First,  I  crave. 
According  to  the  order  of  the  court, 
I  may  dispose  my  captives,  and  the  fort. 
That  with  a  clean  and  purified  heart 
The  fitlier  I  may  indue  my  robe. 

AIL  'Tis  granted. 

Enter  Osuava  veiUd,  Ladies,  Lucikda  toi^  a  Child. 

Mir,  Bring  the  captives  I — To  your  chaige 
And  staid  tuition,  my  most  noble  friend, 
I  then  commend  this  lady.  Start  not  off ; 
A  fairer  and  a  chaster  never  lived. 
By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  guardian ; 
For  telling  her  I  was  to  leave  my  fort. 
And  to  alMindon  quite  all  worldly  cares. 
Her  own  request  was,  to  Gomera's  hands 
She  might  be  given  in  custody,  for  she  had  heard 
He  was  a  gentleman,  wise,  and  temperate, 
Full  of  humanity  to  women-kind. 
And  'cause  he  had  been  married,  knew  the  better 
How  to  entreat  a  lady. 

Vol.  What  countrywoman  is  she? 

Mir,  Bom  a  Greek. 

Val,  Gomera,  'twill  be  barbarous  to  deny 
A  lady,  that  unto  your  refuge  flies. 
And  seeks  to  shrowd  her  under  Virtue's  wing. 

Gom,  Excuse  me,  noble  sir  I     Oh,  think  me 
not 
So  dull  a  devil,  to  forget  the  loss 
Of  such  a  matchless  wife  as  I  possess' d, 
And  ever  to  endure  the  sight  of  woman  ! 
Were  she  the  abstract  of  her  sex  for  form. 
The  only  warehouse  of  perfection. 
Were  there  no  rose  nor  lily  but  her  cheek. 
No  music  but  her  tongue,  virtue  but  here. 
She  must  not  rest  near  me.  My  vow  is  graven 
Here  in  my  heart,  irrevocably  breathed ; 
And  when  I  break  it 

Asto.  This  is  rudeness,  Spaniard ; 
Unseasonably  you  play  the  Timonist, 
Put  on  a  disposition  is  not  yours. 
Which  neither  fits  you,  nor  becomes  you. 

Gwn,  Sir 

CasL  We  cannot  force  you,  but  we  would  per- 
suade. 

Gom.  Beseech  you,  sir,  no  more !  I  am  resolved 
To  forsake  Malta,  tread  a  pilgrimage 
To  fair  Jerusalem,  for  my  lady's  soul. 
And  vrill  not  be  diverted. 

jifir.  You  must  bear 
This  child  along  with  ye  then. 

Gfm.  WhatchUd? 

All  How's  this? 

JIfir.  Nay,  then,  Gomera,  thou  art  mjunous  ! 
This  child  is  thine,  and  this  rejected  lady 
Thou  hast  as  often  knovra  as  thine  own  wife  ; 
And  this  I'll  make  good  on  thee,  vrith  my  sword. 

Gom,  Thou  durst  as  well  blaspheme  ! — If  such 
a  scandal — 
(I  crave  the  rights  due  to  a  gentleman) 
Woman,  unveil ! 

Ori,  Will  you  refuse  me  yet  ?  lUnveUing, 

Gom.  My  vrife ! 

Val.  My  sister ! 

Gom.  Somebody  thank  Heaven ! 
I  cannot  speak. 

All.  All  praise  be  ever  given  I 

Mount/.  This  saves  our  lives.    Yet  'would  she 
had  been  dead !  [^jMirt. 


152 


THE  KNIGHT  OF  MALTA. 


ACT  ▼. 


The  very  sight  of  her  afflicts  me  more 
Than  fear  of  punishment,  or  my  disgrace* 

Vol,  How  came  yon  to  the  temple  ? 

Mir,  Sir,  to  do 
My  poor  devotions,  and  to  offer  thanks 
For  scaping  a  temptation  near  performed 
With  this  fair  virgin. — I  restore  a  wife 
Earth  cannot  paraJlel;  and,  busy  Nature, 
If  thou  wilt  still  make  women,  but  remember 
To  work  'em  by  this  sampler ! — ^Take  heed,  air. 
Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  sir. 

Gom.  When  I  do, 
Death  take  me  suddenly  I 

Mir,  To  increase  your  happiness, 
To  your  best  wife  take  this  addition. 

ISlunMhimtheehm. 

Gom.  Alack,  my  poor  knave  1 

Vol.  The  confession 
The  Moor  made,  it  seems,  waa  truth. 

Nor.  Marry  was  it,  sir ;  the  only  truth  that 
ever  issued  out  of  hell,  which  her  black  jaws  re- 
semble.  A  plague  o'  your  bacon-face  !  you  must 
be  giving  drinks  with  a  veugeanoe!  Ah,  thou 
branded  bitch  ! — Do  you  stare,  goggles  ? — I  hope 
to  make  winter- boots  o'  thy  hide  yet ;  she  fears 
not  damning  !  Hell-fire  cannot  parch  her  blacker 
than  she  is. — Do  you  grin,  chimney-sweeper  ? 

Ori.  What  is't  Miranda  ? 

Mir.  That  you    would  please  Lucinda  might 
attend  you. 

Col.  That  suit,  sir,  I  consent  not  to. 

IThrowi  eJjfhU  disffuin. 

Luo.  My  husband? 
My  dearest  Angelo  ? 

Nor.  More  jiggam-bobs  ? — Is  not  this  the  fel- 
low that  swam  like  a  duck  to  the  shore  in  our  sea- 
service  ? 

Col,  The  very  same.  Do  not  you  know  me  now, 
sir  ? 
My  name  is  Angelo,  though  Colonna  veil'd  it. 
Your  countryman  and  kinsman,  bom  in  Florence ; 
Who  from  the  neighbour-island  here  of  Goza 
Was  captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  day 
When  the  Turk  bore  with  him  three  thousand  souls. 
Since,  in  Constantinople  have  I  lived. 
Where  I  beheld  this  Turkish  damsel  fint. 
A  tedious  suitor  was  I  for  her  love ; 
And,  pitying  such  a  beauteous  case  should  hide 
A  soul  prophaned  with  infidelity, 
I  laboured  her  conversion,  with  my  ]pve, 
And  doubly  won  her :  To  £ur  faith  her  soul 
She  first  betrothed,  and  then  her  fidth  to  me. 
But  fearful  there  to  consummate  this  contract. 
We  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta'en  again 
By  those  same  gallies  'fore  Yaletta  fought : 
Since,  in  your  service  I  attended  here. 
Where,  what  I  saw  and  heard  hath  joy'd  me  mo^e 
Than  all  my  past  afflictions  grieved  before. 

Vol.  Wonders  crown  wonders  I    Take  thy  wife. 
— Miranda, 
Be  henceforth  call'd  our  Malta's  better  angel ; 
And  thou  her  evil,  Mountferrat. 

Nor.  We'll  call  him  Cacodemon,  with  his  black 
gib  there,  his  Succuba,  his  devil's  seed,  his  spawn 
of  Phlegethon,  that,  o'  my  conscience,  was  bred  o' 
the  spume  of  Cocytn8.-<-Do  you  snarl,  you  black 
Gill  ?  She  looks  like  the  picture  of  America. 

Vol.  Why  stay  we  now  ? 

Mir.  This  last  petition  to  the  court ; 
I  may  bequeath  the  keeping  of  my  fort 


To  this  my  kinsman,  toward  the  maintenaaoe 
Of  him  and  his  har  virtuous  wife :  Discreet, 
Loyal,  and  valiant,  I  dare  give  him  you. 

Val.  You  must  not  ask  in  vain,  sir. 

Col.  My  best  thanks 
To  you,  my  noble  cousin,  and  my  sendee 
To  the  whole  court :  May  I  deserve  this  boonty  \ 

Val.  Proceed  to  th'   ceremony.     One  of  oar 
Degrade  Mountferrat  first !  [Esgnard 

Mount/.  I  will  not  sue 
For  mercy ;  'twere  in  vain :  Fortune,  tiiy  vrorst ! 

iMusie. 

A  curtain  it  drawn.  An  altar  diseowr'd,  wiik  tmpert 
and  a  book  on  it.  The  two  BUhops  «taJMf  on  toA 
tide  of  it  i  MouMTFBiaAT,  Of  th€  9€ing  it  tingimgt  is 
led  up  the  altar. 

See,  see,  the  stain  of  honour,  Ylrtae^foe, 
Of  virginB'  fiUr  fames  the  foul  orerthiow ! 
That  broken  hath  his  oath  of  ohaattity. 
Dishonour'd  muoh  thJs  holy  dignity. 
Off  with  his  robe,  expel  him  forth  this  place. 
Whilst  we  rajoioe,  and  sing  at  his  disgiaoe  I 

Val.  Since  by  thy  actions  thou  hast  made  thyself 
Unworthy  of  that  worthy  sign  thou  wear'st. 
And  of  our  sacred  order,  into  which 
For  former  virtues  we  received  thee  first. 
According  to  our  statutes,  ordinances. 
For  praise  unto  the  good,  a  terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  example  to  all  men ; 
We  here  deprive  thee  of  our  habit,  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  society. 
From  which  we  do  expel  thee,  as  a  rotten* 
Corrupted,  and  contagions  member. 

Esg.  Using  th'  au&ority  the  superior 
Hath  given  unto  me,  I  untie  this  knot. 
And  take  from  thee  the  pleasing  yoke  of  Heaven : 
We  take  frx>m  off  thy  breast  tl&  holy  cross, 
Which  thou  hast  made  thy  burden,  not  thy  prop ; 
Thy  spurs  we  spoil  thee  of,  leaving  thy  heela 
Bare  of  thy  honour,  that  have  kick'd  against 
Our  order's  precepts ;  next,  we  reave  thy  sword, 
And  give  thee  armless  to  thy  enemies. 
For  being  foe  to  goodness,  and  to  God ; 
Last,  'bout  thy  stiff  neck  we  this  halter  hang, 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  court. 

Val.  Invest  Miranda. 

SONG. 

Fair  child  of  Tlrtue.  Honoor's  bloom. 
That  here  with  burning  seal  dort  oome. 
With  Joy  to  ask  the  white-oroas  cloak. 
And  yield  unto  this  pleasing  yoke  I 
That  being  young,  vowb  chastity. 
And  chuaest  wilful  poverty ; 
As  this  flame  mounts,  so  mount  Uiy  seal !  thy  glofy 
Rise  past  the  stars,  and  fix  in  Heaven  thy  stoiy  ! 

1  Bithop.  What  crave  you,  gentle  sir  ? 
JIftr.  Humble  admittance 

To  be  a  brother  of  the  holy  hospital 
Of  great  Jerusalem. 

2  Bishop.  Breathe  out  your  vow. 

Mir.  To  Heaven,  and  all  the  bendi  of  saints 
(Whose  succour  I  implore  to  enable  me)     [above, 
I  vow  henceforth  a  chaste  lifo ;  not  to  enjoy 
Anything  proper  to  myself;  obedience 
To  my  superiors,  whom  leligion 
And  Heaven  shall  give  me ;  ever  to  defend 
The  virtuous  fiune  of  ladies,  and  to  oppugn 
Even  unto  death  the  Christian  enemy : 
This  do  I  vow  to  accomplidi  1 
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E99.  Who  can  tell, 
Hm  he  made  other  tow,  or  promised  marriage 
To  any  one,  or  is  in  servitude  ? 

AH.  He's  finee  from  ail  these. 

1  Bishop,  Put  on  his  spurs,  and  gird  him  with 

Uie  sword. 
Hie  auomge  of  infidels,  and  types  of  speed. 
BaildeaC  thy  fidth  on  this  ?  {FretenUng  the  crot». 

Mir^  On  him  that  died 
On  m^  a  sacred  figure,  for  onr  sins. 

2  JSiskop.  Here  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left  side, 

for 
Thy  mavBse  of  fiuth.  Christian    defence,  and 


I    To  th'  poor ;  and  thus  near  to  thy  heart  we  plant  it, 
That  tfaoa  mayst  lore  it  even  with  all  thy  heart ; 

I    With  thy  rig^t-hand  protect,  preserve  it  whole  ; 

I    For  if  thon  lighting  'gainst  Heaven's  enemies 
Sbait  fly  nway,  abandoning  the  cross, 

I    The  cnsi^  of  thy  holy  general, 

With  shame  thou  justly  shalt  be  robb'd  of  it, 
Chased  from  oar  company,  and  cut  away 

I    As  aa  infiectiona  putrified  limb. 


ilffr.  I  ask  no  favoor. 

1  Bishop,  Then  receive  the  yoke 
Of  him  that  makes  it  sweet  and  light ;  in  which 
Thy  soul  find  her  eternal  rest. 

[iPwtr  the  erast  on  him. 

Vol,  Most  welcome ! 

All,  Welcome,  our  noble  brother ! 

Vol,  Break  up  the  court.— Mountferrat,  though 
your  deeds. 
Conspiring  'gainst  the  lives  of  innocents. 
Have  forfeited  your  own,  we  will  not  stain 
Our  white  cross  with  your  blood :  Your  doom  is 
To  marry  this  co-agent  of  your  mischiefs  :     [then 
Which  done,  we  banish  you  [to]  the  continent ; 
If  either,  after  three  days,  here  be  found, 
The  hand  of  law  lays  hold  upon  your  lives. 

Kor,  Away,  French  stallion !  Now  you  have  a 
Barbary  mare  of  your  own ;  go  leap  her,  and  en- 
gender young  devilings  I 

Fal,  We  will  find  something,  noble  Korandine, 
To  quit  your  merit.— So,  to  civil  feasts, 
According  to  our  customs ;  and  all  pray 
The  dew  of  grace  bless  our  new  knight  to-day  I 

iExeunt 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Asnn'AKT,  or  Govirnob. 

ViTKLU,  a  pcutiff  Oentlemanj  Enemp  to  Alvarbz. 

Lamobal,  a  fighting  Gallant,  Friend  to  VmLLi. 

Anabtbo,  an  honest  Oentleman^  Friend  toYmajsU 

Don  Alvabbz,  Enemy  to  Vitblli. 

Syavbdra,  Fritnd  to  Alvarbz. 

Liicio,  Son  to  ALrARBS,  a  young  Oentieman,  in 

Woman's  Habit. 
Alouazibr,  a  sharking  panderly  Constable, 
Pacuibco,  a  Cobler,    \ 
Mbndoza,  a  Botcher,  \(if  Worship. 
Mbtajj>ib,  a  Smith,   ) 
PioRATo,  a  Swordsman, 


Lazarillo,  Pachtboo'8  hungry  Servant, 
Bobaoilla  Sfinoola  Zancho,  a  Witty  Knetve, 
Servant  to  Euobnia.  and  Steward  to  Axtarbz. 
STBPRAiro,  Servant  to  Euobnia. 
Herald. 
OtBoer. 

Euobnia,  a  virtuous  Lady,  Wife  to  Don  Axtarbz. 
Clara,  Daughter  to  Euobnia,  the  Martial  Mais, 

valiant  and  chaste,  enamoured  of  Vitblli. 
Gbnbvora,  Sitter  to  Vitblli,  in  Love  with  Lctcto. 
Malrooa,  a  Wanton  Mistress  qf  Vitblu. 


SCENE,— Skyil. 


PROLOGUE, 

AT  THB   KVYIVINO   OV  THIS  PLAT. 


Statues  and  pictures  challenge  price  and  fame, 

If  they  can  justly  hoast  and  prove  they  came 

From  Phidias  or  Apelles.     None  deny. 

Poets  and  Painters  hold  a  sympathy ; 

Yet  their  works  may  decay,  and  lose  their  grace, 

Receiving  hlemish  in  their  limbs  or  face ; 

When  the  mind's  art  has  this  pre-eminence. 

She  still  retainetk  her  first  excellence. 

Then  why  should  not  this  dear  piece  be  esteemed 

Child  to  the  richest  fancies  that  e'er  teem'd  ? 


When  not  their  meanest  offspring  that  came  forth, 
But  bore  the  image  of  their  fathers'  worth. 
Beaumont's  and  Fletcher's,  whose  desert  outweighs 
The  best  applause,  and  their  least  sprig  of  bays 
Is  worthy  Phoebus  ;  and  who  comes  to  gather 
Their  fruits  of  wit,  he  shall  not  rob  the  treasure. 
Nor  can  you  ever  surfeit  of  the  plenty, 
Nor  can  you  call  them  rare,  though  they  be  dainty  i 
The  more  you  take,  the  more  you  do  them  right ; 
And  we  will  thank  you  for  your  own  delight. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I,— A  Street, 
Enter  Vitblli,  Lamoral,  and  Anabtbo. 


Vitelli.  Alvarez  pardon'd  ? 

Ana,  And  retum'd. 

Lam,  I  saw  him  land 
At  St.  Lucar's ;  and  such  a  general  welcome 
Fame,  as  harbinger  to  his  brave  actions. 
Had  with  the  easy  people  prepared  for  him, 
As  if  by  his  command  alone,  and  fortune, 
Holland,  with  those  Low  Provinces  that  hold  out 
Against  the  aroh-duke,  were  again  compelFd 
With  their  obedience  to  give  up  their  lives 
To  be  at  his  devotion. 

ViL  You  amaze  me !  [Sevil 

For  though  I  have  heard,  that  when  he  fled  from 


To  save  his  Ufe  (then  forfeited  to  law 
For  murdering  Don  Pedro  my  dear  unde) 
His  extreme  wants  enforced  him  to  take  pay 
In  th'  army,  sat  down  then  before  Ostend ; 
'Twas  never  yet  reported,  by  whose  fiivoor 
He  durst  presume  to  entertain  a  thought 
Of  coming  home  with  pardon. 

Ana,  'Tis  our  nature 
Or  not  to  hear,  or  not  to  give  belief 
To  what  we  wish  far  from  our  enemies. 

Lam,  Sir,  'tis  most  certain,  the  infiuita's  letters^ 
Assisted  by  the  arch-duke's,  to  King  Philip,  ^ 
Have  not  alone  secured  him  from  the  rigour 
Of  our  Castilian  justice,  but  retum'd  him 
A  free  man,  and  in  grace. 

VU,  By  what  cuned  means 


fitter  here  than  a  pina'd  pUcket? 

And  for  widilion  to  the  fdr  rew»rd. 

Lucid.  Yon  hui  bat  tiJk  filthilf,  do ;  I  h>*B  t 

(Bang  ■  °uuy  Chun  of  gold  pven  to  him 

To  tell  mj  mother,  u  well  aa  ean  to  hear 

Your  ribaldry. 

And  ban  that  hdf ,  (sretUer  in  her  goodneM 
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way,  I  am  sore  !.-.Whyi  my  young  master,  or  mis- 
tress, madam,  doo,  or  what  yoa  will,  what  the 
devil  have  you  to  do  with  pollen  or  partridge  ?  or 
to  sit  pricking  on  a  cloat  all  day  ? — ^You  have  a 
better  needle,  I  know,  and  might  make  better  work, 
if  you  had  grace  to  use  it. 

Lueio.  Why,  how  dare  you  speak  this  before 
me,  sirrah  ? 

Bob.  Nay,  rather,  why  dare  not  you  do  what  I 
speak?  Pox,  though  my 'lady,  your  mother,  for 
fear  of  Vitelli  and  his  faction,  hath  brought  you 
up  like  her  daughter,  and  has  kept  you  these 
twenty  years  (which  is  ever  since  you  were  bom) 
a  close  prisoner  within  doors ;  yet  since  you  are  a 
man,  and  are  as  well  provided  as  other  men  are, 
methinks  you  should  have  the  same  motions  of  the 
flesh  as  other  cavaliers  of  us  are  inclined  unto. 

Lueio.  Indeed,  you  have  cause  to  love  those 
wanton  motions. 
They  having  holpe  you  to  an  excellent  whipping. 
For  doing  something  (I  but  put  yon  in  mind  of  it) 
With  th'  Indian  maid,  the  governor  sent  my  mother 
From  Mexico. 

Bob.  Why,  I  but  taught  her  a  Spanish  trick  in 
charity,  and  holpe  the  lung  to  a  subject,  that  may 
live  to  take  Grave  Maurice  prisoner,  and  that  was 
more  good  to  the  state,  than  a  thousand  such  as 
you  are  ever  like  to  do.  And  I  will  tell  you,  (in  a 
fatherly  care  of  the  infant,  I  speak  it)  if  he  live  (as, 
bless  the  babe,  in  passion  I  remember  him  !)  to 
your  years,  shall  he  spend  his  time  in  pinning, 
painting,  purling,  and  perfuming,  as  you  do  ?  No  ; 
he  shall  to  the  wars,  use  his  Spanish  pike,  though 
with  the  danger  of  the  lash,  as  his  father  has  done ; 
and  when  he  is  provoked,  as  I  am  now,  draw  his 
Toledo  desperately,  as — 

Lueio.  You  will  not  kiU  me  ?  Oh  I 

Bob.  I  knew  this  would  silence  him :  How  he 
hides  his  eyes  I.-.If  he  were  a  wench  now,  as  he 
seems,  what  an  advantage  had  I,  drawing  two  To- 
ledoe  when  one  can  do  this  I  But — Oh  me,  my 
lady  I  I  must  put  up.— Young  master,  I  did  but 
jest    Oh,  Custom,  what  hast  thou  made  of  him  ! 

EnUr  EuoBNiA  and  SrarHANO. 

Bug.  For  bringing  this,  be  still  my  friend ;  no 
A  servant  to  me.  [more 

Bob.  What's  the  matter? 

Eug.  Here, 
Even  here,  where  I  am  happy  to  receive 
Assurance  of  my  Alvarez'  return, 
I  will  kneel  down ;  and  may  those  holy  thoughts 
That  now  possess  me  wholly,  make  this  place 
A  temple  to  me,  where  I  may  give  thanks 
For  this  unhoped-for  blessing,  Heaven's  kind  hand 
Hath  pour'd  upon  me ! 

Lueio.  Let  my  duty,  madam. 
Presume,  if  you  have  cause  of  joy,  to  entreat 
I  may  share  in  it. 

Bob.  'Tis  well,  he  has  forgot  how  I  frighted 
him  yet. 

Eug.  Thou  shalt :  But  first  kneel  with  me,  Ludo, 
No  more  Posthumia  now !  thou  hast  a  father, 
A  father  living  to  take  off  that  name. 
Which  my  too-credulous  fears,  that  he  was  dead, 
Bestow'd  upon  thee.    Thou  shalt  see  him,  Lueio, 
And  make  him  young  again  by  seeing  thee. 
Who  only  hadst  a  b^ng  in  my  womb 
When  he  went  from  me,  Lueio.     Oh,  my  joys 
So  far  transport  me,  that  I  most  forg^ 


The  ornaments  of  matrons,  modesty. 
And  grave  behaviour  1  But  let  all  forgive  me. 
If  in  th'  expression  of  my  soul's  best  comfort, 
Though  old,  I  do  a  while  forget  mine  age. 
And  play  the  wanton  in  the  entertainment 
Of  those  delights  I  have  so  long  despaired  of ! 

Lueio.  Shall  I  then  see  my  father  ? 

Eug.  This  hour,  Lueio ; 
Which  reckon  the  beginning  of  thy  life, 
I  mean  that  life  in  which  thou  shalt  appear 
To  be  such  as  I  brought  thee  forth,  a  man. 
This  womanish  disguise,  in  which  I  have 
So  long  concealed  diee,  thou  shalt  now  cast  off. 
And  change  those  qualities  thou  didst  learn  from 

me 
For  masculine  virtues  ;  for  which  seek  no  tutor, 
But  let  thy  Other's  actions  be  thy  precepts  -.— 
And  for  thee,  Zancho,  now  expect  reward 

For  Uiy  true  service. 
Bob.  Shalll?— Youhear,fellowSteph«no?leam 

to  know  me  more  respcctiTely ! — How  dost  thoa 

think  I  shall  become  the  steward's  chair?  ha  ?  will 

not  these  slender  haundies  shew  well  with  a  chain 

and  a  gold  night-cap  after  supper,  when  I  take  the 

accounts  ? 

Eug.  Haste,  and  take  down  those  blacks,  with 
which  my  chamber 
Hath,  like  the  widow,  her  sad  mistress,  moum'd, 
And  hang  up  for  it  the  rich  Persian  arras, 
Used  on  my  wedding-night ;  for  this  to  me 
Shall  be  a  second  marriage  !  Send  for  music, 
And  will  the  cooks  to  use  their  best  of  cunning 
To  please  the  palate. 

Bob.  Will  your  ladyship  have  a  potatoe-pie  ? 
'Tis  a  good  stirring  dish  for  an  old  lady  after  a 

long  Lent 
Eug.  Begone,  I  say  I  Why,  sir,  yon  can  go 

faster  ? 

Bob.  1  could,  madam ;  but  I  am  now  to  practise 
the  steward's  pace ;  that's  the  reward  I  look  for. 
Every  man  must  fashion  his  gait  according  to  hit 
calling:  You,  fellow  Stepbano,  may  walk  faster 
to  overtake  preferment ;  so,  usher  me. 

Lueio.  Pray,  madam,  let  the  waistcoat  I  last 
wrought 
Be  made  up  for  my  frither  !  I  will  have 
A  cap,  and  boot-hose,  suitable  to  it. 

Eug.  Of  that 
We'll  think  hereafter,  Lueio  ;  our  thoughts  now 
Must  have  no  object  but  thy  father's  welcome ; 
To  which,  thy  help  1 

Lueio.  With  humble  gladness,  madam.  lEseufU. 


SCENE  III.— -4  Ball  in  the  Same. 
Enter  Alvarks  and  Clara  in  man*s  attire. 

Alv.  Where  lost  we  Syavedra  ? 

Clara.  He  was  met. 
Entering  the  city,  by  some  gentlemen. 
Kinsmen,  as  he  said,  of  his  own,  with  whom^ 
For  compliment-sake  (for  so  I  think  he  term'd  it) 
He  was  compell'd  to  stay ;  though  I  much  wonder 
A  man  that  knows  to  do,  and  has  done  well 
In  the  head  of  his  troop,  when  the  bold  foe 

charged  home. 
Can  learn  so  suddenly  to  abuse  his  time 
In  apish  entertainment  For  my  part, 
(By  all  the  glorious  rewards  of  war) 
I  had  rather  meet  ten  enemies  in  the  field, 

-i 


let  1  coma  cnioe  mjoeii,  naruig  ifoa  Dtre, 
Pot  being  »o  coretotu  of  >I1  jofa  M  once, 
To  ioquire  for  ber  ;  700  beiiig  alone,  to  me 
My  Clua,  Lndo,  my  lord,  mjiel^ 
Kaj,  more  dum  til  the  Torld ! 

jtH.  Am  7011  to  me  are. 

Sag,  Sit  iowa  md  let  me  feed  upon  the  ttory 
Of  joar  pttit  dingen,  now  ;ou  ire  here  in  Mfety  I 
It  vill  giTe  reliib,  sod  fresh  appetite 
To  mj  deliglit*,  if  meh  deligbta  can  cloy  me. 
Tet  do  not.  Alrarei !  let  me  lint  yield  yoa 
Acooont  of  mj  life  in  your  abience,  end 
Make  ym  aeqaiinted  how  I  have  preaerred 
He  jewel  left  Inck'd  np  within  my  womb. 


And  to  all  el«  I  turn  the  point  of  it. 

SgoB.   Defend  your  ftither's  enemy  I 

Alv.  Art  thou  mad  ? 

Clara.  Are  ye  men  rather  1    Shall  that  nlonr. 
Begot  yoa  Lawftil  honour  in  the  wan,  [which 

Prove  now  the  pareot  of  an  infamoui  baatard, 
So  foni,  yet  m)  long-liTed,  as  murder  will 
Be  to  your  ahamei  ?  Have  each  of  you,  alone, 
With  your  own  dangen  only,  purcbaaed  glory 
From  moltitadei  of  enemies,  not  allowing 
Those  nearest  to  too  to  have  part  in  it. 
And  do  you  now  join,  and  lend  mutual  help 
Againat  ■  lii^le  oppoiite  ?  Hath  the  merey 
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Of  the  great  king  but  newly  wuh'd  away 
The  blood,  that  with  the  forfeit  of  your  life 
Cleaved  to  your  name  and  family,  like  an  ulcer, 
In  this  again  to  set  a  deeper  dye  upon 
Your  infamy  ?  You'll  sajr  he  is  your  foe, 
And  by  his  rashness  call  d  on  his  own  ruin ; 
Remember  yet,  he  was  first  wrong'd,  and  honour 
Spurr'd  him  to  what  he  did ;  and  next  the  place 
Where  now  he  is,  your  house,  which  by  the  laws 
Of  hospitable  duty  should  protect  him  ; 
Have  you  been  twenty  years  a  stranger  to  it. 
To  make  your  entrance  now  in  blood  ?  or  think 

you 
Your  countryman,  a  true-bom  Spaniard,  will  be 
An  offering  fit  to  please  the  genius  of  it  ? 
No  ;  in  this  I'll  presume  to  teach  my  father, 
And  this  first  act  of  disobedience  shall 
Confirm  I  am  most  dutiful. 

Ah.  I  am  pleased  lAtide. 

With  what  I  dare  not  give  allowance  to. — 
Unnatural  wretch,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Clara,  Set  free 
A  noble  enemy :  Come  not  on  I  by  Heaven, 
You  pass  to  him  through  me  ! — ^The  way  is  open. 
Farewell !  when  next  I  meet  yon,  do  not  look  for 
A  friend,  but  a  vow'd  foe ;  I  see  you  worthy, 
And  therefore  now  preserve  yon,  for  the  honour 
Of  my  sword  only. 

Vit.  Were  this  man  a  friend, 
How  would  he  win  me,  that,  being  my  vow'd  foe, 
Deserves  so  well !  I  thank  you  for  my  life  ; 
But  how  I  shall  deserve  it,  give  me  leave 
Hereafter  to  consider.  lExU. 

Ah.  Quit  thy  fear  ; 
All  danger  is  blown  over :  I  have  letters 
To  the  governor,  in  the  king's  name,  to  secure  us 


From  such  attempts  hereafter ;  yet  we  need  not, 
That  have  such  strong  guards  of  our  own,  dread 

others; 
And,  to  increase  thy  comfort,  know,  this  young 

man, 
Whom  with  such  fervent  earnestness  yon  eye, 
Is  not  what  he  appears,  but  such  a  one 
As  thou  with  joy  wilt  bless,  thy  daughter  Clara. 

Eug,  A  thousand  blessings  in  that  word ! 

Ah.  The  reason 
Why  I  have  bred  her  up  thus,  at  more  leisure 
I  will  impart  unto  you  :  Wonder  not 
At  what  you  have  seen  her  do,  it  being  the  least 
Of  many  great  and  valiant  undertakings 
She  hath  made  good  with  honour. 

Eug.  m  return 
The  joy  I  have  in  her,  with  one  as  great 
To  you,  my  Alvarez  :  You,  in  a  man, 
Have  given  to  me  a  daughter ;  in  a  woman, 
I  give  to  you  a  son :  This  was  the  pledge 
You  left  here  with  me,  whom  I  have  brought  up 
Different  from  what  he  was,  as  yon  did  CUra, 
And  with  the  like  success ;  as  she  appears, 
Alter'd  by  custom,  more  than  woman,  he, 
Transformed  by  his  soft  life,  is  less  than  man. 

Ah.  Fortune  in  this  gives  ample  satisfaction 
For  all  our  sorrows  past. 

Lueio.  My  dearest  sister  I 

Clara.  Kind  brother ! 

Ah.  Now  our  mutual  care  must  be 
Employed,  to  help  wrong'd  Nature  to  recover 
Her  right  in  either  of  them,  lost  by  custom : 
To  you  I  give  my  Clara,  and  receive 
My  Lucio  to  my  charge ;  and  well  contend, 
With  loving  industry,  who  soonest  can 

Turn  this  man  woman,  or  this  woman  man. 

l^Extuni. 


ACT   11. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Street. 
Enter  Pachicco  and  LASAanxo. 


Peuh.  Boy,  my  doak,  and  rapier !  it  fits  not 
a  gentleman  of  my  rank  to  walk  the  streets  in 
qiLerpo. 

Lax.  Nay  you  are  a  very  rank  gentleman,  signer. 
I  am  very  hungry ;  they  tell  me  in  Sevil  here,  I 
look  like  an  eel  with  a  man's  head;  and  your 
neighbour  the  smith  here  hard  by  would  have 
borrowed  me  the  other  day  to  have  fish'd  with  me, 
because  he  had  lost  his  angle*rod. 

Paeh.  Oh,  happy  thou,  Lasarillo,  being  the 
cause  of  other  men*8  wits,  as  in  thine  own  I  Live 
lean  and  witty  still :  oppress  not  thy  stomach  too 
much :  gross  feeders,  great  sleepers ;  great  sleepejs, 
fat  bodies ;  fat  bodies,  lean  brains ! — No,  Lazarillo ; 
I  will  make  thee  immortal,  change  thy  humanity 
into  deity,  for  I  will  teach  thee  to  live  upon 
nothing. 

LaM.  'Faith,  signer,  I  am  immortal  then  already, 
or  very  near  it,  for  I  do  live  upon  little  or  nothing. 
Belike  that's  the  reason  the  poets  are  said  to  be 
immortal ;  for  some  of  them  live  upon  their  wits, 
which  is  indeed  as  good  as  little  or  nothing.  But, 
good  master,  let  me  be  mortal  still,  and  let  us  go 
to  supper. 


Paeh.  Be  abstinent ;  show  not  the  corruption 
of  thy  generation :  he  that  feeds  shall  die,  there- 
fore, he  that  feeds  not  shall  live. 

Lag.  Ay,  but  how  long  shall  he  live  ?  there's  the 
question. 

Paeh.  As  long  as  he  can  without  feeding.  Didst 
thou  read  of  the  miraculous  maid  in  Flanders 

Lax.  No,  nor  of  any  maid  else ;  for  the  miracle 
of  virginity  now-a-days  ceases,  ere  the  virgin  can 
read  virginity. 

Paeh.  She  that  Uved  three  years  without  any 
other  sustenance  than  the  smell  of  a  rose  ? 

Lax.  I  heard  of  her,  signer;  but  they  say  her 
guts  shrunk  all  into  lutestrings,  and  her  nether 
parts  clinged  together  like  a  serpent's  tail ;  so  that 
though  she  continued  a  woman  still  above  the  girdle,  i 
beneath  yet  she  was  monster. 

Paeh,  So  are  most  women,  believe  it. 

Lax.  Nay  all  women,  signer,  that  can  live  only 
upon  the  smell  of  a  rose. 

Paeh.  No  part  of  the  history  is  fabulous. 

Lax.  I  think  rather,  no  part  of  the  fable  is 
historical.  But  for  all  this,  sir,  my  rebellious 
stomach  will  not  let  me  be  immortal :  I  will  be  as 
immortal  as  mortal  hunger  will  suffer.  Put  me 
to  a  certain  stint,  sir  !  allow  me  but  a  red  herring 
a>day  1 

J 
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pKh.  0,  de  Dtot !  Wonidst  thou  be  glnttonons 
io  tbj  ddiodes  ? 

Um,  He  that  eats  nothing  but  a  red  herring 
i^aj  fbaU  ne'er  be  broiled  for  the  devil's  rasher  : 
1  pikher,  ngnor,  a  surdiny,  an  olive,  that  I  may  be 
I  piiflosopher  fint,  and  immortal  after. 

PddL  Patience,  Lazarillo !  let  contemplation  be 
*h  food  awhile :  I  say  unto  thee,  one  pease  was  a 
ftjjdier's  prorant  a  whole  day  at  the  destruction  of 
Jtnstlein. 

lax.  Aj,  an  it  were  anywhere  but  at  the  de- 
snctioa  ii  a  place,  I'll  be  hang'd. 

Alter  Msr^LDi  awi  Mknooza. 

Met,  Signor  Pachieco  Alasto,  my  most  inge- 
eioai  cobia  of  Sevil,  the  Imenos  nochet  to  your 
jigsory! 

Peck.  Signer  Metaldi  de  Forgio  !  my  most 
ftaoQs  smith,  and  man  of  metal,  I  return  your 
mrtesj  ten-fold,  and  do  humble  my  bonnet  be- 
seath  the  shoe-sole  of  yonr  congie.  The  like  to 
fOQ,  signor  Mendoza  Pediculo  de  Yermini,  my 
B«t  exquisite  hose-heeler ! 

Laz.  Here's  a  greeting  betwixt  a  cobler,  a  smith, 
aul  a  boteher !  they  all  belong  to  the  foot,  which 
aaks  them  stand  so  much  apon  their  gentry. 

Mend.  Signer  Lazarillo  ! 

Im.  Ah,  signor,  si  /  Nay,  we  are  all  signors 
bfK  io  Spain,  from  the  jakes-farmer  to  the  grandee, 
cr  adeimUido.  This  botcher  looks  as  if  he  were 
i-n^lhtked ;  a  little  butter  now,  and  I  could  eat 
Lim  like  an  oaten  cake  !  his  father's  diet  was  new 
nttse  and  onions,  when  he  got  him :  What  a  scal- 
iioQ.faeed  rascal  'tis ! 

Met.  But  why,  signor  Pachieco,  do  you  stand  so 
n%b  4RI  the  priority  and  antiquity  of  your  quality 
u  Toa  call  it)  in  comparison  of  ours  ? 

J/ifwf.  Ay,  your  reason  for  that. 

Pack.  Why,  thou  iron-pated  smith,  and  thou 
^ooQa-witted  hose-heeler,  hear  what  I  will  speak 
iodiferentiy,  and  according  to  antient  writers,  of 
cv  three  professions ;  and  Ut  the  upright  Lazarillo 
^  both  jodge  and  moderator ! 

Ux.  StiU  am  I  the  most  immortally  hungry 
tit  may  be ! 

Pack.  Suppose  thou  wilt  derive  thy  pedigree, 
i-te  some  of  the  old  heroes,  (as  Hercules,  ^neas, 
^■-^alles)  lineally  from  the  gods,  making  Saturn 
t-if  greaugrandfather,  and  Vulcan  thf  father— 
^alcaa  was  a  god 

Ui.  He'll  make  Vulcan  your  godfather  by-and- 

Peek,  Yet,  I  say,  Saturn  was  a  crabbed  block- 
»^>^.a&d  Vukan  a  limping  horn-head ;  for  Venus 
'^'f  «i&  vas  a  strumpet,  and  Mars  begat  all  her 
^'■Mta :  Therefore,  however^  thy  original  must  of 
f  ^'^tssitj  spring  from  bastardy.  Further,  what  can 
f*  I  more  deject  spirit  in  man,  than  to  lay  his  hands 
'•^  txtrj  one's  horaes'  feet,  to  do  him  service  as 
jLoa  dost  r—For  thee,  I  will  be  brief ;  thou  dost 
-'^fa»  and  not  mend,  thou  art  a  hider  of  enormities, 
^**'  scabs,  chilhbiinn,  and  Idb'd  heels ;  much  prone 
<^«i  art  to  sects,  and  heresies,  disturbing  state  and 
r-^miinent ;  for  bow  canst  thou  be  a  sound  mem- 
^-^  in  the  commonwealth,  that  art  so  subject  to 
<''<tches  in  the  ancles  ?  blush  and  be  silent  then,  oh, 
)<  luechanics !  compare  no  more  with  the  politic 
^^Icr !  for  coblers  in  old  time  have  prophesied  ; 
*w  may  they  do  now  then,  that  have  every  day 
vued  better  and  better  ?    Have  we  not  the  length 


of  every  man's  foot  ?  Are  we  not  daily  menders  ? 
Yea,  and  what  menders  ?   Not  horse-menders 

LiUf,  Nor  manners-menders. 

Pack,  But  sole-menders  :  Oh,  divine  coblers ! — 
Do  we  not,  like  the  wise  man,  spin  our  own 
threads,  (or  our  wives  for  us  ?)  Do  we  not,  by  our 
sowing  the  hide,  reap  the  beef?  Are  not  we  of 
the  gentle-craft,  whilst  both  you  are  but  crafts- 
men ?  You  will  say,  you  fear  neither  iron  nor 
steel,  and  what  you  get  is  wrought  out  of  the  fire ; 
I  must  answer  you  again  though,  all  this  is  but 
forgery.  You  may  likewise  say,  a  man's  a  man, 
that  has  but  a  hose  on  his  head  :  I  must  likewise 
answer,  that  man  is  a  botcher  that  has  a  heel'd 
hose  on  his  head.  To  conclude,  there  can  be  no 
comparison  with  the  cobler,  who  is  all  in  all  in  the 
commonwealth,  has  his  politic  eye  and  ends  on 
every  man's  steps  that  walks,  and  whose  course 
shall  be  lasting  to  the  world's  end. 

Met.  I  give  place :  the  wit  of  man  is  wonder- 
ful !  Thou  hast  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  and  I 
will  give  thee  six  pots  for't,  though  I  ne'er  clench 
shoe  again. 

Enter  Vitklu  and  Alocazikb. 

Paeh.  Who's  this  ?  Oh,  our  Alguazier ;  as 
arrant  a  knave  as  e'er  wore  one  head  under  two 
offices ;  he  is  one  side  Alguazier. 

Met.  The  other  side  Serjeant. 

Mend.  That's  both  sides  carrion,  1  am  sure. 

Paeh.  This  is  he  apprehends  whores  in  the  way 
of  justice,  and  lodges  'em  in  his  own  house,  in  the 
way  of  profit.  He  with  him  is  the  grand  don 
Vitelli,  ^twixt  whom  and  Fernando  Alvarez  the 
mortal  hatred  is :  he  is  indeed  my  don's  bawd,  and 
does  at  this  present  lodge  a  famous  courtezan  of 
his,  lately  come  from  Madrid. 

Vit.  Let  her  want  nothing,  signor,  she  can  ask : 
What  loss  or  injury  you  may  sustain 
I  will  repair,  and  recompense  yonr  love : 
Only  that  fellow's  coming  I  mislike. 
And  did  forewarn  her  of  him.     Bear  her  this, 
With  my  best  love ;  at  night  I'll  visit  her. 

lOivei  monejf. 

Alg.  I  rest  your  lordship's  servant ! 

Vit.  Good  even,  signors ! 
Oh,  Alvarez,  thou  hast  brought  a  son  with  thee 
Both  brightens  and  obscures  our  nation. 
Whose  pure  strong  beams  on  us  shoot  like[the  sun's 
On  baser  fires.     1  would  to  heaven  my  blood 
Had  never  stain'd  thy  bold  unfortunate  hand, 
That  with  mine  honour  I  might  emulate, 
Not  persecute  such  virtue  1  I  will  see  him. 
Though  with  the  hazard  of  my  life  ;  no  rest 
In  my  contentious  spirits  can  I  find. 
Till  I  have  gratified  him  in  like  kind.  lEjexL 

Alg.  I  know  ye  not  1  what  are  ye  ?  Hence,  ye 
base  bisognios ! 

Pack.  Marry,  Cazzo !  Signor  Alguazier,  do  you 
not  know  us  ? — Why,  we  are  your  honest  neigh- 
bours, the  cobler,  smith,  and  botcher,  that  have 
so  often  sat  snoring  cheek  by  joll  with  your  signory, 
in  rug  at  midnight. 

Lax.  Nay,  good  signor,  be  not  angry ;  you  must 
understand,  a  cat  and  such  an  officer  see  best  in 
the  dark. 

Met.  By  this  hand,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to 
shoe  his  head ! 

Pack.  Why  then  we  know  you,  signor  I  Thou 
muugril,  begot  at  midnight,  at  the  gaol-gate,  by  a 
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beadle  on  a  catchpole's  wife,  are  not  yon  he  that 
was  whipt  out  of  Toledo  for  perjnrj  ? 

Mend.  Next  condemned  to  the  galliea  for  pilfery, 
to  the  bull's  pizsle  ? 

Met*  And  after  called  to  the  inquisition  for 
apostacy  ? 

Pack,  Are  not  yon  he  that,  rather  than  you 
durst  go  an  industrious  voyaget  being  press'd,  to 
the  islands,  skulked  till  the  fleet  was  gone,  and 
then  earned  your  rial  a-day  by  squiring  punks  and 
punkliogs  up  and  down  the  city  ? 

LoM,  Are  not  you  a  Portuguese  bom,  descended 
o'  the  Moors,  and  came  hither  into  Seril  with  your 
master,  an  arrant  tailor,  in  your  red  bonnet,  and 
your  blue  jacket  lousy ;  though  now  your  block- 
head be  covered  with  the  Spanish  blodc,  and  your 
lashed  shoulders  with  a  yelvet  pee  ? 

Pack.  Are  not  yon  he  that  have  been  of  thirty 
callings,  yet  ne'er  a  one  lawful ;  that  being  a  chand- 
ler first,  professed  sincerity,  and  would  sell  no  man 
mustard  to  his  beef  on  the  sabbath,  and  yet  sold 
hypocrisy  all  your  life-time  ? 

Met,  Are  not  you  he,  that  were  since  a  surgeon 
to  the  stews,  and  undertook  to  cure,  what  the 
church  itself  could  not,  strumpets  ?  that  rise  to 
your  office  by  being  a  great  don's  bawd  ? 

Lax,  That  commit  men  nightly,  offenceless,  for 
the  gain  of  a  groat  a  prisoner,  which  your  beadle 
seems  to  put  up,  when  you  share  three-pence  ? 

Mend,  Are  not  you  he  that  is  a  kisser  of  men, 
in  drunkenness,  and  a  betrayer  in  sobriety  ? 

Alff.  Diablo!  They'll  rail  me  into  the  gallies 
again. 

Pack.  Yes,  signor,  thou  art  even  he  we  speak 
of  all  this  wMle.  Thou  mayst,  by  thy  place  now, 
lay  us  by  the  heels,  'tis  true ;  but  take  heed;  be 
wiser,  pluck  not  ruin  on  thine  own  head ;  for  never 
was  there  such  an  anatomy,  as  we  shall  make  thee 
then ;  be  wise,  therefore.  Oh,  thou  child  of  the 
night !  Be  friends,  and  shake  hands.  Thou  art  a 
proper  man,  if  thy  beard  were  redder :  remember 
thy  worshipful  function,  a  constable ;  though  thou 
turnest  day  into  night,  and  night  into  day,  what  of 
that  ? — Watch  less,  and  pray  more  :  gird  thy  bear- 
skin (viz.  thy  rug-gown)  to  thy  loins ;  take  thy 
staff  in  thy  hand,  and  go  forth  at  mid-night ;  let 
not  thy  mittens  abate  the  talons  of  thy  authority, 
but  gripe  theft  and  whoredom,  wheresoever  thou 
meet  St  'em  ;  bear  'em  away  like  a  tempest,  and 
lodge  'em  safely  in  thine  own  house* 

Lag,  Would  you  have  whores  and  thieves  lodged 
in  such  a  house  ? 

Pack,  They  ever  do  so  ;  I  have  found  a  thief  or 
a  whore  there  when  the  whole  suburbs  could  not 
furnish  me. 

Laz,  But  why  do  they  lodge  there  ? 

Pooh,  That  they  may  be  safe  and  forth-coming ; 
for  in  the  morning  usually,  the  thief  is  sent  to  the 
gaol,  and  the  whore  prostrates  herself  to  the  jus- 
tice. 

Mend,  Admirable  Pachieco ! 

Met,  Thou  cobler  of  Christendom ! 

Alg.  {Aside, "[  There  is  no  railing  with  these 
rogues :  I  will  close  with  'em,  till  I  can  cry  quit- 
tance.— Why,  signors,  and  my  honest  neighbours, 
will  ye  impute  that  as  a  neglect  of  my  friends, 
which  is  an  imperfection  in  me  ?  I  have  been  sand- 
blind  from  my  infancy ;  to  make  you  amends,  you 
shall  sup  with  me. 

Laz,    Shall  we    sup  with    ye,    sir?    O'   my 


contdenee,   they  have  wrong'd   the  gentkou 
extremely. 

Alg,  And  after  supper,  I  have  a  project  to  smplo; 
you  in,  shall  make  you  drink  and  eat  merrilj  tiiii 
month.  I  am  a  little  knavish  ;  why,  and  do  not  1 
know  all  you  to  be  knaves  ? 

Pack,  I  grant  you,  we  are  all  knaves,  sod  viD 
be  your  knaves ;  but  oh,  while  you  live,  take  heed 
of  being  a  proud  knave  I 

Alg,  On  then,  pass  ;  I  will  bear  oat  my  stafl^ 
and  my  staff  shall  bear  out  me. 

Las,  Oh,  Lasaiillo,  thou  art  g<nng  to  supper. 

[Extai. 


SCENE  11.—^  Roam  in  Alvaui'  Hwu. 
Arms  hanging  on  the  WaiL 

Enter  Loao  in  man's  atHre,  and  Bobaoilla. 

Lucio,  Pray  be  not  angry. 

Bob,  I  am  angry,  and  I  will  be  angry.  Diabolo! 
what  should  you  do  in  the  kitchen  ?  Cannot  tbe 
cooks  lick  their  fingers  without  your  overseeiDg? 
nor  the  maids  make  pottage,  except  your  dog's 
head  be  in  the  pot?  DonLudo?  Don  Quot-Qnon, 
don  Spinster !  wear  a  petticoat  still,  and  pot  oq 
your  smock  a'  Monday ;  I  will  have  a  baby  o'  ckmti 
made  for  it,  like  a  great  girl !  Nay,  if  tod  viU 
needs  be  starching  of  ruffs,  and  sowing  of  bbd- 
work,  I  will,  of  a  mild  and  loving  tutor,  becone  a 
tyrant :  your  fother  has  committed  yon  to  my  chsiige, 
and  I  will  make  a  man  or  a  mouse  on  yon. 

Lueio.  What  would  you  have  me  do?    TUi 
scurvy  sword 
So  galls  my  thigh,  I  would  'twere  burnt  l—Vuk, 

look, 
This  doak  will  ne'er  keep  on ;  these  boots  too  hide- 
bound, 
Make  me  walk  stiff,  as  if  my  legs  were  froaen, 
And  my  spurs  jingle  like  a  morris-dancer : 
Lord,  how  my  head  aches  with  this  roguidi  hat ! 
This  masculine  attire  is  most  uneasy, 
I  am  bound  up  in  it ;  I  had  rather  walk 
In  folio  again,  loose,  like  a  woman. 

Bob,  In  fooliOf  had  you  not  ? 
Thou   mock  to   Heaven,  and  Nature,  aod  thy 

parents  I 
Thou  tender  leg  of  lamb  I     Oh,  how  he  walks 
As  if  he  had  bqiiss'd  himself,  and  fleers  ! 
Is  this  a  gait  for  the  young  cavalier, 
Don  Lucio,  son  and  heir  to  Alvarez  ? 
Has  it  a  com  ?  or  does  it  walk  on  consd^ice, 
It  treads  so  gingerly  ?  Come  on  your  ways ! 
Suppose  me  now  your  &tber's  foe,  Vitelli, 
And  spying  you  i'  the  street,  thus  I  advance : 
I  twist  my  beard,  and  then  I  draw  my  swofd. 

Lucio,  Alas ! 

Bob,  And  thus  accost  thee :  **  Traitorous  brat^ 
How  durst  thou  thus  confront  me  ?  impious  tvig 
Of  that  old  stock,  dewed  with  my  kinsman's  gom 
Draw !  for  I'll  quarter  thee  in  pieces  four." 

Lucio.   Nay,  pr'ythee,  Bobadilla,  leaving  thy 
fooling. 
Put  up  thy  sword.    I  will  not  meddle  with  you. 
Ay,  justle  me,  I  care  not,  I'll  not  draw ; 
Pray  be  a  quiet  man. 

Bob,  Do  ye  hear  !  answer  me,  as  you  would  do 
don  Vitelli,  or  I'll  be  so  bold  as  to  lay  tiie  poa< 
mel  of  my  sword  over  the  hilts  of  your  bead  ^ 
<*  My  name's  VitelU,  and  I'll  have  the  wall." 
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Lum.  "Why then, 
in  have  the  kemiel :  What  a  coil  yoa  keep  ? 
S^oor,  what  happen'd  'twizt  my  sire  and  your 
Kinsman,  was  long  before  I  saw  the  world  ; 
No  &Dlt  of  mine,  nor  will  I  justify 
Mt  father's  crimes :  Forget,  sir,  and  forgive, 
"Hs  Christianity.     I  pray  put  up  your  sword  ; 
111  gire  joa  any  satisfaction, 
That  may  become  a  gentleman.     However, 
I  iiope  yon  are  bred  to  more  humanity, 
Than  to  re?enge  my  father's  wrong  on  me, 
Vat  aare  your  loTe  and  peace."     Law-you-now, 

Zancho, 
Woold  not  this  quiet  him,  were  he  ten  Vitellis  ? 

Bob.  Oh,  craven-chicken  of  a  cock  o*  th'  game! 
Wdl,  what  remedy  ? — Did  thy  father  see  this,  o' 
BIT  cooacience,  he  would  cut  off  thy  mascuUne 
rouier,  crop  thine  ears,  beat  out  thine  eyes,  and 
sec  thee  in  one  of  the  pear-trees  for  a  scare-crow ! 
15 1  am  Vitelli,  I  am  satisfied  ;  but  as  I  am  Boba- 
dilla  Spindola  Zancbo,  steward  of  the  house,  and 
tfaj  father's  servant,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to 
Ijp  off  the  hinder  part  of  thy  face,  or  to  beat  all 
tbr  teeth  mto  thy  mouth  !  Oh,  thou  whey-blooded 
,  milksop,  rU  wait  upon  thee  no  longer ;  thou  shalt 
;  nea  wait  upon  me.  Come  your  ways,  sir  ;  1  shall 
tdu  a  little  pains  with  you  else. 

Emttr  Claba,  in  ftmdU  habit. 

I  Ckn.  Where  art  thou,  brother  Lucio  ? — Ran 
;  tio  tin  ta,  ran  tan  ran  tan  tan,  ta  ran  tan  tan  tan  I 
:  — Oh«  I  shall  no. more  see  those  golden  days  ! 
,  Vmt  dothes  will  never  fadge  with  me  :  A  pox  o' 
;  titn  filthy  iirdingale,  this  hip-hape  !— Brother, 
*&y  are  women's  haunches  only  limited,  confined, 
Wjp'd  m  sa  it  were,  with  these  same  scurvy  var- 
'  5aol«? 

j     ^>  Because  women's  haunches  only  are  most 
object  to  display  and  fly  out. 

dro.  BobadiEa,  rogue,  ten  ducats,  I  hit  the 
prtpooe  of  thy  cod-piece  ! 

Iu6».  Hold,  if  yon  love  my  life,  sister !  I  am 
c«t  Zaocho  Bobadilla ;  I  am  your  brother  Lucio. 
^liat  a  fright  you  have  put  me  in  ! 
Cler^  Brother  ?  and  wherefore  thus  ? 
^tuio.  Why,  master  steward  here,  signor  Zan- 
r;^  Blade  me  change  :  He  does  nothing  but  misuse 
B(.  and  call  me  covrard,  and  swears  I  shall  wait 
t^'Cnhiffl. 

B«i.  Well !  I  do  no  more  than  I  have  authority 
•-t/-Would  I  were  away  though  !  [Atide,^  For 
^tie'i  as  much  too  mannish,  as  he  too  womanish: 
I  dare  not  meddle  with  her  ;  yet  I  must  set  a  good 
^^  OB  it,  if  I  had  it  — I  have  like  charge  of  you, 
F^m :  I  am  as  well  to  mollify  you  as  to  qualify 
■ia.  What  have  yon  to  do  with  armors,  and  pis- 
Vttf.  od  javelins,  and  swords,  and  such  tools  ? 
vaonber,  mistress.  Nature  hath  given  you  a 
^-'^  only,  to  signify  women  are  to  put  up  men's 
•«pons,  not  to  draw  them  ! — Look  you  now,  is 
1^'  a  fit  trot  for  a  gentlewoman  ?  You  shall  see 
«r  coort-ladies  move  like  goddesses,  as  if  they 
M  air;  they  will  swim  you  their  measures,  like 
^^a^-mops,  as  if  their  feet  were  fins,  and  the 
<^u«ea  of  their  knees  oil'd.  Do  they  love  to  ride 
P^  hones  as  you  do  ?  no ;  they  love  to  ride 
P^  ttKs  sooner.  'Faith,  I  know  not  what  to 
^ytoyebodi:  Custom  hath  tum'd  Nature  topsy. 
^"yinyoo. 
^^^  Nay,  Imt  master  steward  ! 


Bab.  You  cannot  trot  so  fast,  but  he  ambles  as 
slowly. 

Clara,  Signor  Spindle  !  will  you  hear  me  ? 

Bab.  He  that  shall  come  to  bestride  your  virgi- 
nity had  better  be  a- foot  o'er  the  dragon. 

Clara,  Very  well ! 

Bob.  Did  ever  Spanish  lady  pace  so  ? 

Clara,  Hold  these  a  little  ! 

[^Tdkes  a  truncheon  from  the  teaU. 

Lucio.  I'll  not  touch  'em,  I. 

Clara,  First  do  I  break  your  office  o'er  your 
pate. 
You   dog-skin-faced   rogue,  pilcher,   you  Poor- 
John  ! 
Which  I  will  beat  to  stock-fish.  IBtaU  him. 

Luoio,  Sister! 

Bob.  Madam! 

Clara.  You  cittern-head !  who  have  you  talk'd 
to,  ha  ? 
You  nasty,  stinking,  and  ill-countenanced  cur ! 

Bob,  By  this  hand  TU  bang  your  brother  for  this, 
when  I  get  him  alone. 

Clara.  How !  Kick  him,  Lucio  !  He  shall  kick 
youy  Bob, 
Spite  o'  thy  nose  ;  that's  flat.     Kick  him,  I  say, 
Or  I  will  kick  thy  head  off  1 

Bob.  Softly,  you  had  best !  [Lucio  Mckt  him. 

Clara.  Now,  thou  lean,  dried,  and  ominous- 
visaged  knave, 
Thou  false  and  peremptory  steward,  pray ! 
For  I  will  hang  thee  up  in  thine  own  chain ! 

Lucio.  Good  sister,  do  not  choak  him. 

Bob.  Murder!  murder!  lExit. 

Clara,  Well !  I  shall  meet  with  ye. — Lucio,  who 
bought  this  ? 
'Tis  a  reasonable  good  one  ;  but  there  hangs  one, 
Spain's  champion  ne'er  used  truer ;  with  this  staff 
Old  Alvarez  has  led  up  men  so  close, 
They  could  almost  spit  in  the  cannon's  mouth ; 
Whilst  I  with  that,  and  this,  well  mounted,  skirr'd 
A  horse-troop  through  and  through,  like  swift 

Desire, 
And  seen  poor  rogues  retire,  all  gore,  and  gash'd 
Like  bleeding  shads. 

Lucio,  Bless  us,  sister  Clara, 
How  desperately  you  talk !  What  do  ye  call 
This  gun  ?  a  dag  ? 

Clara.  I'll  give't  thee ;  a  French  petronel. 
You  never  saw  my  Barbary,  the  Infimta 
Bestow'd  upon  me,  as  yet,  Lucio : 
Walk  down,  and  see  it. 

Lucio.  What,  into  the  stable  ? 
Not  I ;  the  jades  will  kick :  The  poor  groom  there 
Was  almost  spoil'd  the  other  day. 

Clara.  Fy  on  thee ! 
Thou  wilt  scarce  be  a  man  before  thy  mother. 

Lucio,  When  will  you  be  a  woman  ? 

Clara.  'Would  I  were  none  ! 
But  Nature's  privy  seal  assures  me  one. 

Enter  Alvarbz  and  Bobadilla. 

Ah.  Thou  anger' st  me!  Can  strong  habitual 
custom 
Work  with  such  magic  on  the  mind  and  manners, 
In  spite  of  sex  and  Nature  ?  Find  out,  sirrah. 
Some  skilful  fighter. 

Bob.  Yes,  sir. 

Alv,  I  will  rectify 
And  redeem  cither's  proper  inclination. 
Or  bray  'em  in  a  mortar,  and  new-mold  'em. 
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Bob,  Believe  your  eyes,  sir ;  I  tell  you,  we  wash 
an  Ethiop.     ,  lExU. 

Clara.  I  strike  it,  for  ten  ducats. 

Alv,  How  now,  Clara, 
Your  breeches  on  still  ?  And  your  petticoat 
Not  yet  off,  Lucio  ?  art  thou  not  gelt  ? 
Or  did  the  cold  Muscovite  beget  thee, 
That  lay  here  lieger,  in  the  last  great  frost  ? 
Art  not  thou,  Clara,  turn'd  a  man  indeed 
Beneath  the  girdle  ?  and  a  woman  thou  ? 
I'll  have  you  searched;    by  Heaven,  I   strongly 

doubt ! 
We  must  have  these  things  mended.     Come,  go 
in !  lExit. 

Enltr  YnmuA  and  Bobadizjju 

Bob,  With  Lucio,  say  you  ?  There^he  is  for  you. 

VU,  And  there  is  for  thee.  [Qive$  money. 

Bob,  I  thank  you.  You  have  now  bought  a 
little  advice  of  me :  If  you  chance  to  have  con- 
ference with  that  lady  there,  be  very  civil,  or  look 
to  your  head  1  She  has  ten  nails,  and  yon  have 
but  two  eyes  :  If  any  foolish  hot  motions  should 
chance  to  rise  in  the  horizon,  under  your  equi- 
noctial there,  qualify  it  as  well  as  you  can,  for  I 
fear  the  elevation  of  your  pole  will  not  agree  with 
the  horoscope  of  her  constitution :  She  is  Bell  and 
the  Dragon,  I  assure  you.  lExU, 

Fit.  Are  you  the  Lucio,  sir,  that  saved  Vitelli  ? 

Lucio,  Not  I,  indeed,  sir ;  I  did  never  brabble: 
There  walks  that  Ludo  metamorphosed.        lExit, 

Vit,  Do  you  mock  me  ? 

Clara,  No,  he  does  not :  I  am  that 
Supposed  Lucio  that  was,  but  Clara 
That  is,  and  daughter  unto  Alvarez. 

Vit,  Amazement  daunts  me !    '  Would  my  life 
So  you  were  still  my  fair  expositor !     [were  riddles, 
Protected  by  a  lady  from  my  death  ? 
Oh,  I  shall  wear  an  everlasting  blush 
Upon  my  cheek  from  this  discovery  I 
Oh,  you,  the  fairest  soldier  I  e'er  saw. 
Each  of  whose  eyes,  like  a  bright  beamy  shield. 
Conquers  without  blows,  the  contentions 

Clara.  Sir,  guard  yourself;  you  are  in  your 
And  may  be  injured.  [enemy's  house, 

Vit,  'Tis  impossible : 
Foe,  nor  oppressing  odds,  dares  prove  ViteUi, 
If  Clara  side  him,  and  will  call  him  friend. 
I  would  the  difference  of  our  bloods  were  such 
As  might  with  any  shift  be  wiped  away  ! 
Or  'would  to  Heaven  yourself  were  all  yourname ; 
That,  having  lost  blood  by  you,  I  might  hope 
To  raise  blood  from  you !  But  my  black-wing'd 
Hovers  aversely  over  that  fond  hope  ;  [fate 

And  he  whose  tongue  thus  gratifies  the  daughter 
And  sister  of  his  enemy,  wears  a  sword 
To  rip  the  father  and  the  brother  up : 
Thus  you,  that  saved  this  wretched  life  of  mine, 
Have  saved  it  to  the  ruin  of  your  friends. 
That  my  affections  should  promiscuously 
Dart  love  and  hate  at  once,  both  worthily  ! 
Pray  let  me  kiss  your  hand  1 

Clara,  You  are  treacherous, 
And  come  to  do  me  mischief. 

Vit.  Speak  on  still ; 
Your  words  are  falser,  fair,  than  my  intents. 
And  each  sweet  accent  far  more  treacherous ;  for 
Though  you  speak  ill  of  me,  you  speak  so  well 
I  do  desire  to  hear  you. 

Clara,  Fray  be  gone ; 
Or,  kill  me  if  you  please. 


Vit.  Oh,  neither  can  I : 
For,  to  be  gone  were  to  destroy  my  life ; 
And  to  kill  you  were  to  destroy  my  soul. 
I  am  in  love,  yet  must  not  be  in  love ! 
I'll  get  away  apace.     Yet,  valiant  lady, 
Such  gratitude  to  honour  I  do  owe, 
And  such  obedience  to  your  memory. 
That  if  you  will  bestow  something,  that  I 
May  wear  about  me,  it  shall  bind  all  wrath. 
My  most  inveterate  wrath,  firom  all  attempts. 
Till  you  and  I  meet  next. 

Clara.  A  favour,  sir  ? 
Why,  rU  give  you  good  counsel. 

Vit.  That  already 
You  have  bestow'd ;  a  ribbon,  or  a  glove- 


Clara,  Nay,  tiiose  are  tokens  for  a  waitii^-maid 
To  trim  the  butler  with. 

Vit,  Your  feather 

Clara,  Fy! 
The  wenches  give  them  to  the  aerving-men. 

Vit.  That  little  ring 

Clara,  'Twill  hold  you  but  by  th'  finger ; 
And  I  would  have  you  faster. 

Vit,  Anything 
That  I  may  wear,  and  but  remember  yon. 

Clara.  This  smile ;  my  good  opinion ;  or  myself  1 
But  that,  it  seems,  you  like  not. 

Vit.  Yes  ;  so  well. 
When  any  smiles,  I  will  remember  yours  ; 
Your  good  opinion  shall  in  weight  poize  me 
Against  a  thousand  ill ;  lastly,  yourself 
My  curious  eye  now  figures  in  my  heart. 
Where  I  will  wear  yon  till  the  table  break. 
So,  whitest  angels  guard  you ! 

Clara,  Stay,  sir ;  I 
Have  fitly  thought  to  give,  what  you  as  fitly 
May  not  disdain  to  wear. 

Vit.  What's  that  ? 

Clara.  This  sword.— 
I  never  heard  a  man  speak  till  this  hour :      iAsU£. 
His  words  are  golden  chains,  and  now  I  fear 
The  lioness  hath  met  a  tamer  here : 
Fy,  how  his  tongue  chimes  ! — ^What  was  I  saying  ? 
Oh,  this  favour  1  bequeath  you,  which  I  tie 
In  a  love-knot,  fast,  ne'er  to  hurt  my  friends ; 
Yet  be  it  fortunate  'gainst  all  your  foes 
(For  I  have  neither  friend,  nor  foe,  but  yours) 
As  e'er  it  was  to  me  !  I  have  kept  it  long. 
And  value  it,  next  my  virginity. — 
But,  good,  return  it ;  for  I  now  remember 
I  vow'd,  who  purchased  it  should  have  me  too. 

Vit,  'Would  that  were  possible !  but,  alas,  *tU 
not: 
Yet  this  assure  yourself,  most  honoured  Clara, 
I'll  not  infringe  an  artide  of  breath 
My  vow  hath  offer'd  to  you ;  nor  from  this  part 
Whilst  it  hath  edge,  or  point,  or  I  a  heart.     iSx^H 

Clara.  Oh,  leave  me  living  I — What  new  exer^ 
Is  crept  into  my  breast,  that  blancheth  dean     [cis^ 
My  former  nature  ?  I  begin  to  find 
I  am  a  woman,  and  must  learn  to  fight 
A  softer  sweeter  battle  than  with  swords. 
I  am  sick  methinks ;  but  the  disease  I  feel 
Pleaseth  and  punisheth.     I  warrant,  love 
Is  very  like  this,  that  folks  talk  of  so ; 
I  skill  not  what  it  is,  yet  sure  even  here. 
Even  in  my  heart,  I  sensibly  perceive 
It  glows,  and  riseth  like  a  glimmering  flame. 
But  know  not  yet  the  essence  on't,  nor  name. 

lEx*i\ 


>    — 


JUalr.  ThoQ  art  «  right  ruol  in  bU  men'i  prc- 

Yet  now,  m^  pair  of  twini.  of  fool  and  knave, 
Liook,  we  ■nfrieadi;  there'i  ^Idforthee  :  Admit 
Whom  I  will  have,  and  keep  it  from  m;  don, 
And  I  will  make  thee  richer  than  tbon  art  wiae  : 
'mou  shalt  be  my  bawd,  and  my  officer  ; 
Thj  ehildirn  ahail  eat  (till,  my  good  night-owl. 
And  thy  old  wife  lell  andironi  to  the  court, 
Be  cannteiuiiced  by  the  dona,  and  weir  a  hood, 
Nay.  keep  my  gardeti'banae  ;  I'll  oU  her  mother, 
Tbee  bxiier,  mj  good  poifonoiu  red-bair'd  devil. 
And  goU  ihall  didlj  be  thy  lactifica. 


feyea  dayi  in  ■  dark  room  by  candle-light, 
A  plenteous  table  spread,  with  all  good  tneata. 
Before  hii  eyes,  a  cue  of  keen  broad  kniies 
Upon  the  boaid,  and  he  so  walch'd  he  might  not 
Touch  (he  least  modicum,  unless  he  cut  it  j 
And  thos  I  brought  him  flrat  to  draw  a  IcDife. 

Bob.  Good  ! 

Pia.  Then  for  ten  days  did  I  diet  him 
Only  with  barnt  pork,  sir,  and  gammons  of  bacon ; 
A  pill  of  caviary  now  and  then. 
Which  breeds  cboler  adust,  yon  know— — 

Bob.  "Tit  tme. 
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Pio,  And  to  purge  phlegmatic  humoar,  and  cold 
crudities, 
In  all  that  time  he  drank  me  aqua-fortis, 
And  nothing  else  but 

Bob.  AqtM-vitm,  signor ; 
For  aqua-fortis  poisons. 

Pio.  Aqua-fortiSf 
I  say  again  :  What's  one  man's  poison,  signor, 
Is  anoti^er's  meat  or  drink. 

Bob,  Your  patience,  sir  ! 
Bf  your  good  patience,  he  had  a  huge  cold  stomach. 

Pio,  I  fired  it,  and  gave  him  then  three  sweats 
In  the  artillery-yard,  three  drilling  days ; 
And  now  he'll  ihoot  a  gun,  and  draw  a  sword. 
And  fight,  with  any  man  in  Christendom. 

Bob.  A  receipt  for  a  coward !  Til  be  bold,  sir. 
To  write  your  good  prescription. 

Pio,  Sir,  hereafter 
You  shall,  and  underneath  it  put  probatum,'-' 
Is  your  chain  right  ? 

Bob,  It  is  both  right  and  just,  sir ; 
For,  though  I  am  a  steward,  I  did  get  it 
With  no  man's  wrong. 

Pio.  You  are  witty. 

Bob,  So,  so. 
Could  you  not  cure  one,  sir,  of  being  too  rash, 
And  ovei^daring?  (there  now's  my  disease) 
Fool-hardy,  as  they  say  ?  for  that  in  sooth 
I  am. 

Pio,  Most  easily. 

Bob.  How  ? 

Pio,  To  make  you  drunk,  sir. 
With  small  beer  once  a-day,  and  beat  you  twice. 
Till  you  be  bruis'd  all  over ;  if  that  help  not. 
Knock  out  your  brains. 

Bob,  This  is  strong  physic,  signor. 
And  never  will  agree  with  my  weak  body ; 
I  find  the  medicine  worse  than  the  malady. 
And  therefore  will  remain  fool-hardy  still. 
You'll  come,  sir  ? 

Pio,  As  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Bob,  A  man  o'  th'  sword  should  never  break 
his  word. 
.  Pio,  111  overtake  you  :  I  have  only,  sir, 
A  complimental  visitation 
To  offer  to  a  mistress  lodged  here  by. 

Bob,  A  gentlewoman  ^ 

Pio,  Yes,  sir. 

Bob,  Fair  and  comely  ? 

Pio,  Oh,  sir,  the  paragon,  the  nonpareil 
Of  Sevil,  the  most  wealthy  mine  of  Spain, 
For  beauty  and  perfection. 

Bob.  Say  you  so  ? 
Might  not  a  man  eAtreat  a  courtesy. 
To  walk  along  with  you,  signor,  to  peruse 
This  dainty  mine,  though  not  to  dig  in't,  signor  ? 
Hauh  —  I  hope  you'll  not  deny  me,  Imng  a 

stranger; 
Though  I  am  steward,  I  am  flesh  and  blood. 
And  frail  as  other  men. 

Pio.  Sir,  blow  your  nose ! 
I  dare  not,  for  the  world :  No  ;  she  is  kept 
By  a  great  don,  VitellL 

Bob.  How  I 

Pio.  'Us  true. 

Bob.  See,  things  will  veer  about !      This  don 
Am  I  to  seek  now,  to  deliver  letters  [Vitelli 

From  my  young  mistress  Clara  ;  and,  I  tell  you. 
Under  the  rose,  (because  you  are  a  stranger    - 
And  my  especial  friend)  I  doubt  there  is 


A  little  foolish  love  betwixt  the  parties. 
Unknown  unto  my  lord. 

Pio.  Happy  discovery !  iAtkU. 

My  fruit  bqgims  to  ripen.— Hark  you,  sir  ! 
I  would  not  wish  you  now  to  give  those  letters ; 
But  home,  and  ope  this  to  madonna  Clara, 
Which  when  I  come  I'll  justify,  and  rcUte 
More  amply  and  particularly. 

Bob.  I  approve 
Your  counsel,  and  will  practise  it.      Beso  kt 

manos  ! 
Here's  two  chewres  chcwr'd  !    When  Wisdom  is 

employ' d, 
'Tis  ever  thus. — Your  more  acquaintance,  sigmu' ! 
I  say  not  better,  lest  you  think  I  thought  not 
Yours  good  enough.  [Exit 

Pio,  Your  servant,  excellent  steward  ! 
'Would  all  the  dons  in  Spain  had  no  more  bnons  '. 

Enter  Albuaztbr. 
Here  comes  the  Alguazier  :    Dieu  tfotu  gwtrde. 
Is  my  cuz  stirring  yet  ?  [monsieur  ! 

Alg,  Your  cuz,  good  cousin  ? 
A  whore  is  like  a  fool,  a-kin  to  all 
The  gallants  in  the  town.     Your  cux,  good  signor, 
Is  gone  abroad,  sir,  with  her  other  cousin, 
My  lord  Vitelli ;  since  when  there  hath  been 
Some  dozen  cousins  here  to  enquire  for  bo*. 

Pio,  She's  greatly  allied,  sir. 

Alg,  Marry  is  she,  sir ; 
Come  of  a  lusty  kindred  I  The  truth  is, 
I  must  connive  no  more ;  no  more  admittance 
Must  I  consent  to  :  My  good  lord  has  threatea'd 
And  you  must  pardon [roe, 

Pio,  Out  upon  thee,  man ! 
Turn  honest  in  thine  age  ?  one  foot  i'  th'  grave  ? 
Thou  shalt  not  wrong  thyself  so  for  a  million. 
Look,  thou  three-hewied  Cerberus  (for  wit 
I  mean),  here  is  one  sop,  and  two,  and  three  ; 
For  every  chop  a  bit  1  {jBivet  tmomiy. 

Alg.  Ay,  marry,  sir ! — 
Well,  the  poor  heart  loves  you  but  too  welL 
We  have  been  talking  on  you,  'fedth,  this  hour. 
Where,  what  I  said — Go  to !  she  loves  your  valour : 
Oh,  and  your  music  most  abominably  ! 
She  is  within,  sir,  and  alone. — What  mean  you  ? 

[PioBATO  ckanpa  «Mkt. 

Pio.  That  is  your  sergeant's  side,  I  take  it,  sir; 
Now  I  endure  your  constable's  much  better ; 
There  is  less  dtmger  in't ;  for  one,  you  know. 
Is  a  tame  harmless  monster  in  the  light. 
The  sergeant,  salvage  both  by  day  and  night. 

Aig,  I'll  call  her  to  you  for  that. 

Pio,  No,  I'll  charm  her. 

Alg,  She's  come. 

Pio,  My  spirit ! 

Enter  Malboda. 

Malr.  Oh,  my  sweet ! 
Leap  hearts  to  lips,  and  in  our  kisses  meet ! 

BONO. 

tio.  Turn,  torn,  thy  beauteous  face  away* 
Bow  pale  and  iickly  looks  the  day. 
In  emulation  of  thy  brighter  beams  I 
Oh,  envious  Light,  fly,  fly,  begone. 
Come,  Night,  and  piece  two  breasts  as  <»• ; 
When  what  Love  does,  we  will  repeat  in  dreams. 
Yet,  thine  eyes  open,  who  can  I^  hence  fr^bt .' 
Let  but  their  Uds  faU,  and  it  wiU  be  Night ! 

Alg.  Well,  I  will  leave  you  to  your  fortitnde. 
And  you  to  temperance.    Ah,  ye  pretty  pair  I 


The  cropping  of  hii  e»r»,  iLtting  his  ooie, 

Yet  when  I  meet  aeain  those  eorcerer'a  eyei,              1 

Or  beinj!  gilt 

Fit.  'Twu  weU  done. 

As  if  that  cakee  of  ice  and  July  met  i 

Alg.  FloM  jam  hoDooT. 

And  her  aigba,  powerfol  aa  the  rioleat  north, 

I  told  him  there  were  tttmt ;  add  then  at  lut 

Like  a  light  feather  Iwirl  me  ronnd  about, 

Swore  three  or  four  greU  oithi  ahe  «m  remored, 

And  leaie  me  in  mine  own  low  state  again.— 

What  ail'st  thou  ?  Pr'jthee,  weep  not !  Oh,  those 

Beia«  tor  joai  lorfahip. 

tears, 

rit.  What  becune  of  him  ? 

If  they  were  true,  and  rightly  spent,  would  raiie 

>«(^.   •Piitb,  air.  he  went  away  with  a  flea  in'a 

A  flow-ry  apring  i'  th'  midal  of  January  1 

Uke  •  poor  cnr,  eUppioc  hU  triodle  tail         [ear, 

Celestial  mimstera  with  crystal  oupa 

Betariit  hia  Itfa.— ^  chi  l»a,aelu  ha.a  cAi  ha  I 

Would  stoop  to  saie  'em  for  immortal  drink  ! 

—No-,  lack  ! 
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Malr.  Do  yon  ask  ? 
You  are  marrying  !  having  made  me  unfit 
For  any  man,  you  leave  me  fit  for  all : 
Porters  must  be  my  burdens  now,  to  live  ; 
And  fitting  me  yourself  for  carts  and  beadles, 
You  leave  me  to  'em  :  And  who,  of  all  the  world, 
But  the  virago,  your  great  arch-foe's  daughter  ? 
But  on  !  I  care  not  this  poor  rush  !  'Twill  breed 
An  excellent  comedy ;   ha !   ha !     It  makes  me 

laugh ; 
I  cannot  chuse.    The  best  is,  some  report 
It  is  a  match  for  fear,  not  love,  o'  your  side. 

VU.  Why,  how  the  devil  knows  she  that  1  saw 

lAridf. 
This  lady  ?  are  all  whores  pieced  with  some  witch  ? 
I  will  be  merry. — 'Faith,  'tis  true,  sweetheart, 
I  am  to  marry 

Malr,  Are  you  ?  You  base  lord ! 
By  Heaven,  I'll  pistol  thee. 

VU.  A  roaring  whore  1 — 
Take  heed  !  there's  a  correction-house  hard  by. 
You  ha'  leam'd  this  o'   your  swordman,  that  I 

wam'd  you  of. 
Your  fencers  and  your  drunkards.  But  whereas 
You  upbraid  me  with  oaths,  why,  I  must  tell  you 
I  ne'er  promised  you  marriage,  nor  have  vow'd. 
But  said  I  love  you,  long  as  you  remain'd 
The  woman  I  expected,  or  you  swore : 
And  how  you  have  fail'd  of  that,  sweetheart,  you 

know. 
You  fain  would  shew  your  power ;  but,  fare  you 
I'll  keep  no  more  faith  with  an  infidel.  [well ! 

Malr.  Nor  I  my  bosom  for  a  Turk.  Do  ye  hear? 
Go  !  and  the  devil  take  me,  if  ever 
I  see  you  more  !  I  was  too  true. 

Vit.  Come ;  pish  ! 
That  devil  take  the  falsest  of  us  two  ! 

Malr.  Amen ! 

Vit.  You*re  an  ill  clerk,  and  curse  yourself : 
Madness  transports  you.     I  confess,  I  drew  you 
Unto  my  will ;  but  you  must  know  that  must  not 
Make  me  dote  on  the  habit  of  my  sin : 
I  will,  to  settle  you  to  your  content, 
Be  master  of  my  word.     And  yet  he  lied. 
That  told  you  I  was  marrying  but  in  thought : 
But  will  you  slave  me  to  your  tyranny 
So  cruelly,  I  shall  not  dare  to  look 
Or  speak  to  other  women  ?  make  me  not 
Your  smock's  monopoly.  Come,  let's  be  friends  ! 
Look,  here's  a  jewel  for  thee :  I  will  come 
At  night,  and 

Malr.  What  ?  I'faith  you  shall  not,  sir. 

VU.  I'faith  and  troth,  and  verily,  but  I  will. 

Malr.  Half  drunk,  to  make  a  noise,  and  rail  ? 

VU.  No,  no ; 
Sober,  and  dieted  for  the  nonce.     I  am  thine  I 
I  have  won  the  day. 

Malr.  The  night,  though,  shall  be  mine. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— .^  Room  in  Alvarez'  House, 
Enter  Clara  and  BobaduXiA. 

Clara.  What  said  he,  sirrah  ? 

Bob,  Little,  or  nothing.  'Faith,  I  saw  him  not. 
Nor  will  not :  He  doth  love  a  strumpet,  mistress. 
Nay,  keeps  her  spitefully,  under  the  constable's 
It  shall  be  justified  by  the  gentleman,  [nose : 

Your  brother's  master,  that  is  now  within 
A-practising.    There  are  your  letters !  Come, 


You  shall  not  cast  yourself  away  while  I  live ; 
Nor  will  I  venture  my  right-worshipful  place 
In  such  a  business.     Here's  your  mother  (down !) 
And  he  that  loves  you ;  another  'gates  fellow — 
I  wish  if  you  had  any  grace 

Clara.  Well,  rogue  I  iSiU  and  works. 

Bob.  I'U  in, 
To  see  don  Lucio  manage :  He  will  make 
A  pretty  piece  of  flesh,  I  promise  you ; 
He  does  already  handle  hu  weapon  finely.      lExiL 

Enter  Euojckia  and  Stavkdra. 

Bug.  She  knows  your  love,  sir,  and  the  full 
allowance 
Her  father  and  myself  approve  it  with  ; 
And  I  must  tell  you,  I  much  hope  it  hath 
Wrought  some  impression,  by  her  alteration  : 
She  sighs,  and  aaya  forsooth,  and  cries  heigh-ho  ! 
She'll  take  ill  words  o'  th'  steward,  and  the  ser- 
Yet  answer  affably,  and  modestly ;  [Titnts, 

Things,  sir,  not  usual  with  her.  There  she  is  ; 
Change  some  few  words. 

Syav.  Madam,  I  am  bound  to  you. — 
How  now,  fair  mistress  ?  working  ? 

Clara.  Yes,  forsooth ; 
Learning  to  live  another  day. 

Sfov.  That  needs  not. 

Clara.  No,  forsooth  ?  by  my  truly,  bat  it  does ; 
We  know  not  what  we  may  come  to. 

Bug.  'Tis  strange ! 

Syav.  Come,  I  ha'  begg*d  leave  for  you  to  play. 

Clara.  Forsooth, 
'Tis  ill  for  a  fair  ladyto  be  idle.* 

Syav.  She  had  better  be  well  busied,  I  know 
that. 
Turtle,  methinks  you  mourn  ;  shall  I  sit  by  yon  ? 

Clara,  If  you  be  weary,  sir,  you  had  best  be 
gone; 
I  work  not  a  true  stitch,  now  you're  my  mate. 

Syav.  If  I  be  so,  I  must  do  more  than  side  jon^ 

Clara,  Even  what  you  will,  but  tread  me. 

Syav.  ShaUwebill? 

Clara.  Oh,  no,  forsooth. 

Syav.  Being  so  fair,  my  Clara, 
Why  do  you  delight  in  black-work  } 

Clara.  Oh,  white  sir. 
The  fairest  ladies  like  the  blackest  men : 
I  ever  loved  the  colour ;  all  black  things 
Are  least  subject  to  change. 

Syav,  Why,  I  do  love 
A  black  thing  too ;  and  the  most  beauteous  faces 
Have  oftnest  of  them  ;  as  the  blackest  eyes, 
Jet-arched  brows,  such  hair.     I'U  kiss  your  hand^ 

Clara.  'Twill  hinder  me  my  work,  sir ;  and  mj 
mother 
Will  chide  me  if  I  do  not  do  my  task. 

Syav.  Your  mother,  nor  your  father,  shall  chide^ 
—You 
Might  have  a  prettier  task,  would  you  be  ruled. 
And  look  with  open  eyes. 

Clara.  I  stare  upon  you, 
And  broadly  see  you ;  a  wond'rous  proper  man  ! 
Yet  'twere  a  greater  task  for  me  to  love  you. 
Than  I  shall  ever  work,  sir,  in  seven  year. 
Plague  o'  this  stitching !  I  had  rather  feel 
Two,  than  sow  one. — ^This  rogue  has  given  me  i 

stitch  [^AsLHi 

Clean  cross  my  heart.— Good  faith,  sir,   I  aha] 
prick  you  I 
Syav,  In  gooder  faith,  I  would  prick  you  again 
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Ckn.  Nov  jou  grow  troablesome  !     Pish,  the 
man's  foolish ! 

Sfav.  Pray  vear  these  trifles. 

Cl»a,  Neither  yon,  nor  trifles : 
Ymi  STB  a  trifle ;  wear  yourself,  sir,  oat, 
Aad  here  no  more  trifle  the  time  away. 

Sym.  Come,  you're  deceiTed  in  me ;  I  will  not 
wake, 
Nor  fast,  nor  die  for  you. 

Ckm,  Goose,  be  not  you  deceived  ! 
I  eumot  like,  nor  loTe,  nor  live  with  you, 
Nor  (ait,  nor  watch,  nor  pray  for  you. 

Eng.  Her  old  fit ! 

Sffn.  [Ande."]  Sure  this  is  not  the  way. — Nay, 
IwiU  break 
Your  melancholy—* 

dan,  I  shall  break  your  pate  then. 
Avar,  you  sanguine  scabbard  t 

E%g,  Oat  upon  thee  1 
IVn'lt  break  my  heart,  I  am  sure. 

Sifn.  She's  not  yet  tame. 

£«kr  Altambz  ;  FIobato  <u»d  "Luao^feneing,  and 

BOBADILLA. 

Ah.  On,  sir !  put  home !  or  I  shall  goad  you 
here 
With  this  old  fox  of  mine,  that  will  bite  better. 
Oh,  the  brave  age  is  gone !  In  my  young  days 
A  cheralier  wonld  stock  a  needle's  point 
Three  times  together :  Strait  1*  th'  hams  1 
Or  ihall  I  gite  you  new  garters  ? 

Bah.  'Faith,  old  master. 
There's  little  hope ;  the  linen  sure  was  dank 
He  was  begot  in,  he's  so  faint  and  cold  ! 
'  Efen  send  him  to  Toledo,  there  to  study ; 
I  For  he  will  never  fadge  with  these  Toledos. 
'  ^  ye  ap  yoor  point  there,  pick  his  teeth  1     Oh, 
i  base! 

I     ^  Fy !  you  are  the  most  untoward  scholar ! — 
I  Bear 

Ymn-  body  gracefutty ;  what  a  posture's  there  ! 
Yos  lie  too  open-breasted, 
tvflo.  Oh! 
1^\o.  You  would 
Nerer  make  a  good  statesman. 

Imo.  Plniy,  no  more ! 
I  hope  to  breathe  in  peace,  and  therefore  need  not 
^  pracdee  of  these  dangerous  qualities : 
I  do  not  mean  to  live  by't,  for  I  trust 
^oQ'n  leave  me  better  able. 

Alt,  Not  a  button  ! 
Eafeoia,  let's  go  get  us  a  new  heir. 
£a^.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  your  daughter's  as  unto- 
ward. 
Ah,  I  will  break  thee  bone  by  bone,  and  bake 
thee,  ere 
I  vill  ha*  such  a  wooden  son  to  inherit. — 
Tike  him  a  good  knock ;  see  how  that  will  work. 
P'^*  Now  for  your  life,  signor  ! 
iMm.  Oh,  alas,  I  am  kiU'd ! 
My  eye  is  oat  1  Look,  father  !  Zancho ! 
iH  play  the  fonA  no  more  thus,  that  I  will  not. 
Chra,  'Heart,  ne'er  a  rogue  in  Spain  shall  wrong 
my  brother, 
Whflit  1  can  hold  a  sword.         {ThrutU  at  PioaAio. 


Pto.  Hold,  madam,  madam ! 
Ah,  Clara  I 
Eug.  Daughter ! 
Bob,  Mistress  ! 
Pio.  Bradamante  t 
Hold,  hold,  I  pray. 

Alv,  The  devil's  in  her,  o'  the  other  side  sure ! — 
There's  gold  for  you. — ^They  have  changed  what- 

ye-call't's. 
Will  no  cure  help  ?  Well,  I  have  one  experiment. 
And  if  that  fail,  I'll  hang  him ;  then  there's  an 

end  on't. 
Come  you  along  with  me  !  and  you,  sir ! 
B<A.  Now  are  you  going  to  drowning. 

[Exeunt  ALVAasx,  Euobnia,  Lucio,  and  Bobaoiixa. 
Syav,  I'll  even  along  with  ye ;  she's  too  great  a 
lady 
For  mC)  and  would  prove  more  than  my  match. 

lEsit. 
Clara.    You  are  he  spoke   of  Vitelli  to  the 

steward  ? 
Pto.  Yes ;  and,  I  thank  you,  you  have  beat  me 

for't. 
Clara,  But  are  you  sure  you  do  not  wrong  him  ? 
Pto.  Sure? 
So  sure,  that,  if  you  please  venture  yourself, 
I'll  shew  you  him  and  his  cockatrice  together, 
And  you  shall  hear  'em  talk. 

Clara.  Will  you  ?  By  Heaven,  sir. 
You  shall  endear  me  ever ;  and  I  ask 
You  mercy ! 
Pto.  You  were  somewhat  boisterous. 
Clara,  There's  gold  to  make  ye  amends ;  and 
for  this  pains, 
111  gratify  you  further.     I'll  but  mask  me. 
And  walk  along  with  ye.  'Faith,  let's  make  a  night 
on't  I  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  v.— Night.    A  Street, 

Enter  Alouasibs,  Pacmiboo.  Hbndoza,  Mbtaxj>i,  and 

Lazarillo. 

Alg,  Come  on,  my  brave  water-spaniels !  you 
that  hunt  ducks  in  the  night,  and  hide  more 
knavery  under  your  gowns  than  your  betters  I 
Observe  my  precepts,  and  edify  by  my  doctrine. 
At  yond  comer  will  I  set  you :  If  dnmkards  molest 
the  street,  and  fall  to  brabbling,  knock  you  down 
the  malefactors,  and  take  you  up  their  cloaks  and 
hats,  and  bring  them  to  me ;  they  are  lawful  pri- 
soners, and  must  be  ransom'd  ere  they  receive 
liberty.  What  else  you  are  to  execute  upon  occa- 
sion, you  sufficiently  know,  and  therefore  I  abbre- 
viate my  lecture. 

Met,  We  are  wise  enough,  and  warm  enough. 

Mend,  Vice  this  night  shall  be  apprehended ! 

Pach,  The  terror  of  rug-gowns  shall  be  known, 
and  our  bills  discharge  us  of  after-reckonings. 

Lax,  I  will  do  anything,  so  I  may  eat  I 

Pach.  Lazarillo,  we  wUl  spend  no  more ;  now 
we  are  grown  worse,  we  will  live  better ;  let  us 
follow  our  calling  faithfully. 

Alg,  Away  then  I  the  commonwealth  is  our  mis- 
tress ;  and  who  would  serve  a  common  mistress, 
but  to  gain  by  her  ?  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  h—A  Street, 


Enter  Vitxllli,  Lamoral.  Gewktora,  Awastoo,  and  two 

Pages  unth  Lights. 

Lam,  I  pray  yoa  see  the  masque,  my  lord. 

Ana,  Tis  early  night  yet. 

Gen,  Oh,  if  it  be  so  late,  take  me  along  ; 
I  would  not  give  advantage  to  ill  tongues 
To  tax  my  being  here,  without  your  presence 
To  be  my  warrant. 

Vit.  You  might  spare  this,  sister, 
Knowing  with  whom  I  leave  you ;  one  that  is, 
By  your  allowance,  and  his  choice,  your  servant, 
And,  ;nay  my  counsel  and  persuasion  work  it, 
Your  husband  speedily. — For  your  entertainment 
My  thanks  I  I  will  not  rob  you  of  the  means 
To  do  your  mistress  some  acceptable  service, 
In  waiting  on  her  to  my  house. 

Gen,  My  lord 

Vit.  As  you  respect  me,  without  further  trouble 
Retire,  and  taste  those  pleasures  prepared  for  you, 
And  leave  me  to  my  own  ways. 

Lam,  When  you  please,  sir.  iBxeunt. 


SCENE  II. — A  Room  in  the  Alguazibr's 
Hotue  with  a  Gallery, 

Enter  Malrooa  and  Alovazsxh. 

Malr,  You'll  leave  my  chamber  ? 

Alg,  Let  us  but  bill  once, 
My  dove,  my  sparrow,  and  I,  with  my  office, 
Will  be  thy  slaves  for  ever. 

Malr,  Are  you  so  hot  ? 

Alg.  But  taste  the  difference  of  a  man  in  place : 
You'll  find  that,  when  authority  pricks  him  for- 
ward, 
Your  don,  nor  yet  your  Diego,  comes  not  near  him, 
To  do  a  lady  right !  No  men  pay  dearer 
For  their  stolen  sweets  than  we ;  three  minutes' 
Affords  to  any  sinner  a  protection  [trading 

For  three  years  after ;  think  on  that.    I  bum  ! 
But  one  drop  of  your  bounty 

Malu  Hence,  you  rogue ! 
Am  I  fit  for  you  ?  is't  not  grace  sufficient 
To  have  your  staff  a  bolt  to  bar  the  door 
Where  a  don  enters,  but  that  you'll  presume 
To  be  his  taster  ? 

Alg,  Is  no  more  respect 
Due  to  this  rod  of  justice  ? 

Malr,  Do  you  dispute  ? 
Good  doctor  of  the  dungeon,  not  a  word  more  ! 
Pox  !  if  you  do,  my  lord  Vitelli  knows  it. 

Alg,  Why,  I  am  big  enough  to  answer  him. 
Or  any  man. 

Malr,  'Tis  well ! 

Fit.  [fTt/Am.]  Malroda! 

Alg.  How? 

Malr.  You  know  the  voice ;  and  now  croucli 
like  a  cur 
Ta'en  worrying  sheep:    I  now  could  have  you 

gelded 
For  a  bawd  rampant ;  but,  on  this  submission, 
For  once  I  spare  you. 

Alg,  lAstde."}  I  will  be  revenged  ! — 

Enter  Vitblu. 

My  honourable  lord. 


Vit,  There's  for  thy  care. 

Alg,  I  am  mad,  stark  mad !  Proud  Pagan  ?  scorn 
her  host  ?  ZAside. 

I  would  I  were  but  valiant  enough  to  kick  her  I 
I  would  wish  no  manhood  else. 

Malr,  What's  that? 

Alg.  I  am  gone.  lExiL 

Enter  Ftorato  and  Claiu,  above, 

Pio,  You  see  I  have  kept  my  word. 

Clara,  But  in  this  object 
Hardly  deserved  my  thanks. 

Pio,  Is  there  aught  else 
You  will  command  me  ? 

Clara,  Only  your  sword. 
Which  I  must  have.     Nay,  willingly !  I  jet  know 
To  force  it,  and  to  use  it. 

Pio,  'Tb  yours,  lady. 

Clara,  I  ask  no  other  guard. 

Pio.  If  so,  I  leave  you. 
And  now,  if  that  the  constable  keep  his  word, 
A  poorer  man  may  chance  to  gull  a  lord.       lEjcit. 

Malr,  By  this  good  kiss,  you  shall  noL 

Vit,  By  this  kiss, 
I  must,  and  will,  Malroda !  What,  do  you  make 
A  stranger  of  me  ? 

Malr,  I'll  be  so  to  you, 
And  you  shall  find  it. 

Vit,  These  are  your  old  arts. 
To  endear  the  game  yon  know  I  come  to  hunt  for; 
Which  I  have  borne  too  coldly. 

Malr,  Do  so  still ! 
For  if  I  heat  you,  hang  me ! 

Vit,  If  yon  do  not, 
I  know  who'll  starve  for't.    Why,  thou  shame  of 

women, 
Whose  folly  or  whose  impudence  is  greater 
Is  doubtful  to  determine !  This  to  me, 
That  know  thee  for  a  whore  ? 

Malr,  And  made  me  one ; 
Remember  that ! 

Vit,  Why,  should  I  but  grow  wise. 
And  tie  that  bounty  up,  which  nor  discretion 
Nor  honour  can  give  way  to,  thou  wouldst  be 
A  bawd  ere  twenty ;  and,  within  a  month, 
A  barefoot,  lowsy,  and  diseased  whore. 
And  shift  thy  lodgings  oftner  than  a  rog;ue 
That's  whipt  from  post  to  post. 

Malr,  Pish !  all  our  college 
Know  yon  can  rail  well  in  thu  kind. 

Clara,  For  me 
He  never  spake  so  well ! 

Vit.  I  have  maintain'd  thee 
The  envy  of  great  fortunes  ;  made  thee  ahine 
As  if  thy  name  were  glorious  ;  stuck  thee  full 
Of  jewels,  as  the  firmament  of  stars ; 
And  in  it  made  thee  so  remarkable, 
That  it  grew  questionable  whether  Virtue  poor. 
Or  Vice  so  set  forth  as  it  is  in  thee, 
Were  even  by  Modesty's  self  to  be  preferr'd : 
And  am  I  thus  repaid? 

Malr,  You  are  still  my  debtor  \ 
Can  this,  though  true,  be  weigh'd  with  my  lost 

honour. 
Much  less  my  faith  ?  I  have  lived  private  to  yon. 
And  but  for  you  had  ne'er  known  what  lust  was. 
Nor  what  the  sorrow  for't 
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Mah,  TSfltnie! 
Bat  bow  nt&m'd  by  you  ?  thy  whole  life  being 
But  one  oontiniied  act  of  lost,  and  shipwreck 
Of  vomen'a  chastities. 

VU.  Bat  that  I  know 
That  ibe  that  dares  be  damn'd  dares  anything, 
I  should  admire  thy  tempting  me;  but  presume 

not 
Oathepoweryou  think  youhold  o'er  my  affections ; 
It  will  deodye  you  !  Yield,  and  presently, 
Or  bf  the  inflamed  blood,  which  thou  must  quench, 
111  make  a  forcible  entry. 

Jfa/r.  Touch  ooie  not ! 
Ton  know  I  have  a  throat :  By  HeaTen,  if  you  do, 
I  vill  cry  out  a  rape,  or  sheathe  this  here. 
Ere  rU  be  kept,  and  used  for  julip-water, 
To  allay  the  heat  which  luscious  meats  and  wine, 
And  not  desire,  hath  raised. 

Vit.  A  desperate  devil !  lAtide, 

Mj  hknA  commands  my  reason :  I  must  take 
Some  milder  way. 

M^r.  1  hope,  dear  don,  I  fit  you :  lAtide. 

Tbe  night  is  mine,  although  the  day  was  yours  ! 
Von  are  not  fiwting  now.    This  speeding  trick 
« Which  1  would  as  a  principle  leave  to  adl 
That  make  their  maintenance  out  of  their  own 

Indies, 
h  I  do  now^  my  good  old  mother  taught  me : 
**  Daughter,    quoth  she,  '*  contest  not  with  your 

loTer, 
His  ftomach  being  empty ;  let  wine  heat  him. 
And  thea  you  may  command  him :"     'Tis  a  sure 


Hii  looka  shew  he  is  coming. 

ViL  Come,  this  needs  not, 
Especially  to  me :  You  know  how  dear 
I  CTw  have  esteem'd  yon 

Ciara.  Lost  again  I 

VU.  That  any  sigh  of  yours  hath 


[onel 


power  to 
[change 


I 


Mt  strongest  resolution  ;  and  one  tear 
Saifident  to  command  a  pardon  from  me, 
For  any  wrong  from  you,  which  all  mankind 
^^oald  kneel  in  vain  for. 

M(Ur»  Piray  you  pardon  those 
That  need  your  fiiTour,  or  desire  it. 

ru.  IVytbee 
Be  better  temper'd  :  I'U  pay,  as  a  forfeit 
For  mj  raah  anger,  this  purse  fill'd  with  gold. 
Thon  ahalt  have  servants,  gowns,  attires ;  what 

not.^ 
fJblT  continue  mine. 

^jUr.  'Twas  this  I  fish'd  for.  lAHde, 

Vil.  Look  on  me,  and  receive  it. 

Midr,  Well,  you  know 
%  gentle  nature,  and  take  pride  to  abuse  it. 
^«  aee  a  trifle  pleases  me  :  We  are  friends  ; 
"^  kiss,  and  this,  confirms  it. 

Clara,  With  my  nrin ! 

Malr,  I'll  have  this  diamond,  and  this  pearl. 

^*t.  They  are  yours* 

^alr.  But  will  yon  not,  when  you  have  what 
you  came  for. 
Tike  them  from  me  to-morrow  ?  'Tis  a  fashion 
Vov  lords  of  late  have  used. 

ru.  But  rU  not  foUow. 

Ckra,  That  any  man  at  such  a  rate  as  this 
Shoold  pay  for  his  repentance  ! 

iru.  SbaU  we  to-bed  now  ? 

Malr,  Instantly,  sweet.    Yet,  now  I  think  on't 
better. 


There's  something  first  that  in  a  word  or  two 
I  must  acquaint  you  with. 

Clara.  Can  I  cry  aim 
To  this,  against  myself?  I'll  break  this  match. 
Or  make  it  stronger  with  my  blood  !        IDescends. 

Enter  Ajlouazikh,  PioRATo.'PACHTaco,  Mjctaldi,  Mkxdoza, 
Lazarillo,  Sfc.  and  aiand  apart. 

Alg.  I  am  yours ! 
A  don's  not  privileged  here  more  than  yourself : 
Win  her,  and  wear  her. 

Pio.  Have  you  a  priest  ready  ? 

Alg.  I  have  him  for  thee,  lad. — And  when  I  have 
Married  this  scornful  whore  to  this  poor  gallant, 
She  will  make  suit  to  me :  There  is  a  trick 
To  bring  a  high-priced  wench  upon  her  knees. 
For  you,  my  fine  neat  harpies,  stretch  your  talons, 
And  prove  yourselves  true  night-birds. 

Pack,  Take  my  word 
For  me  and  all  the  rest. 

Lax,  If  there  be  meat 
Or  any  banquet  stirrin;^,  you  shall  see 
How  I'll  bestow  myself. 

Alg,  When  they  are  drawn. 
Rush  in  upon  *em ;  all's  fair  prize  you  light  on. 
I  must  away  :  Your  officer  may  give  way 
To  the  knavery  of  his  watch,  but  must  not  see  it. 
You  all  know  where  to  find  me.  IBxit, 

Met,  There  look  for  us. 

Vit,  Who's  that  ? 

Malr,  My  Piorato  ?  Welcome,  welcome  ! 
'Faith,  had  you  not  come  when  you  did,  my  lord 
Had  done  I  know  not  what  to  me. 

Vit,  I  am  guU'd  ! 
First  cheated  of  my  jewels,  and  then  laugh'd  at  I 
— Sirrah,  what  make  you  here  ? 

Pio,  A  business  brings  me. 
More  lawful  than  your  own. 

Vit,  How's  that,  you  slave  ? 

Malr,  He's  such,  that  would 
Whom  he  would  make  a  wife  of ! 

Vit.  I'll  tread  upon 
The  face  you  dote  on,  strumpet ! 

Enter  Clara. 

Pack,  Keep  the  peace  there!  IThey  rush  forward, 

VU.  A  plot  upon  my  life  too  ? 

Met.  Down  with  him  \ 

Clara,  Shew  your  old  valour,  and  learn  from  a 
One  eagle  has  a  world  of  odds  against  [woman ! 
A  flight  of  daws,  as  these  are.       iShe  htai$  them  t^. 

Pio.  Get  you  off; 
ril  follow  instantly. 

Pack,  Run  for  more  help  there  ! 

lExeunl  all  but  Vitblli  and  Clara. 

Vit.  Loss  of  my  gold,  and  jewels,  and  the  wench 
Afflicts  me  not  so  much  as  the  having  Clara  [too, 
The  witness  of  my  weakness. 

Clara,  He  turns  from  me  I 
And  yet  I  may  urge  merit ;  since  his  life 
Is  made  my  second  gift. 

Vit,  May  I  ne'er  prosper 
If  I  know  how  to  thank  her  I 

Clara.  Sir,  your  pardon 
For  pressing  thus,  beyond  a  virgin's  bounds. 
Upon  your  privacies ;  and  let  my  being 
Like  to  a  man,  as  you  are,  be  the  excuse 
Of  my  soliciting  that  from  you,  which  shall  not 
Be  granted  on  my  part,  although  desired 
By  any  other.     Sir,  you  understand  me ; 
And  'twould  shew  nobly  in  you  to  prevent 
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From  me  a  farther  boldness,  which  I  must 

Proceed  in,  if  you  prove  not  mercifiil, 

Though  with  my  loss  of  blushes  and  good  name. 

Ft/.  Madam,  I  know  your  will,  and  would  be 
If  it  were  possible  I  could  affect  [thankful, 

The  daughter  of  an  enemy. 

Clara,  That  fair  false  one, 
Whom  with  fond  dotage  you  have  long  pursued, 
Had  such  a  fitther ;  she  to  whom  you  pay 
Dearer  for  your  dishonour,  than  all  titles 
Ambitious  men  hunt  for  are  worth. 

Vit  'Tis  truth. 

Clara,  Yet,  with  her,  as  a  friend,  you  still  ex- 
Health  for  diseases,  and,  to  your  disgrace,  [change 
Nourish  the  rivals  to  your  present  pleasures. 
At  your  own  charge ;  used  as  a  property 
To  give  a  safe  protection  to  her  lust, 
Yet  share  in  nothing  but  the  shame  of  it. 

Vit,  Grant  all  thh  so,  to  take  you  for  a  wife 
Were  greater  hazard ;  for  should  I  offend  you 
(As  'tis  not  easy  still  to  please  a  woman) 
You're  of  so  great  a  spirit,  that  I  must  learn 
To  wear  your  petticoat,  for  you  will  have 
My  breeches  from  me. 

Clara.  Rather  from  this  hour 
I  here  abjure  all  actions  of  a  man. 
And  vriU  esteem  it  happiness  from  you 
To  suffer  like  a  woman.     Love,  true  loTe, 
Hath  made  a  search  within  me,  and  expell'd 
All  but  my  natural  softness,  and  made  perfect 
That  which  my  parents'  care  could  not  begin. 
I  will  shew  strength  in  nothing,  but  my  duty 
And  glad  desire  to  please  you,  and  in  that 
Grow  every  day  more  able. 

Vit,  Could  this  be,  iAsid€. 

What  a  brave  race  might  I  beget !  I  find 
A  kind  of  yielding ;  and  no  reason  why 
I  should  hold  longer  out ;  She's  young  and  fair, 
And  chaste,  for  sure ;  but  with  her  leave,  the  devil 
Durst  not  attempt  her. — Madam,  though  you  have 
A  soldier's  arm,  your  lips  appear  as  if 
They  were  a  lady's. 

Clara,  They  dare,  sir,  from  you 
Endure  the  trial. 

VU,  lKisse$  her,'\  Ha!  once  more,  I  pray  you! — 
The  best  I  ever  tasted ;  and  'tis  said 
I  have  proved  many.     'Tis  not  safe,  I  fear. 
To  ask  the  rest  now.     Well,  I  will  leave  whoring, 
And  luck  herein  send  me  with  her! — Worthiest 
I'll  wait  upon  you  home,  and  by  the  way      [lady, 
(If  e'er  I  marry,  as  FU  not  forswear  it) 
Tell  you,  you  are  my  wife. 

Clara,  Which  if  you  do, 
From  me,  all  mankind  women  learn  to  wooe  ! 

^Exeunt, 


SCENE  III.— Night.    A  Street, 

Enter  Aiacazisr,  Pacbuoo,  Mstaldi,  Mkhdosa,  and 

Lazaiuixo. 

Alg.  A  cloak?  Good  purchase !  And  rich  hang- 
We'll  share  ten  piatolets  a-man.  [ers?  well  1 

Lax,  Yet  still 
I  am  monstrous  hungry  !  Could  you  not  deduct 
So  much  out  of  the  gross  sum,  as  would  purchase 
Eight  loins  of  veal,  and  some  two  dozen  of  capons  ? 

Pack,  Oh,  strange  proportion  for  five ! 

Lax,  For  five  ?  I  have 
A  legion  in  my  stomach,  that  have  kept 
Perpetual  fast  these  ten  years  :  For  the  capons. 


They  are  to  me  but  as  so  many  black-birds. 
May  I  but  eat  once,  and  be  satisfied, 
Let  the  fates  call  me,  when  my  ship  is  fraught, 
And  I  shall  hang  in  peace. 

Alg,  Steal  well  to-night 
And  thou  shalt  feed  to-morrow.  So !  now  yon  are 
Yourselves  again,  I'll  raise  another  watch 
To  free  you  from  suspicion  :  Set  on  any 
You  meet  with  boldly  ;  I'll  not  be  far  off, 
To  assist  you,  and  protect  you.  \Eiit. 

Met,  Oh,  brave  officer  1 

Pack.  'Would  every  ward  had  one  but  so  well 
given. 
And  we  would  watch,  for  rug,  in  gowns  of  velvet ! 

EnUr  Alvaiuui.  Ldcio,  and  Bobadiluu 

Mend.  Stand  close ;  a  prize ! 

Met,  Sattin,  and  gold  lace,  lads ! 

Alv,  Why  dost  thou  hang  upon  me  ^ 

Lucio,  'Tis  so  dark 
I  dare  not  see  my  way ;  for  Heaven  sake,  father, 
Let  us  go  home ! 

Bob,  No,  even  here  we'll  leave  you. — 
Let's  run  away  from  him,  my  lord. 

Lucio,  Oh,  'las ! 

Ah,  Thou  hast  made  me  mad,  and  I  will  beat 
thee  dead. 
Then  bray  thee  in  a  mortar,  and  new-mould  thee, 
But  I  will  alter  thee. 

Bob,  'Twill  never  be  : 
He  has  been  three  days  practising  to  drink, 
Yet  still  he  sips  like  to  a  waiting-woman. 
And  looks  as  he  were  murdering  of  a  fart 
Among  vrild  Irish  swaggerers. 

Ludo,  I  have  still 
Your  good  word,  Zancho.     Father 

Alv,  Milk-sop,  coward ! 
No  house  of  mine  receives  thee  ;  I  discUdm  thee  t 
Thy  mother  on  her  knees  shall  not  entreat  me 
Hereafter  to  acknowledge  thee ! 

Ludo,  Pray  you  speak  for  me  I 

Bob.  I  would,  but  now   I  cannot  with  mine 
honour. 

Alv,   There's   only  one  course  left,  that  may 
redeem  thee, 
Which  is,  to  strike  the  next  man  that  you  meet ; 
And  if  we  chance  to  light  upon  a  woman, 
Take  her  away,  and  use  her  like  a  man, 
Or  I  vrill  cut  thy  hamstrings. 

Pack,  This  makes  for  us. 

Alv.  What  dost  thou  do  now  ? 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  am  saying  my  prayers ; 
For  being  to  undertake  what  you  would  have  me, 
I  know  I  cannot  live. 


Ef^ter  Lamoral,  Gbnjcvoiu,  AwAsno,  ofwi  Pi«w  yeitk 

LighU. 

Lam,  Madam,  I  fear 
You'll  wish  yon  had  used  your  coach ;  your  brotber'i 
Is  yet  far  off.  [hoos^ 

Gen.  The  better,  sir ;  this  walk 
Will  help  digestion  after  your  great  supper, 
Of  which  I  have  fed  largely. 

Alv.  To  your  task ! 
Or  else  you  know  what  follows. 

Ludo.  I  am  dying : 
Now,  Lord  have  mercy  on  me ! — By  your  fevour. 
Sir,  I  must  strike  you. 

Lam.  For  what  cause  ? 

Ludo.  I  know  not. 
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And  I  imiit  likewise  talk  with  that  young  lady, 
An  boor  in  private. 
Lam,  What  you  must,  is  donbtfiil ; 

Bnt  1  am  oertaiot  sir*  I  most  beat  you. 

\JBtrik€9  him. 

Lueio,  Help,  help ! 

Ah.  Not  strike  again  ? 

Lam.  How  I  Alvarez  ? 

Ana.  This  for  my  lord  Vitelli's  love  ! 

{Strike*  Alvaabz  dawn. 

Pack.  Break  out ; 
And,  like  true  thieves,  make  prey  on  either  side, 
Bat  seem  to  help  the  stronger. 

Bob,  Oh,  my  lord  1 
Thejr  have  beat  him  on  his  knees. 

Lucio.  Though  I  want  courage, 
I  yet  have  a  son's  duty  in  me,  and 
Comptssion  of  a  father's  danger ;  that, 
Thit  wholly  now  possesses  me.         iRu$kt»  on  (hem. 

Ah,  Ludo, 
This  is  beyond  my  hope. 

Met,  So!  Lazarillo, 
Take  in>  all,  boy  1  Well  done  ! 

Paw.  And  now  steal  off 
Closely  and  cunningly. 

Ana.  How  1  have  I  found  you  ? — 
Why  gentlemen,  are  you  mad,  to  make  yourselves 
A  prey  to  rogues  ? 

Lam.  ^ould  we  were  oflf ! 

Bob.  Thieves,  thieves  I 

Lam,  Defer  our  own  contention,  and  down  with 
them.  {They  rush  on  the  thieve*. 

Ludo.  ru  make  you  sure  ! 

Bob,  Now  he  plays  the  devil. 

Gen,  This  place  is  not  for  me.  lExil, 

Lueio,  Vh  follow  her. 
Half  of  my  penance  is  past  o'er.  lExit 

Enter  Ai^ouaubk.  ufith  other  Watches ;  and  Aasistant, 
who  itandi  aparL 

Alg,  What  noise. 
What  tomuh's  there  ?     Keep  the  king's  peace,  I 

Pack,  I  am  glad  he's  come  yet.       [charge  yon. 

Ah,  Oh,  you  keep  good  guard 
Upon  the  city,  when  men  of  our  rank 
Are  set  upon  in  the  streets. 

Lam,  The  assistant 
Shall  hear  of  it,  be  assured. 

Ana,  And  if  he  be 
That  careful  governor  he  is  reported, 
Ton  will  smart  for  it. 

Alg,  Patience,  good  signors  1 
I^  me  survey  the  rascals.     Oh,  I  know  them, 
And  thank  you  for  them :  They  are  pilfering  rogues 
Of  Andalusia,  that  have  perused 
All  prisons  in  Castile.     I  dare  not  trust 
The  dongeon  vritfi  them  ;  no,  I'll  have  them  home 
To  my  own  house. 

Path.  We  had  rather  go  to  prison. 

Alg,  Had  you  so,  dog-bolts  ?    Yes,  I  know  you 
hadl 
Yon  there  would  use  your  cunning  fingers  on 
TTie  simple  locks,  you  would ;  but  Til  prevent  you. 

^««m.  My  mistress  lost  ?  good  night !        iExiL 

Bob.  Your  ton's  gone  too ; 
What  should  become  of  him  ? 

Ah,  Come  of  him  what  vrill, 
Now  he  dares  fight,  I  care  not :  I'll  to  bed. 
"H)k  to  your  prisoners,  Alguasier. 

iExU  with  BOBAMLLO. 


■I 


Alg.  All's  cleared. 
Droop  not  for  one  disaster :  let  us  hug. 
And  triumph  in  our  knaveries. 

Assist.  This  confirms 
What  was  reported  of  him. 

Met.  'Twas  done  bravely ! 

Alg,  I  must  a  little  glory  in  the  means 
We  officers  have  to  play  the  knaves,  and  safely : 
How  we  break  through  the  toils  pitch'd  by  the  law, 
Yet  hang  up  them  t^  are  far  less  delinquents ! 
A  simple  shopkeeper's  carted  for  a  bawd, 
For  lodging,  though  unvrittingly,  a  smock -gamester; 
Where,  vrith  rewards,  and  credit,  I  have  kept 
Malroda  in  my  house,  as  in  a  cloister, 
Without  taint  or  suspicion. 

Pack.  But  suppose 
The  governor  should  know  it  ? 

Alg.  He?  Good  gentleman, 
Let  him  perplex  himself  with  prying  into 
The  measures  in  the  market,  and  the  abuses 
The  day  stands  guilty  of :  The  piUage  of 
The  night  is  only  mine,  mine  own  fee-simple. 
Which  you  shall  hold  firom  me,  tenants  at  vrill, 
And  pay  no  rent  for't. 

Pack,  Admirable  landlord ! 

Alg,  Now  we'll  go  search  the  taverns,  commit 
such 
As  we  find  drinking,  and  be  drunk  ourselves 
With  what  we  take  from  them.  These  silly  wretches. 
Whom  I  for  form-sake  only  have  brought  hither, 
Shall  vratch  without,  and  guard  us. 

Assist,  And  we  will  iComes  forward. 

See  you  safe  lodged,  most  worthy  Alguazier, 
With  all  of  you,  his  comrades. 

Met.  'Tis  the  governor. 

Alg,  We  are  betray'd. 

Assist.  My  guard  there  ! — 

Enter  Guard. 

Bind  them  fast 
How  men  in  high  place  and  authority 
Are  in  their  lives  and  estimations  wrong'd 
By  their  subordinate  ministers  !  yet  such 
They  cannot  but  employ ;  wrong'd  Justice  finding 
Scarce  one  true  servant  in  ten  officers. — 
To  expostulate  with  you,  were  but  to  delay 
Your  crimes'  due  punishment,  which  shall  fall  upon 
So  speedily,  and  severely,  that  it  shall  [you 

Fright  others  by  the  example ;  and  confirm, 
However  corrupt  officers  may  disgrace 
Themselves,  'tis  not  in  them  to  wrong  their  place. — 
Bring  them  avray. 

A^,  We'll  suffer  nobly  yet. 
And  like  to  Spanish  gallants. 

Pack.  And  we'll  hang  so. 

Laz.  1  have  no  stomach  to't ;  but  I'U  endeavour. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  lY.^Another  Street. 
Enter  Lvao  and  Gait cvora. 

Gen.  Nay,  you  are  rude  I  pray  you  forbear !  you 
More  than  the  breeding  of  a  gentleman  [offer  now 
Can  give  you  warrant  for. 

Lucio,  'Tis  but  to  kiss  you ; 
And  think  not  I'll  receive  that  for  a  favour 
Which  was  enjoin'd  me  for  a  penance,  lady. 

Gen.  You  have  met  a  gentle  confessor ;  and,  for 
once, 
(So  then  you  will  rest  satisfied)  I  vouchsafe  it. 
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Lveio.  Rest  satisfied  with  a  kiss  ?    Wby,  can  a 
man 
Desire  more  from  a  woman  ?  is  there  any 
Pleasure  beyond  it  ?  may  I  never  live 
If  I  know  what  it  is ! 

Gen.  Sweet  innocence ! 

Lucio.  [Kisses  her.]  What  strange  new  motions 
do  I  feel  1 — My  veins 
Bum  with  an  unknown  fire  ;  in  every  part 
I  suffer  alteration  ;  I  am  poison'd, 
Yet  languish  with  desire  again  to  taste  it, 
So  sweetly  it  works  on  me. 

Gen,  I  ne'er  saw 
A  lovely  man,  till  now. 

Lucio,  How  can  this  be  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  as  my  mother  is, 
And  her  I  have  kissed  often,  and  brought  off 
My  lips  unscorch'd :  Yours  arc  more  lovely,  lady, 
And  so  should  be  less  hurtful.     Pray  you  vouchsafe 
Your  hand,  to  quench  the  heat  ta'en  from  your  lip  ! 
Perhaps  that  may  restore  me. 

Gen,  Willingly. 

Lucio.  The  fame  increases  I     If  to  touch  you 
bum  thus. 
What  would  more  strict  embraces  do  ?  I  know  not  i 
And  yet,  methinks,  to  die  so  were  to  ascend 
To  Heaven,  through  Paradise. 

Gen,  I  am  wounded  too  ; 
Though  modesty  forbids  that  I  should  speak 
What  ignorance  makes  him  bold  in. — Why  do  you 

fix 
Your  eyes  so  strongly  on  me  ? 

Lucio.  Pray  you  stand  still  f 
There's  nothing  else  that's  worth  the  looking  on : 
I  could  adore  you,  lady. 

Gen.  Can  you  love  me  ? 

Lucio,  To  wait  on  you  in  your  chamber,  and 
but  touch 
What  you,  by  wearing  it,  have  made  divine. 
Were  such  a  happiness  ! — I  am  resolved, 


ril  sell  my  liberty  to  you  for  this  glove. 
And  write  myself  your  slave. 

£nter  I^mokau 

Gen.  On  easier  terms 
Receive  it,  as  a  friend.  lOives  him  kerglwe. 

Lam.  How  !  giving  favour  ? 
I'll  have  it,  with  his  heart 

ISeixes  the  glovtt  and  puts  it  in  kit  hat. 

Gen.  What  will  you  do  ? 
Lucio.  As  you  are  merciful,  take  my  life  rather ! 

IKneeU  to  LAMMUt. 

Gen.  Will  you  depart  with  it  so  ? 

Lucio,  Does  that  grieve  you  ? 

Gen,  I  know  not ;  but  even  now  you  appeared 
valiant. 

Lucio,  'Twas  to  preserve  my  father ;  in  his  csnse 
I  could  be  so  again. 

Gen.  Not  in  your  own  ? 
Kneel  to  thy  rival,  and  thine  enemy  ? 
Away,  unworthy  creature !  I  begin 
To  hate  myself,  for  giving  entrance  to 
A  good  opinion  of  thee.     For  thy  torment. 
If  my  poor  beauty  be  of  any  power, 
Mayst  thou  dote  on  it  desperately !  but  never 
Presume  to  hope  for  grace,  till  thou  recover 
And  wear  the  favour  that  was  ravish'd  from  thee. 

Lam,  He  wears  my  head  too  then.  lExiL 

Gen.  Poor  fool,  farewell !  lExH. 

Lucio,  My  womanish  soul,  which  hitherto  hath 
govern 'd 
This  coward  flesh,  I  feel  departing  from  me ; 
And  in  me,  by  her  beauty,  is  inspired 
A  new  and  masculine  one,  instructing  me 
What's  fit  to  do  or  suffer.    Powerful  Love ! 
That  hast  with  loud,  and  yet  a  pleasing  thunder 
Roused  sleeping  manhood  in  me,  thy  new  creature, 
Perfect  thy  work  ;  so  that  I  may  make  known. 
Nature  (though  long  kept  back)  will  have  her  own! 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I A  Street. 


Enter  Lamobal  and  Lucio. 

Lam,  Can  it  be  possible  that  in  six  short  hours, 
The  subject  still  the  same,  so  many  habits 
Should  be  removed .'  or  this  new  Lucio  (he 
That  yesternight  was  baffled  and  disgraced. 
And  Uiank'd  the  man  that  did  it;  that  thenkneel'd 
And  blubber*d  like  a  woman)  should  now  dare 
On  terms  of  honour  seek  reparation. 
For  what  he  then  appeared  not  capable  of  ? 

Lucio,  Such  miracles,  men  that  dare  do  injuries 
Live  to  their  shames  to  see,  for  punishment 
And  scourge  to  their  proud  follies. 

Lam.  Pr'ythee  leave  me ; 
Had  I  my  page  or  footman  here  to  flesh  thee, 
I  durst  the  better  hear  thee. 

Ludo.  This  scorn  needs  not : 
And  offer  such  no  more ! 

Lam.  Why,  say  I  should, 
Yoji'll  not  be  angry  ? 

Lucio,  Indeed,  I  think  I  shall ! 
Would  you  vouchsafe  to  shew  yourself  a  captain, 
And  lead  a  little  further,  to  some  place 
That's  less  frequented — 


Lam,  He  looks  pale. 

Lucio,  If  not. 
Make  use  of  this. 

Lam,  There's  anger  in  his  eyes  too  ; 
His  gesture,  voice,  behaviour,  all  new  fashioa'd. 
Well,  if  it  does  endure  in  act  the  trial 
Of  what  in  show  it  promises  to  make  good, 
Ulysses'  Cyclops,  Id's  transformation, 
Eurydice  fetch'd  from  hell,  with  all  the  rest 
Of  Ovid's  fables,  I'll  put  in  my  creed  ; 
And,  for  proof  all  incredible  things  may  be. 
Write  down  that  Lucio,  the  cowiurd  Lucio, 
The  womanish  Lucio,  fought. 

Lucio»  And  Lamoral, 
The  still  employ'd  great  duellist  Lamoral, 
Took  hb  life  from  him. 

Lam,  'Twill  not  come  to  that,  sure  ! 
Methinks  the  only  drawing  of  my  sword 
Should  fright  that  confidence. 

Lucio.  It  confirms  it  rather : 
To  make  which  good,  know  you  stand  now  opposed 
By  one  that  is  your  rival ;  one'that  wishes 
Your  name  and  title  greater,  to  raise  his; 
The  wrong  you  did  leM  pardonable  than  it  is. 
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Bat  yoor  strength  to  defend  it  more  than  ever 

It  was  when  Justice  friended  it ;  the  lady 

For  whom  we  now  contend,  Genevora, 

Of  more  desert,  (if  such  incomparable  beauty 

Could  luffer  an  addition ;)  your  love 

To  Don  Vetelli  multiplied,  and  your  hate 

Against  my  father  and  his  house  encreased  ; 

And  lastly,  that  the  glove  which  you  there  wear. 

To  my  dishonour !  (which  I  must  force  from  you) 

Were  dearer  to  you  than  your  life. 

Lam,  You'll  find 
It  is,  and  so  I'll  guard  it. 

Lueio.  All  these  meet  then, 
With  the  black  infamy  to  be  foil'd  by  one 
That's  Dot  allovr'd  a  man,  to  help  your  Talour ; 
That,  fidling  by  your  hand,  I  may  or  die 
Or  win  in  this  one  single  opposition 
My  mistress,  and  such  honour  as  I  may 
Enrich  my  father's  ar&s  with  ! 

Lam,  'lis  said  nobly  ; 
My  life  with  them  are  at  the  stake. 

Ltteio,  At  all  then  ! 

[Fight,    Lucre  ditarmi  Lamoral. 

Lam,  She  is  yours  !  this,  and  my  life  too,  follow 
your  fortune  :  (Gives  up  the  glove. 

And  give  not  only  back  that  part  the  loser 
Seems  to  accept  of ! 

Lucio,  What's  that  P 

Lam,  My  poor  life  ; 
Which  do  not  leave  me  as  a  further  torment. 
Having  despoil'd  me  of  my  sword,  miue  honour, 
Hope  of  my  lady's  grace,  fame,  and  all  ebe 
That  made  it  worth  the  keeping. 

Ludo.  I  take  back 
No  m(nre  from  you  than  what  you  forced  from  me, 
And  widi  a  worser  title.  Yet  think  not 
That  I'll  dispute  this,  as  made  insolent 
By  my  success,  but  as  one  equal  with  you. 
If  80  yoo  vrill  accept  me.  That  new  courage 
(Or  all  it  fortune  if  you  please)  that  is 
Conferred  upon  me  by  the  only  sight 
Of  &ir  Grenevora,  was  not  bestow'd  on  me 
To  bloody  purposes ;  nor  did  her  command 
Deprive  me  of  the  happiness  to  see  her. 
But  till  I  did  redeem  her  favour  from  you  ; 
Which  only  I  rejoice  in,  and  share  with  you 
In  all  you  suffer  else. 

Lam.  This  courtesy 
Woonds  deeper  than  your  sword  can,  or  mine  own : 
Pray  you  make  use  of  either,  and  dispatch  me  ! 

Luei9,  Hie  barbarous  Turk  is  satisfied  with 
spoil  ; 
And  shall  I,  being  possessed  of  what  I  came  for, 
Prove  the  more  infidel  ? 

Lam,  You  were  better  be  so 
Than  publish  my  disgrace,  as  'tis  the  custom, 
And  which  I  must  expect. 

Lucio,  Judge  better  of  me  : 
I  have  no  tongue  to  trumpet  mine  own  praise 
To  your  dishonour  ;  'tis  a  bastard  courage 
That  seeks  a  name  out  that  way,  no  true-bom 

one. 
Pray  yon  be  comforted  I  for,  by  all  goodness, 
But  to  her  virtuous  self  (the  b^t  part  of  it) 
I  never  will  discover  on  what  terms 
1  came  by  these :  Which  yet  I  take  not  from  you. 
But  leave  you,  in  exchange  of  them,  mine  own, 
With  the  desire  of  being  a  friend  ;  which  if 
You  will  not  grant  me,  but  on  further  trial 
Of  manhood  in  me,  seek  me  when  you  please^ 


(And  though  I  might  refuse  it  vrith  mine  honour) 
Win  them  again,  and  wear  them.  So,  good-morrow ! 

lOives  him  his  ownhat,  and  exit. 

Lam,  I  ne'er  knew  what  true  valour  was  till 
now  ; 
And  have  gain'd  more  by  this  disgrace,  than  all 
The  honours  I  have  won  :  They  made  me  proud, 
Presumptuous  of  my  fortune,  a  mere  beast, 
Fashion'd  by  them,  only  to  dare  and  do. 
Yielding  no  reasons  for  my  wilful  actions 
But  what  I  stuck  on  my  sword's  point,  presuming 
It  was  the  best  revenue.     How  unequal 
Wrongs  well  maintained  make  us  to  others,  which 
Ending  vrith  shame,  teach  us  to  know  ourselves  I 
I  will  think  more  on't. 

Enter  Vitklli. 

Vit,  Lamoral ! 

Lam,  My  lord  ? 

VU,  I  came  to  seek  you. 

Lam.  And  unwillingly 
You  ne'er  found  me  till  now  !  Your  pleasure,  sir  ? 

Fit.  That  which  vrill  please  thee,  friend !    Thy 
,  vow'd  love  to  me 

Shall  now  be  put  in  action  ;  means  are  offer'd 
To  use  thy  good  sword  for  me,  that  which  still 
Thou  wear'st  as  if  it  were  a  part  of  thee. 
Where  is*t  ? 

Lam,  'Tis  changed  for  one  more  fortunate  : 
Pray  you  enquire  not  how. 

VU,  Why  I  ne'er  thought 
That  there  was  magic  in  it,  but  ascribe 
The  fortune  of  it  to  the  arm. 

Lam,  Which  is 
Grown  weaker  too.  I  am  not  (in  a  word) 
Worthy  your  friendship :  I  am  one  new  vanquish'd, 
Yet  shame  to  tell  by  whom  I 

Vit.  But  I'll  teU  thee 
'Gainst  whom  thou  art  to  fight,  and  there  redeem 
Thy  honour  lost,  if  there  be  any  such. 
The  king,  by  my  long  suit,  at  length  is  pleased 
That  Alvarez  and  myself,  with  either's  second, 
Shall  end  the  difference  between  our  houses, 
Which  he  accepts  of :  I  make  choice  of  thee ; 
And,  where  you  speak  of  a  disgrace,  the  means 
To  blot  it  out,  by  such  a  public  trial 
Of  thy  approved  valour,  will  revive 
Thy  ancient  courage.     If  you  embrace  it,  do  ; 
If  not,  I'll  seek  some  other. 

Lam,  As  I  am, 
You  may  command  me. 

Vit,  Spoke  like  that  true  friend. 
That  loves  not  only  for  his  private  end  !    lExeunt. 


SCENE  11,-^ Another  Street, 
Enter  QmsKvoKA  with  a  Letter,  and  Bobadilla. 

Gen.  This  from  madonna  Clara  ? 

Bob.  Yes,  an't  please  you. 

Gen.  Alvarez'  daughter  ? 

Bob,  The  same,  lady. 

Gen.  She 
That  saved  my  brother's  life  ? 

Bob.  You  are  still  i'  th'  right : 
Shevrill'd  me  wait  your  walking  forth,  and,  know- 
How  necessary  a  discreet  wise  man  [ing 

Was,  in  a  business  of  such  weight,  she  pleased 
To  think  on  me.    It  may  be,  in  my  face 
Your  ladyship,  not  acquainted  with  my  wisdom, 
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Finds  no  sach  matter ;  what  I  am,  I  am  ; 
Thought's  free,  and  think  you  what  you  please. 

Gen,  'Tis  strange 

Bob*  That  I  should  be  wise,  madam  P 

Gen.  No,  thou  art  so. 
There's  for  thy  pains  ;  and  pr'ythee  tell  thy  lady 
I  will  not  fail  to  meet  her :  1*11  receiTe 
Thy  thanks  and  duty  in  thy  present  absence. 
Farewell,  farewell,  I  say !  Now  thou  art  wise. 

ISxit  BOBADLLLA. 

She  writes  here,  she  hath  something  to  impart 
That  may  concern  my  brother's  life :  I  know  not ; 
But  general  fame  does  give  her  out  so  worthy, 
That  I  daie  not  suspect  her ;  3ret  wish  Ludo 
Were  master  of  her  mind  :  But,  fy  upon't ! 
Why  do  I  think  on  him  ? 

Enter  Lccio. 

See,  I  am  punish'd  for't, 
In  his  unlook'd-for  presence  :  Now  I  must 
Endure  another  tedious  piece  of  courtship. 
Would  make  one  forswear  courtesy. 

Ludo,  Gracious  madam,  iKneeU, 

The  sorrow  paid,  for  your  just  anger  towards  me, . 
Arising  from  my  weakness,  I  presume 
To  press  into  your  presence,  and  despair  not 
An  easy  pardon. 

Gen.  He  speaks  sense  :  Oh,  strange ! 

Lueio.  And  yet  belierc'that  no  desires  of  mine, 
Though  all  are  too  strong  in  me,  had  the  power. 
For  their  delight,  to  force  me  to  infringe 
What  you  commanded ;  it  being  in  Tout'  part 
To  lessen  your  great  rigour  when  you  please. 
And  mine  to  suffer  with  an  humble  patience 
What  you*ll  impose  upon  it. 

Gen.  Courtly  too ! 

Lueio.  Yet  hath  the  poor  and  contemn'd  Lucio, 
madam, 
(Made  able  only  by  his  hope  to  serve  you) 
Recover'd  what  with  Tiolence,  not  justice, 
Was  taken  from  him  ;  and  here  at  your  fleet, 
With  these,  he  could  have  laid  the  conquer'd  head 
Of  Lamoral  ('tis  all  I  say  of  him) 
For  rudely  touching  that,  which,  as  a  relic, 
I  ever  would  have  worshipp'd,  since  'twas  yours. 

ilapt  the  hat  and  glove  at  her  feet. 

Gen,  Valiant,  and  everything  a  lady  could 
Wish  in  her  servant ! 

Lucio,  All  that's  good  in  me. 
That  heavenly  Love,  the  opposite  to  base  lust. 
Which  would  have  all  men  worthy,  hath  created ; 
Which  being  by  your  beams  of  beauty  formed, 
Cherish  as  your  own  creature  1 

Gen.  I  am  gone  lAeide. 

Too  far  now  to  dissemble. — Rise,  or  sure 
I  must  kneel  with  you  too  :  Let  this  one  kiss 
Speak  the  rest  for  me  !  'tis  too  much  I  do. 
And  yet,  if  Chastity  would,  I  could  wish  more. 

Lueio,  In  overjoying  me,  you  are  grown  sad  ! 
What  is  it,  madam  ?  by  Heaven, 
There's  nothing  that's  within  my  nerves  (and  yet, 
Favour'd  by  you,  I  should  as  much  as  man) 
But  when  you  please,  now,  or  on  all  occasions 
Yon  can  think  of  hereafter,  but  you  may 
Dispose  of  at  your  pleasure. 

Gen.  If  you  break 
That  oath  again,  yon  lose  me :  Yet  so  well 
I  love  yon,  I  shall  never  put  you  to't ; 
And  yet,  forget  it  not.    Rest  satisfied 
With  that  yon  have  received  now!  there  are  eyes 


May  be  upon  us ;  till  the  difTerenoe 
Between  our  fnends  are  ended,  I  would  not 
Be  seen  so  private  with  yon. 

Lueio.  I  obey  you. 

Gen.  But  let  me  hear  ott  from  you,  and  remem* 
her 
I  am  Vitelli's  sister  ! 

Ludo,  What's  that,  madam  ? 

Gen,  Nay,  nothing.     Fare  yon  well  1  who  feeh 
Love's  fire. 
Would  ever  ask  to  have  means  to  desire.   [ExemL 


SCENE  III A  Court  in  the  Cattle  ^f  Sdnt 

Jago  ;  with  a  Scaffolding  in  the  baek^grcumd. 

Enter  above,  Anifltant,  Svavkdra,  ANAsrao,  Benld, 
Attendants,  and  Spectators. 

Aesitt.  Are  they  come  in  ? 

Herald.  Yes. 

Assist,  Read  the  proclamation, 
That  all  the  people  here  assembled  may 
Have  satisfaction,  what  the  king's  dear  love. 
In  care  of  the  republic,  hath  ordain 'd. — 
Attend  with  silence. — Read  aloud. 

Herald.  [Reads."]  Forasmuch  as  our  hl^  and  nifhtj 
maatar,  Philip,  the  potent  and  moat  catholic  khig  of  Spain, 
hath  not  only  In  his  own  royal  peraon  been  long  and  ofUn 
solicited,  and  grieved,  with  the  deadly  and  incurable 
hatred  sprung  up  betwixt  the  two  ancient  and  mott 
honourably-deacended  houaea  of  theae  his  two  dearly  and 
equally-beloved  snbjecta,  Don  Ferdinando  de  AlTares,  and 
Don  Pedro  de  YItelli  (all  which  in  vain  hia  majesty  hath 
often  endeavoured  to  reconcile  and  qualify:)  But  that  aho. 
through  the  debatea,  quarrela,  and  ontragea  daily  ariidng. 
falling,  and  flowing  ttom  these  great  heads*  hia  public  dvil 
government  is  seditiously  and  barbaronaly  molested  and 
wounded,  and  many  of  his  chief  gentry,  (no  leas  tender  to 
his  royal  majeaty,  than  the  very  branohea  of  hia  own  sacrod 
blood)  spoiled,  lost,  and  submerged,  in  the  impious  inun- 
dation and  torrent  of  their  still-growing  malice ;  it  hath 
therefore  pleased  his  sacred  majeaty,  out  of  his  infinite 
affection  to  preaenre  hia  oonuoDonwealth,  and  general  peace, 
from  farther*  violation,  (aa  a  sweet  and  ]ieartUy-lonn< 
father  of  hia  people,)  and  on  the  earnest  petitions  of  these 
arch-enemiea,  to  order  and  ordain,  that  they  be  ready,  each 
with  hia  weU-choeen  and  beloved  friend,  anned  at  ail 
pointa  like  gentlemen,  in  the  castle  of  Saint  Jago,  on  thtf 
present  Monday  morning,  betwixt  eight  and  nine  of  the 
clock,  where  (before  the  oombatanta  be  allowed  to  ritm- 
menoe  this  granted  duel)  this  to  be  read  aloud  for  the 
public  satisfiacUoa  of  hia  majesty's  wdl-beloved  subjects. 
Save  the  king !  iDrums  wUhin. 

Sgav,  Hark,  how  their  drums  speak  their  insa- 
tiate thirst 
Of  blood,  and  stop  their  ears  'gainst  pious  peace. 
Who,  gently  whispering,  implores  dieir  friendship! 

Assist,  Kings  nor  authority  can  master  Fate : 
Admit  'em  then  ;  and  blood  extinguish  hate ! 

BtUer  teverallp,  Ajlvarcs  and  Locio,  Virsui  «imI 

Lamorai.. 

Sgav.  Stay !  yet  be  pleased  to  think,  and  let  not 

daring 
rWherein  men  now-a-days  exceed  even  beasts, 
And  think  themselves  not  men  else)  so  transport 

you 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Christianity  1 
Lord  Alvarez,  Vitelli,  gentlemen, 
No  town  in  Spain,  from  our  metropotis 
Unto  the  rudest  hovel,  but  is  great 
With  your  sssored  valours'  daily  proofo : 
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Oh,  wQl  joa  then,  for  a  superfluous  fune, 
A  floond  of  hooour,  which,  in  these  times,  all 
Like  heretics  profess  (with  obstinacy, 
Bat  most  erroneously)  venture  your  souls  ? 
It  is  t  hard  task,  through  a  sea  of  blood 
To  sail,  and  land  at  Heaven. 

Vii.  I  hope  not, 
If  Justice  be  my  pilot.     But,  my  lord. 
Yea  know  if  argument,  or  time,  or  love, 
Could  reconcile,  long  since  we  bad  shook  hands  : 
I  dare  protest,  your  breath  cools  not  a  vein 
lo  any  one  of  us ;  but  blows  the  fire, 
Which  nought  but  blood  reciprocal  can  quench. 

Aiv.  Vitelli,  thou  say'st  bravely,  and  say 'st  right ; 
And  I  will  kill  thee  foPt,  I  love  thee  so. 

Ft/.  Ha,  ha !  Old  man,  upon  thy  death  I'll  build 
A  Btoiy  with  this  arm,  for  thy  old  wife 
To  tdl  thy  daughter  Clara  seven  years  hence, 
As  she  sits  weeping  by  a  winter-fire. 
How  such  a  time  Vitelli  slew  her  husband 
With  the  same  sword  his  daughter  favour'd  him, 
Andhres,  and  wears  it  yet— Come,  Lamoral, 
Redeem  thyself! 

Lam,  Lucio,  Grenevora 
Shall  on  this  sword  receive  thy  bleeding  heart, 
For  my  presented  hat,  laid  at  her  feet. 

LucU,  Thou  talk'st  well,  Lamoral !  but  'tis  thy 
That  I  will  carry  to  her  to  thy  hat. —  [head 

Fj,  father !  I  do  cool  too  much. 

Ah.  Oh,  boy  !  thy  father's  true  son  ! — 
Beat  drums !  And  so,  good-morrow  to  your  lord- 
ship !  IDrumg. 

EnUrabore^  Euoknia,  Clara,  and  OsmEvoiiA. 

Sjfoe,  Brave  resolutions  ! 

Ana,  Brave,  and  Spanish,  right  I 

Gm.  Lucio! 

Clara,  Vitelli ! 

Eug.  Alvarez ! 

Ah,  How  the  devil 
Got  these  cats  into  th'  gutter  ?  my  puss  too  ? 

Eug.  Hear  us  1 

Gen,  We  roust  be  heard  ! 

CAifo.  We  wUl  be  heard ! 
Vitelli,  kx>k ;  see  Clara  on  her  knees. 
Imploring  thy  compassion  ! — Heaven,  how  sternly 
Thej  dart  their  emulous  eyes,  as  if  each  scom'd 
To  be  behind  the  other  in  a  look ! 
Mother,  Death  needs  no  sword  here !     Oh,  my 

sister, 
(Pate  fiun  would  have  it  so)  persuade,  entreat  1 
A  lady's  tears  are  silent  orators. 
Or  should  be  so  at  least,  to  move  beyond 
The  honiest-tongued  rhetorician ; 
^y  will  you  fight  ?  Why  does  an  uncle's  death. 
Twenty  year  old,  exceed  your  love  to  me, 
Bat  twenty  days  ?   whose  forc'd  cause,  and  (air 

manner 
Yoa  could  not  understand,  only  have  heard. 
Custom,  that  wrought  so  cunningly  on  Nature 
In  me,  that  I  forgot  my  sex,  and  knew  not 
W*hcther  my  body  female  were  or  male, 
Yon  did  unweave,  and  had  the  power  to  charm 
^  new  creation  in  me,  made  me  fear 
To  think  on  those  deeds  I  did  perpetrate. 
How  little  power  though  you  allow  to  me, 
JJwt  cannot  with  my  sighs,  my  tears,  my  prayers, 
Move  you  firom  your  own  loss,  if  you  should  gain ! 

Ki/.  I  must  forget  you,  Clara :  Till  I  have 
nedeem'd  my  uncle's  blood,  that  brands  my  face 


Like  a  pestiferous  carbuncle,  I  am  blind 

To  what  you  do,  deaf  to  your  cries,  and  marble 

To  all  impulsive  exorations. 

When  on  this  point  I  have  perch'd  thy  father's  soul, 

I'll  tender  thee  this  bloody  reeking  hand. 

Drawn  forth  the  bowels  of  that  murderer ; 

If  thou  canst  love  me  then,  I'll  marry  thee. 

And,  for  thy  father  lost,  get  thee  a  son ; 

On  no  condiition  else ! 

Assist,  Most  barbarous  ! 

Syav.  Savage  I 

Ana,  Irreligious  ! 

Gen,  Ohy  Lucio, 
Be  thou  more  merciful ;  thou  bear'st  fiewer  years. 
Art  lately  wean'd  from  soft  effeminacy ; 
A  maiden's  manners,  and  a  maiden's  heart 
Are  neighbours  still  to  thee :  Be  then  more  mild ; 
Proceed  not  to  this  combat !  Be'st  thou  desperate 
Of  thine  own  life  ?    Yet,  dearest,  pity  mine  I 
Thy  valour's  not  thine  own  ;  I  gave  it  thee ; 
These  eyes  begot  it,  this  tongue  bred  it  up. 
This  breast  would  lodge  it :  Do  not  use  my  gifts 
To  mine  own  ruin  !  I  have  made  thee  rich  ; 
Be  not  so  thankless,  to  undo  me  for't  1 

Lucio.  Mistress,  you  know  I  do  not  wear  a  vein 
I  would  not  rip  for  you,  to  do  you  service : 
Life's  but  a  word,  a  shadow,  a  melting  dream. 
Compared  to  essential  and  eternal  honour. 
Why,  would  you  have  me  value  it  beyond 
Your  brother  ?     If  I  first  cast  down  my  sword, 
May  all  my  body  here  be  made  one  wound. 
And  yet  my  soul  not  find  Heaven  through  it ! 

Ah,  You  would  be  catterwauling  too;  but  peace! 
Go,  get  you  home,  and  provide  dinner  for 
Your  son,  and  me  ;  we'll  be  exceeding  merry. — 
Oh,  Lucio,  I  will  have  thee  cock  of  all 
The  proud  Vitellis  that  do  live  in  Spain ! 
Fy,  we  shall  take  cold !  Hunch  I  By  Heaven,  1  am 

hoarse 
Already. 

Lam,  How  your  sister  whets  my  spleen  ! 
I  could  eat  Lucio  now. 

Gen.  Vitelli!  brother! 
Even  for  your  father's  soul,  your  uncle's  blood. 
As  you  do  love  my  life  ;  but  last,  and  most, 
As  you  respect  your  own  honour  and  fame. 
Throw  down  your  sword  !  he  is  most  valiant 
That  herein  yields  first. 

Fit,  Peace,  you  fool ! 

Clara.  Why,  Lucio, 
Do  thou  begin  :  'Tis  no  disparagement ; 
He's  elder,  and  thy  better,  and  thy  valour 
Is  in  his  infancy. 

Gen,  Or  pay  it  me. 
To  whom  thou  ow'st  it.     Oh,  that  constant  Time 
Would  but  go  back  a  week ;  then,  Lucio, 
Thou  wouldst  not  dare  to  fight ! 

Eiig,  Lucio,  thy  mother. 
Thy  mother  begs  it !  throw  thy  sword  down  first. 

Ah,  I'll  throw  his  head  down  after  then. 

Gen,  Lamoral, 
You  have  often  swore  you  would  be  commanded 
by  me. 

Lam,  Never  to  this  *,  your  spite  and  scorn, 
Genevora, 
Has  lost  all  power  in  me ! 

Gen,  Your  hearing  for  six  words  ! 

Assist,   Syav,  Ana,  Strange  obstinacy ! 

Ah,  Vit.  Lucio,  Lam,  We'll  stay  no  longer. 

Clara.  Then,  by  thy  oath,  Vitelli, 


^ 


Thy  dreadful  oath,  thoa  woaldst  retam  that  sword 
When  I  should  ask  itt  give  it  to  me  now ; 
This  instant  I  require  it ! 

Gen*  By  thy  vow, 
As  dreadful,  Lucio,  to  obey  my  will 
In  any  one  thing  I  would  watch  to  challenge, 
I  charge  thee  not  to  strike  a  stroke !  Now,  he 
Of  our  two  brothers  that  loves  perjury 
Best,  and  dares  first  be  damn'd,  infringe  his  vow  ! 

Syav.  Excellent  ladies ! 

Vit.  Pish,  you  tyrannize. 

Lucio,  We  did  equivocate. 

Ah,  On ! 

Clara,  Then,  Lucio, 
So  well  I  love  my  husband,  (for  he  is  so, 
Wanting  but  ceremony)  that  I  pray 
His  vengeful  sword  may  fall  upon  thy  head 
Successfully,  for  falsehood  to  his  sister. 

Gen.  I  likewise  pray,  Vitelli,  Lucio*s  sword 
(Who  equally  is  my  husband  as  thou  hers) 
May  find  thy  false  heart,  that  durst  'gage  thy  fidth. 
And  durst  not  keep  it ! 

Assist,  Are  you  men,  or  stone  ? 

Alv,  Men,  and  we'll  prove  it  with  our  swords. 

Eug,  Your  hearing  for  six  words,  and  we  have 
done ; 
Zancho,  come  forth ! — We*ll  fight  our  challenge 

too : 
Now  speak  your  resolutions. 

Enter  Bobaoilla,  ufitk  two  Swords  and  a  PittoL 

Gen.  These  they  are ; 
The  first  blow  given  betwixt  you  sheaths  these 

swords 
In  one  another's  bosoms. 

Euy,  And,  rogue,  look 
You  at  that  instant  do  discharge  that  pistol 
Into  my  breast :  If  you  start  back,  or  quake, 
I'll  stick  you  like  a  pig. 

Alu,  By  Heaven !  Hold !  you  are  mad. 

Gen,  This  we  [have]  said ;  and,  by  our  hope  of 
bliss. 
This  we  will  do  I  Speak  your  intents. 

Clara.  Gen,  Strike ! 

Eug,  Shoot ! 

Alv,  Vit,  Lucio,  Lam,  Hold,  hold  !  all  friends  ! 

Assist.  Come  down.  lExeunt  above. 

Alv,  These  devilish  women 
Can  make  men  Mends  and  enemies  when  they  list ! 

Sgav.  A  gallant  undertaking,  and  a  happy ! 
Why,  this  is  noble  in  you  ;  and  will  be 
A  welcomer  present  to  our  master  Philip, 
Than  the  return  from  his  Indies. 

Enter  bekne,  Clara,  GBirsvoitA,  Edoknia,  and 

BOBADILLA. 

Clara.  Father,  your  blessing ! 

Alv,  Take  her :  If  ye  bring  not 
Betwixt  you  boys  that  will  find  out  new  worlds, 
And  win  'em  too,  I'm  a  false  prophet. 

Vit,  Brother, 
There  is  a  sister.     Long-divided  streams 
Mix  now  at  length,  by  fate. 

Bob.  I  am  not  regarded !  I  was  the  careful 
steward  that  provided  these  instruments  of  peace  ; 
I  put  the  longest  weapon  in  your  sister's  hand,  my 
lord,  because  she  was  the  shortest  lady ;  for  likely 
the  shortest  ladies  love  the  longest  men.  And, 
for  mine  own  part,  I  could  have  discharged  it : 
my  pistol  is  no  ordinary  pistol ;  it  has  two  ram- 


ming bullets ;  but,  thought  I,  why  should  I  ihoot 
my  two  bullets  into  my  old  lady  ?  If  tbey  hd 
gone,  I  would  not  have  stay'd  long  after ;  1  woak 
even  have  died  too  bravely,  i'fikith,.like  a  Rooud 
steward ;  hung  myself  in  mine  own  chain,  ud 
there  had  been  a  story  of  Bobadilla  Spindola  Zan- 
cho for  after-ages  to  lament.  Hum  !  I  perceiTe,  I 
am  not  only  not  regarded,  but  also  not  rewarded. 

Alv.  Pr'ythee,  peace  ! 
Shalt  have  a  new  chain,  next  St.  Jaques'  day, 
Or  this  new  gilt. 

Bob,  I  am  satisfied ;  let  Virtue  have  her  dK. 
And  yet  I  am  melancholy  upon  this  atonemeot; 
pray  Heaven  the  state  rue  it  not !  I  would  idt 
lord  Vitelli's  steward  and  I  could  meet;  tkr 
should  find  it  should  cost  'em  a  little  more  to 
make  us  friends.  Well,  I  will  forswear  wine  asd 
women  for  a  year ;  and  then  I  will  be  dnmk  to- 
morrow, and  run  a-whoring  like  a  dog  witk  a 
broken  bottle  at's  tail ;  then  will  I  repent  nat 
day,  and  forswear  'em  again  more  vehementlf: 
be  forsworn  next  day  again,  and  repent  my  re- 
pentance :  for  thus  a  melancholy  gentleman  doth 
and  ought  to  live. 

Assist.  Nay,  you  shall  dine  with  me ;  and  after- 
ward 
I'll  with  you  to  the  king.     But  first,  I  wiD 
Dispatch  the  castle's  business,  that  this  day 
May  be  complete.    Bring  forth  the  malefacUvs ! 

Enter  Alouazi«r,  Pachikoo,  Mctaldi,  McinwzA,  Uu- 
itiLLO,  PioRATO,  Maxboda,  and  Guard. 

You,  Alguazier,  the  ring-leader  of  these 
Poor  fellows,  are  degraded  from  your  office ; 
You  must  restore  all  stolen  goods  you  received, 
And  watch  a  twelvemonth  without  any  pay : 
This,  if  you  fail  of,  (all  your  goods  confiscate) 
You  are  to  be  whipt,  and  sent  into  the  gaOiea. 

Alg.  I  like  all,  but  restoring ;  that  catholic  do^ 
trine 
I  do  dislike.     Learn,  all  ye  officexs. 
By  this  to  live  uprightly — if  you  can  !  [Exit. 

Assist,  You  cobler,  to  translate  your  mannefs 
new. 
Are  doom'd  to  th'  cloisters  of  the  Mendicants, 
With  this  your  brother  botcher  there,  for  nothio^ 
To  cobble,  and  heel  hose  for  die  poor  friars, 
Till  they  allow  your  penance  for  suflScient, 
And  your  amendment ;  then  you  shall  be  fireed, 
And  may  set  up  again. 

Pack.  Mendoza,  come  : 
Our  souls  have  trod  awry  in  all  men's  sight ; 
We'll  under-lay  'em,  till  they  go  upright 

lExeunt  Pachiwco  and  Utsmt^ 

Assist,  Smith,  in  those  shackles  you,  for  jooi 
hard  heart. 
Must  lie  by  th'  heels  a  year. 

Met,  I  have  shod  your  horse,  my  lord.     [^ 

Assist,    Away  I    For  you,   my  hungry  white- 
loafed  face, 
You  must  to  th'  gallies,  where  you  shall  be  sore 
To  have  no  more  bits,  than  you  shall  have  btows* 

Lax.  Well ;   though  I  herrings  want,  I  ^ 
have  rows.  C^** 

Assist.   Signor,   you  have  prevented  as,  and 
punish' d 
Yourself  severelier  than  we  would  have  done : 
You  have  married  a  whore ;  may  she  prove  honest 

Pio,  'Tis  better,  my  lord,  than  to  marry 
An  honest  woman,  that  may  prove  a  whore. 
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Ft/.  *Tis  a  handsome  wench,  an  thou  canst  keep 
her  tame. 
rU  send  yon  what  I  promised. 
Pio,  Joy  to  yonr  lordships ! 
Ah.  Here  maj  all  ladies  leam,   to  make  of 
foes 
The  perfect'st  friends ;  and  not  the  perfect'st  foes 
Of  desrest  friends,  as  some  do  now-a-days  ! 


Vit.  Behold  the  power  of-  Lore !     So  Nature 
lost 
By  custom  irrecoverably,  past  the  hope 
Of  friends'  restoring,  Love  hath  here  retrieved 
To  her  own  habit ;  made  her  blush  to  see 
Her  so-long-monstrous  metamorphoses : 
May  strange  affairs  never  have  worse  success ! 


EPILOGUE. 

Our  author  fears  there  are  some  rebel  hearts, 
Whose  dullness  doth  oppose  Love's  piercing  darts : 
Such  will  be  apt  to  say  there  wanted  wit, 
The  language  low,  very  few  scenes  are  writ 
With  spirit  and  life ;  such  odd  things  as  these 
He  cares  not  for,  nor  ever  means  to  please  : 
For  if  yourselves,  a  mistress,  or  Love's  friends, 
Are  liked  with  this  smooth  play,  he  hath  bis  ends. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


DCKB  OP  SlBlTNA,  SuitOT  tO  BbLTISCRS. 

BiLvm,   a  Oentleman  qf  Qualitp,   Servant  to 

Bblyiobbb. 
Clauoio,  Silvio's  Friends  Brother  to  Isabblui, 

but  disguised  to  her  under  the  name  cf  Ruoio. 
Bartblu),  CapiAxn  t^fthe  Citadel^  Uncle  to  Silvio. 
LupBz,  a  sordid  Usurer,  the  Jealous  Husband  qf 

Lubblla. 
Pbnurio,  a  hungry  Servant  to  Lopbb. 
Soto,  a  merry  Servant  to  Claudio. 
Lords  of  Florence. 
Lords  of  Sienna, 
Counsellors. 
Courtiers. 


A  Vaxmer,  Father  to  Soto. 

Captain. 

Soldiers  qf  the  Ouard. 

A  Clerk. 

BoBiBv,  an  Enemy  to  Wakes  and  May-Potee. 

Morris-Dancers,  Masquers. 

DUCHBBS  OP  FlORBNCB. 

Bblvidbrb,  a  virtuous  Princess,  DauffiUer  to  the 

Duchess,  in  Love  %eith  Silvio. 
RoDoPB,  Wi/e  to  Bartbllo. 

ISABBLLA,  Wife  to  LOPBS. 

Jaqubnbt,  Servant  to  Thabklls. 
Two  Gentlewomen. 


SCENE, — Florxncx,  and  the  adjacent  Countst. 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  h^FhORJtvcE,— Night,— Before  the 

Citmdel. 

Enter  Bartbllo  and  Silvio. 

Silvio.  'Tb  tme,  she  is  a  right  good  princess, 
and  a  just  one, 
And  Florence,  when  she  sets,  has  lost  a  planet. 

Bart.  My  mistress  ?  I  tell  thee,  gentle  nephew. 
There  is  not  such  another  friend  to  goodness. 
To  downright  dealing,  to  faith,  and  true  heart. 
Within  the  Christian  confines.    Before  she  bless'd 

us, 
Justice  was    a    cheesemonger,    a   mere   cheese- 
monger, 
Weigh*d  nothing  to  the  world    but   mites  and 

maggots, 
And  a  main  stink  ;  law,  like  a  horse-conrser, 
Her  rules  and  precepts  hung  with  gauds  and  rib- 
bands, 
And  pamper'd  up  to  cozen  him  that  bought  her. 
When  she  herself  was  hackney,  lame,  and  founder'd. 
Sii.  But  the  sweet  lady  Belvidere,  the  bright 

one 

Bart.  Ay,  there's  a  face  indeed  I     Oh,  my  dear 
nephew, 
Could  a  young  fellow  of  thy  fiery  mettle 
Freeze,  and  that  lady  in  his  arms  ? 
Sil.  I  think  not. 

Bart.  Thou  hast  a  parlous  judgment !     But  let 
that  pass : 
She  is  as  truly  virtuous,  fair,  and  noble, 
As  her  great  mother's  good :  and  that's  not  ordinary. 
Sil.  But  why  (so  many  princes,  and  so  great  ones, 
Being  suitors)  should  the  duchess  deny  to  match 
her? 


Bart.  She  is  a  jewel,  man,  hangs  in  her  bosom ; 
Her  only  child  :  With  her  eyes  she  sees  sdl  things. 
Discourses  with  her  tongue ;  and  pluck  her  from 

her 
(So  dotingly  the  old  one  loves  her  young  one) 
You  pluck  her  heart  out  too:  Besides,  of  late  days. 
The  duke  of  Milan,  who  could  never  win  her 
By  love,  nor  treaty,  laid  a  close  train  for  her 
In  her  own  private  walks,  some  forty  horse-men. 
So  to  surprise  her,  which  we  found,  and  dealt  with ; 
And  sent  'em  running  home  to  the  duke  their  mas- 
Like  dogs  with  bottles  at  their  tails.  [ter» 

Sil.  Since  that,  I  heard,  sir. 
She  has  sent  her  to  your  citadel  to  secure  her 
My  cousin  Rodope,  your  wife,  attending  her. 

Bart.  You  hear  a  truth;  and  all  con^eiueiife 
Are  there  proportion'd  for  her.  [p^^ ^' 

Sil.  I  would  fain,  sir. 
Like  one,  that  owes  a  duteous  service  to  her. 
Sometimes,  so  please  you 

Bart.  Grentle  cousin,  pardon  me ! 
I  must  not,  nor  you  must  not  dare  to  offer : 
The  last  edict  lies  on  his  life  pursues  it. 
Your  friend,  sir,  to  command  abroad,  to  love  youi 
To  lend  you  anything  I  have,  to  wait  upon  you ; 
But,  in  the  citadel  where  I  stand  charged. 
Not  a  bit  upon  a  march :  No  service,  sir, 
No,  good  sir,  by  no  means !  I  loss  your  hands,  sir, 

Sil.  To  your  keeping  only?  none  else  to  lool^ 
upon  her .'  ! 

None  but  Bartello  worthy  her  attendance  ? 
No  faith  but  his  to  serve  her  ?    Oh,  Belvidere, 
Thou  saint  to  whom  my  youth  is  sacrificed. 
Thou  point  to  which  my  Ufe  turns,  and  my  fortune  1 


Art  thou,  lock'd  firom,  me  now  ?  from  all  my  com- 
forts. 
Art  thou  snatch'd  yiolentl j  ?  Thou  hear'st  me  not ; 
^or  canst  thon  see,  fair  soul,  thy  senrant's  mourn- 
ings; 
Yet  let  thy  gentle  heart  feel  what  is  absence, 
The  great  diyorce  of  minds  so  tndy  loving, 
So  kmg,  and  nursed  in  one  affection, 
E'ven  from  our  infant  eyes  suck'd  in,  and  nourished 
— Oh !  let  it  feel  but  that,  and  there  stand  constant. 
And  I  am  blest.    My  dear  aunt  Rodope, 
That  is  her  governess,  did  love  me  dearly ; 
There's  one  hope  yet  to  see  her:  When  he  is 

absent, 

It  may  be  ventured,  and  she  may  work  it  closely. 
I  know  the  lady's  will  goes  equal  with  me. 
And  so  the  danger  of  the  edict  avoided : 
Let  me  diink  more !  for  I  must  try  all  hazards. 

jBnitr  Claudio  ttnd  Btno,  teitk  a  Bope  Ladder, 

Soio,  Win  you  go  yonder,  sir  ? 
Clou.  Yes,  marry  will  I,  sir. 
Soto,  And  by  this  ladder  ? 
Clou,  By  that  ladder,  coxcomb. 
Sifio.  Have  you  any  more  necks  at  home  when 
this  is  broken  ? 
For  tills  will  crack  with  the  best  friend  he  has,  sir. 
Or,  can  yon  pitch  of  all  four,  like  an  ape  now  ? 
Let  me  see  you  tumble. 

C/iotf .  You  are  very  pleasant,  sir. 
Soio,  No,  truly,  sir ;  I  should  be  loth  to  see  you 
Come  fluttering  down  like  a  young  rook,  cry  squab. 
And  take  you  up  with  your  brains  beaten  into  your 
buttocks. 
Ciau,  Hold    your   peace,    ass! — ^Who's    this 
Silvio  ?  [stands  musing  here  ? 

SU.  Who  cans  me? 
Olau»  One  most  glad  to  see  you,  sir. 
Sil.  My  dearest   Claudio?    What  makes  you 
thus  private. 
And  with  a  preparation  of  this  nature  ? 

Soio,  We  have  leave  to  play,  and  are  going  to 

dimb  birds'  nests. 
SU,  Pr'ythee  what  is  it,  friend  ?  Why  start  you 
from  me? 
Is  your  old  mistress  grown  so  coy  and  cruel. 
She  most  be  scaled  ?    It  seems  you  are  loth  to  teU 

me. 
Since  twenty  years'  continuance  of  our  friendship 
May  not  be  worth  the  weight  of  such  a  secret, 
Twin  be  but  rude  to  ask  again,  'Save  you !  ICMng. 
Clou,  Nay,  stay,  dear  Silvio  !  if  you  love  me, 
take  it; 
For»  till  you  know  it,  never  woman  labour'd 
As  I  do  now. 
Sii.  Ill  do  my  best  to  ease  it 
C/otf.  You  have  heard,  the  lady  Belvidere^.— 
Sil,  What  heard,  sir? 

Ctau,  Heard,  to  the  citadel,  upon  some  fears, 
She  is  confined. 

Sii.  Why  dreams  he  on  this  beauty  ? —     lAtide, 
lis  true,  I  have  heard  it. 

Ciau»  And  that  no  access, 
No  Messing  from  those  eyes,  but  with  much  hazard, 
Even  hazard  of  a  life 

Sii.  He  dares  not  love  her ! —  lAtide 

I  hnve  heard  that  too :  But  whither  points  your 
purpose? 
Ctmu,  Oh,  Silvio,  let  me  speak  that  none  may 
hear  me, 


None  but  thy  truth  I  I  have  loved  this  lady  long, 
Long  given  away  my  life  to  her  devotion, 
Long  dwelt  upon  that  beauty  to  my  ruin. 
SU,  Does  die  know  this  ? 
Clau.  No ;  there  begins  my  misery  ! 
Ixion-like,  I  have  only  yet  dasp'd  clouds. 
And  fed  upon  poor  empty  dreams  that  starve  me. 
Sil,  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  now  ? 
Clau.  Though  I  die  for't. 
Though  all  the  tortures  in  the  world  hung  on  me, 
Arm'd  with  imperious  Love,  I  stand  prepared  now 
With  this  to  reach  her  chamber ;  there  to  see  her, 
And  tell  her  boldly  with  what  truth  I  love  her. 
Sil,  'Twill  not  be  easily  done,  sir 
Clau.  Oh,  my  Silvio, 
The  hardest  things  are  sweetest  in  possession. 
Sil,  Nor  will  shew  much  discretion. 
Clau,  Love  is  blind,  man  ; 
And  he  that  looks  for  reason  there,  far  blinder. 
Sil,  Have  you  consider'd  ripely  ? 
Clau,  All  that  may  fall. 
And  arm'd  against  that  alL 

Sil.  Her  honour  too  ? 
What  she  may  suffer  in  this  rash  adventure  ? 
The  beauty  of  her  name  ? 
Clau,  VM  do  it  closely. 
And  only  at  her  window,  with  that  caution^-^ 
SU,  Are  there  no  guards? 
Clau.  Corruption  chokes  their  service. 
Sil.  Or  do  you  hold  her  bred  so  light  a  woman. 
To  hold  commerce  with  strange  tongues  ? 

Clau.  Why,  this  service, 
This  only  hazard  of  my  life,  must  tell  her. 
Though  she  were  Vesta's  self,  I  must  deserve  her. 
Sil,  I  would  not  have  you  go ;  pray  let  it  sink 
here, 
And  think  a  nobler  way  to  raise  your  service, 
A  safer  and  a  wiser  ! 
Clau,  'Tis  too  late,  sir. 
Sil.  Then  I  must  say,  you  shall  not  go. 
Clau.  I  shall  not  ? 

SU.  You  shall  not  go :  That  part  bred  with  you, 
friendship. 
Bids  me  say  boldly  so,  and  you  observe  me. 
Clau,  You  stretch  that  tie  too  far. 
Sil.  I'll  stretch  it  farther: 
The  honour  that  I  bear  that  spotless  virtue 
You  foully  seek  to  taint,  unnobly  covet. 
Bids  me  command  you  stay ;  if  not,  thus  force  you  ! 

[_Dra*oi, 
Soto,  This  will  be  worse  than  climbing. 
Clau,  Why  do  you  draw,  sir  ? 
Sil.  To  kill  thee,  if  thy  base  will  be  thy  master. 
Clau.  I  ever  was  your  friend. 
Sil.  Whilst  thou  wert  honest, 
And  not  a  night-thief  of  another's  honour : 
I  never  call'd  a  fool  my  friend,  a  madman. 
That  durst  expose  his  fame  to  all  opinions. 
His  life  to  unhonest  dangers ;  I  never  loved  him. 
Durst  know  his  name,  that  sought  a  virgin's  ruin  ; 
Nor  ever  took  I  pleasure  in  acquaintance, 
\^th  men,  that  give  as  loose  reins  to  their  fieuicies 
As  the  wild  ocean  to  his  raging  fluxes : 
A  noble  soul  I  twin  with,  and  my  love 
Follows  his  lifSe  dares  master  his  affections. 
Will  you  give  oflE,  or  fight  ? 

Clau.  I  will  not  fight  with  you ; 
The  sacred  name  of  friend  ties  up  that  anger : 

Rather  I'll  study 

Sil.  Do,  to  be  a  friend  still. 
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Clau.  If  this  wajr,  I  shall  never  hold. 

Sil.  I'll  watch  you: 
And,  if  I  catch  you  false,  by  Heaven  you  die  for't, 
All  love  forgot  1 

Clau,  When  I  fear  that,  I  am  fitfor't   lExeunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  the  Home  of  Lopez. 

LoFBZ  at  a  TaMc  with  Jewelt  and  M&nep  upon  U  /  an  Egg 
roasting  hy  a  Candle, 

Lopez.  Whilst  prodigal  young  gaudy  fooU  are 

banqueting, 
And  launching  out  their  states  to  catch  the  giddy, 
Thus  do  I  study  to  preserve  my  fortune, 
And  hatch  with  care  at  home  the  wealth  that 

saints  me. 
Here's  rubies  of  Bengala,  rich,  rich,  glorious ; 
These  diamonds  of  Ormus,  bought  for  little. 
Here  vented  at  the  price  of  princes'  ransoms ; 
How  bright  they  shine,  like  constellations  ! 
The  South-sea*s  treasure  here,  pearl,  fair  and  orient. 
Able  to  equal  Cleopatra's  banquet ; 
Here  chains  of  lesser  stoues  for  ladies'  lustres, 
Ingots  of  gold,  rings,  brooches,  bars  of  silver, 
These  are  my  studies  to  set  off  in  sale  well. 
And  not  in  sensual  surfeits  to  consume  'em. — 
How  roasts  mine  egg  ?  he  heats  apace ;  I'll  turn 

him. — • 
Penurio  1  where,  you  knave,  do  yon  wait  ?  Penurio, 
You  lazy  knave ! 

Enter  Psmnuo. 

Pen.  Did  you  call,  sir  ? 
Lopez,  Where's  your  mistress  ? 
What  vanity  holds  her  from  her  attendance  ? 
Pen,  The  very  sight  of  this  egg  has  made  him 
cockish ;  lAHde, 

What  would  a  dozen  butter'd  do  ? — She  is  within, 
sir. 
Lopez,  Within,  sir  ?  at  what  thrift,  you  knave? 

what  getting  ? 
Pen,  Getting  a  good  stomach,  sir,  an  she  knew 
where  to  get  meat  to't ; 
She's  praying  heartily  upon  her  knees,  sir, 
That   Heaven  would  send    her  a  good  bearing 
dinner. 
Lopez,  Nothing  but  gluttony  and  surfeit  thought 
on. 
Health  flung  behind !   had    she  not  yesternight, 

sirrah. 
Two  sprats  to  supper,  and  the  oil  allowable  ? 
Was  she  not  sick  with  eating  ?  Hadst  not  thou 
(Thou  most  ungrateful  knave,  that  nothing  satisfies) 
The  water  that  I  boil'd  my  other  egg  in. 
To  make  thee  hearty  broth  F 
Pen,  'Tistrue,  I  had,  sir; 
But  I  might  as  soon  make  the  philosopher's  stone 

on't: 
You  gave  it  me  in  water,  and,  but  for  manners' 

sake, 
I  could  give  it  you  again  in  wind,  it  was  so  hearty. 
I  shall  turn  pisaing-conduit  shortly. — My  mistress 
comes,  sir. 

Enter  laABMUJi, 

Lopez,  Welcome,  my  dove ! 

Itab,  Pray  you  keep  your  welcome  to  you, 
Unless  it  carries  more  than  worda  to  please  me. 
Is  this  the  joy  to  be  a  wife  ?  to  bring  with  me, 
Besides  the  noblenesa  of  blood  I  spring  from, 


A  full  and  able  portion  to  maintain  me  ? 
Is  this  the  happiness  of  youth  and  beauty. 
The  great  content  of  being  made  a  mistress. 
To  live  a  slave  subject  to  wants  and  hungers. 
To  jealousies  for  every  eye  that  wanders^ 
Unmanly  jealousy  ? 

Lopez.  Good  Isabella 

Jstib.  Too  good  for  you,  I  Do  you  think  to  famish 
me, 
Or  keep  me  Uke  an  alms- woman  in  such  raiment. 
Such  poor  unhandsome  weeds  ?  am  I  old,  or  ugly  ? 
I  never  was  bred  thus;  and  if  your  misery 
Will  suffer  wilful  blindness  to  abuse  me. 
My  patience  shall  be  no  bawd  to  mine  own  miii. 

Pen,  Tickle  him,  mistress ;  to  him  1 

t^part  to  her. 

Itab,  Had  you  love  in  you, 
Or  any  part  of  man 

Pen.  Follow  that,  mistress  ! 

Itab.  Or  had  humanity  but  ever  known  yc»a. 
You  would  shame  to  use  a  woman  of  my  way  thus. 
So  poor,  and  basely  !  You  are  strangely  jeslona  of 
If  I  should  give  you  cause [nae  : 

Lopez.  How,  Isabella? 

Itab.  As  do  not  venture  this  vray  to  provoke 

Pen.  Excellent  weU,  mistress  !  I  me 

Lopez.  How's  this,  Isabella? 

Isab.  'Twill  stir  a  saint,  and  I  am  but  a  woman, 
And  by  that  tenure  may- 

Lopez.  By  no  means,  chicken  ! 
You  know  I  love  you.  Fy,  take  no  example 
By  those  young  gadding  dames,  (yon  are  notedi 

virtuous) 
That  stick  their  husbands'  wealth  in  trifles  on  'em. 
And  point  'em  but  the  way  to  their  own  miseries. 
I  am  not  jealous.     Kiss  me.     'Faith,  I  am  not. 
And  for  your  diet,  'tis  to  keep  you  healthfnl 
(Surfeits  destroy  more  than  Uie  sword)  that  I  amj 

careful 
Your  meat  should  be  both  neat  and  cleanly  handled; 
See,  sweet,  I  am  cook  myself,  and  mine  own  cater. 

Pen.  A  pox  of  that  cook  cannot  lick  his  fingers  ! 

Lopez.  I'll  add  another  dish ;  you  shall  have 
mUk  to't ; 
'Tis  nourishing  and  good. 

Pen.  With  butter  in't,  sir  ? 

Lopez.  This  knave  would  breed  a  fsusune  in  « 

kingdom  I —  lApan. 

And  clothes  that  shall  content  yon ;  you  must  b« 

wise  then. 
And  live  sequester'd  to  yourself  and  me. 
Not  wand'ring  after  every  toy  comes  cross  yon. 
Nor  struck  with  every  spleen. — ^What's  the  knav« 
doing?  Penurio! 

Pen,  Hunting,  sir,  for  a  second  course  of  flie^ 
They  are  rare  new  sallads.  [here  i 

Lopez,  For  certain,  Isabella, 
This  ravening  fellow  has  a  wolf  in's  belly. 
Untemperate  knave,  will  nothing  quendk  thy  ap^ 

petite  ? 
I  saw  him  eat  two  apples,  which  is  monstrous. 

Pen.  If  you  had  given  me  those,  't  had  been 
more  monstrous. 

Lopez.  'Tis  a  main  miracle  to  feed  this  villain.^ 
Come,  Isabella,  let  us  in  to  supper, 
And  think  the  Roman  dainties  at  oar  taUe  I 
'Tis  all  but  thought.  IB^eunt 

Pen,  'Would  all  my  thoughts  would  do  it  ! 
The  devil  should  think  of  purchasing  that 
sheU, 

I 


t  To  victual  out  t  witch  for  the  Burmoothees : 
'  1^  trctfOB  to  anj  good  stomach  living  now 
To  hor  a  tedious  grace  said,  and  no  meat  to't» 
1  kire  a  ndish  yet,  but  that's  bat  transitoiy.    {BjcH. 
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SCENE  IIL— ^</bfV  the  Citadel^Nighi. 

Enkr  9aro,  with  a  ladder, 

S9to.  Can  any  living  man,  unless  a  rascal 
That  adtber  knows  himself,  nor  a  fashion'd  gen- 
tleman, 
Take  ne  for  a  worse  man  than  my  master  now  ? 
I  na  oatorallj  proud  in  these  clotbes :  But  if  pride 
now   * 
I  Sboold  catch  a  M  in  what  I  am  attempting  ! 
I  111  but  a  proverb  sound,  and  a  neck  broken, 
,  Tltat'a  the  wont  can  come  on't ;  a  gentlen 

gone  then, 
A  pBtlemaa  o'  th'  first  house,  there's  the  end  on't  I 
!  M7  Blaster  lies  most  pitifully  complaining, 
'  Vringiog  and  kicking  up  to  th'  ears  in  love  yonder. 
And  aich  a  hmcatable  noise  he  keeps,  it  kills  me : 
,  I  bare  got  his  clothes,  and  if  I  can  get  to  her, 
Bt  book  or  crook  here,  such  a  song  I'll  sing  her — 
I  think  I  shall  be  hang'd ;  but  that's  no  matter ! 
^Hiat's  a  hanging  among  friends  ?  I  am  valiant 
As  ao  dephant.    I  have  considered  what       [now 
To  nr  too.    Let  me  see  now !  this  is  the  place ; 
Tia  piigny  high  !     Stay ;  at  that  lower  window 
let  me  aim  findy  now,  like  a  good  gunner. 
It  nay  prove  but  a  whipping. 

Enter  Siltto. 
^  I  nw  somebody 
Pau  by  me  now,  and,  though  'twere  dark,  me- 

thoaght  yet 
I  kaev  the  clothes. — ^Ha !  let  me  not  be  cozen'd  ! 
^  ladder  too,  ready  to  fling  it?    Monstrous  ! 
I  Ts  be,  'tis  Claudio  1  most  voluptuous  villain, 
Scaadal  to  woman's  credit !    Love,  I  forget  thee — 

iDrawt  a  pistol. 
S<d9.  What  will  he  do,  i'  th'  name  of  Heaven  ? 

What's  that  there  ? 
5i/.  And  all  the  Mendship  that  I  bore  thee, 

bury  here — 
S^  What  has  he  in's  hand?    I  hope  but  a 

cudgel. 
SU.  Thy  hvlu  forgive,  oh,  Heaven  !    Farewell, 
thou  traitor !  IPiret. 

faft.  I  am  alun,  I  am  slain !  IFalls, 

SiL  He's  down,  and  dead,  dead  certain, 
(nns  too  rssh,  too  full  of  spleen)  stark  dead  : 
^  tt  no  place  now  to  repent  in ;  only, 
^oald  I  had  given  this  hand  that  shot  the  piitol 
1  bad  miss'd  thee,  and  thou  wert  once   more 
Clandio !  lExit. 

Enter  CiAVsno. 

^.  Why  should  I  love  thus  foolishly  ?  thus 
.    Asperatdy? 
"Wgtfeaway  my  heart  where  no  hope's  left  me  ? 
wbjr  ihoald  not  the  tnie  oounsel  of  a  frieikd  re- 

itrainme? 
2*  J^'«  "woth  I  run  into,  affright  me  ? 
}2ie  honoor  ef  the  lady,  charm  my  wildness  ? 
1  bare  so  power,  no  being  of  myself, 
Jo  ittton  strong  enough  now  left  within  me 
J»  bod  my  wiU.    Oh,  Love,  thou  god,  or  devil, 

wwo.  Oh! 


Clau.  What's  that  cry  ? 

Soio,  A  surgeon,  a  surgeon. 
Twenty  good  surgeons  1 

Clau,  "Hs  not  far  from  me ; 
Some  murder,  o'  my  life ! 

Soto,  Will  you  let  me  die  here  ? 
No  drink  come,  nor  no  surgeon  ? 

Clau.  'Tis  my  man,  sure. 
His  voice,  and  here  he  lies. — How  is  it  with  thee  ? 

Soto.  I  am  slain,  sir,  I  am  slain. 

Clau.  Slain  ?  Who  has  slain  thee  ? 

Soto.  KiU'd,  kiU'd,  out-right  kill'd  ! 

Clau.  Whereas  thy  hurt  ? 

Soto.  I  know  not ; 
But  I  am  sure  I  am  kill'd. 

Clau.  Canst  thou  sit  up. 
That  I  may  find  the  hurt  out  ? 

Soto,  I  can  sit  up ; 
But,  ne'ertheless,  I  am  slain. 

Clau.  'Tis  not  o'  this  side  ? 

Soto,  No,  sir,  I  think  it  be  not. 

Clau.  Nor  o*  this  side. 
Was  it  done  with  a  sword  ? 

Soto,  A  gun,  a  gun,  sweet  master. 

Clau,  The  devil  a  bullet  has  been  here ;  thou 
art  well,  man. 

Soto,  No,  sure,  I  am  kill'd. 

Clau.  Let  me  see  thy  thighs  and  belly : 
As  whole  as  a  fish,  for  anything  I  see  yet ; 
Thou  bleed'st  no  where. 

Soto.  I  think  I  do  not  bleed,  sir, 
But  yet,  I  am  afraid  I  am  slain. 

Clau.  Stand  up,  fool  1 
Thou  hast  as  much  hurt  as  my  nail.     Who  shot 
A  pottle,  or  a  pi^  ?  [thee  ? 

Solo.  Signer  Silvio  shot  me. 
In  these  clothes,  taking  me  for  you,  and  seeing 
The  ladder  in  my  hand  here,  which  I  stole  from 

you. 
Thinking  to  have  gone  to  the  lady  myself,  and 
have  spoke  for  you. 

Clau.  If  he  had  hit  you  home,  he  had  served 
you  right,  simdi. 
You  saucy  rogue ! — How  poor  my  intent  shews  to 
How  naked  now,  and  foolish !  [me, 

Soto.  Are  you  sure  he  has  not  hit  me  ? 
It  gave  a  monstrous  bounce. 

Clau.  You  rose  o'  your  right  side. 
And  said  your  prayers  too,  you  had  been  paid  else ; 
But  what  need'st  thou  a  buUet,  when  thy  fear  kills 

thee? 
Sirrah,  keep  your  own  oounsel  for  all  diis  ;  you'll 

be  hang'd  else, 
If  it  be  known. 

Soto.  If  it  be  by  my  means,  let  me ; 
I  am  glad  I  am  not  kUl'd,  and  far  more  gladder 
My  gentleman-like  humour's  out;  I  feel  'tis  dan- 
gerous. 
And  to  be  a  gentleman  is  to  be  kill'd  twice  a-week. 

Clau.  Keep  yourself  close  i'  th'  country  for  a 
while,  sirrah  I 
There's  money :  Walk  to  your  friends. 

Soto.  They  have  no  pistols. 
Nor  are  no  gentlemen,  that  is  my  oomfort.    {Exit, 

Clau.  I  will  retire  too,  and  live  private  (for  this 
SUvio, 
Inflamed  with  nobleness,  will  be  my  death  else ;) 
And,  if  I  can,  forget  this  love  that  loads  me. 
At  least  the  danger. — And,  now  I  think  on't  better, 
I  have  some  conclusions  else  invite  me  to  it.  [fjrfl. 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I Before  the  CUadeL 

Enter  Rooopb  and  Silvio,  a<  several  Doort, 

Bod.  Nephew  1 

Sil.  My  dear  aunt ! 

Bod.  Would  yoa  go  by  thus  slily, 
And  never  see  me  ?  not  once  send  in  to  me, 
Your  loving  aunt  ?  she  that,  above  all  those 
I  call  my  kindred,  honour'd  you,  and  placed  yon 
Nearest  my  heart  ? 

SU,  I  thank  you,  worthy  aunt ; 
Bat  such  at  this  time  are  my  occasions^-^ 

Bod.  Yon  shall  not  go  yet ;  by  my  faith^  you 
shall  not ! 
I  will  not  be  denied.   Why  look  you  sad,  nephew  ? 

SU,  I  fam  seldom  other. — Oh,  this  blocKi  sits 
As  I  walked  this  way  late  last  night,  [heavy  I — 
In  meditation  of  some  things  concem*d  me 

Bod,  What,  nephew  ? 

Sil,  Why,  methought  I  heard  a  piece,  lady, 
A  piece  shot  off,  much  about  this  place  too, 
(But  could  not  judge  the  cause,  nor  what  it  boded) 
Under  the  castle-wall. 

Bod,  We  heard  it  too  ; 
And  the  watch  pursued  it  presently,  but  found 
Not  any  track.  [nothing, 

SU.  I  am  right  glad  to  hear  it  1 — 
The  ruffians  surely  that  conmumd  the  night  \_A9ide, 
Have  found  him,  script  him,  and  into  the  river 
Convey 'd  the  body. 

Bod,  *  You  look  still  sadder,  nephew, 
la  anything  within  these  walls  to  comfort  you  ? 
Speak,  and  be  master  of  it. 

SU.  You're  a  risht  courtier  ; 
A  great  professor,  out  a  poor  performer. 

Bod.  Do  you  doubt  my  faiUi?  You  never  found 
me  that  way, 
(I  dare  well  speak  it  boldly)  but  a  true  firiend. 

SU.  Continue  then. 

Bod.  Try  me,  and  see  who  falters. 

SU,  I  will,  and  presently :  "Hs  in  your  power 
To  make  me  the  most  bound  man  to  your  courtesy. 

Bod,  Let  me  know  how,  and  if  I  fail 

SU.  'Tis  thus  then : 
Get  me  access  to  the  Lady  Belvidere, 
But  for  a  minute,  but  to  see  her ;  your  husband 

now 
Is  safe  at  court ;  I  left  him  full  employ'd  there. 

Bod.  You  have  ask'd  the  thing  without  my 
power  to  grant  you. 
The  law  lies  on  the  danger :  If  I  loved  you  not, 
I  would  bid  you  go,  and  there  be  found,  and  die 
for^t 

SU.  I  knew  your  love,  and  where  there  shew'd  a 
danger 
How  far  you  durst  step  for  me  I     Give  me  a  true 
That,  where  occasion  is  to  do  a  benefit,       [friend. 
Aims  at  the  end,  and  not  the  rubs  before  it. 
I  was  a  fool  to  ask  you  this !  a  more  fool 
To  think  a  woman  had  so  much  noble  nature 
To  entertain  a  secret  of  this  burthen  : 
You  had  best  to  tell  the  duchess  I  persuaded  you, 
That's  a  fine  course,  and  one  will  win  you  credit ; 
Forget  the  name  of  cousin,  blot  my  blood  out, 
And,  so  you  raise  yourself,  let  me  grow  shorter  ! 
A  woman-friend  ?  He  that  believes  that  weakness. 
Steers  in  a  stormy  night  without  a  compass. 


Bod.  What  is't  I  durst  not  do  might  not  ia* 
peach  yon?  i 

SU.  Why,  this  you  dare  not  do,  yoa  dare  not 

Bod,  'Tis  a  main  hazard.  [think  of ! 

Sil.  If  it  were  not  so, 
I  would  not  come  to  you  to  seek  a  fiitvour. 

Bod.  You  will  lose  yourself. 

SU,  The  loss  ends  with  myself  then. 

Bod.  You  will  but  see  her  ? 

SU,  Only  look  upon  her. 

Bod.  Not  stay  ? 

SU.  Prescribe  your  time. 

Bod.  Not  traffic  with  her, 
In  any  close  dishonourable  actions  ? 

SU,  Stand  you  yourself  by. 

Bod.  I  will  venture  for  you : 
Because  you  shall  be  sure  I  am  a  touch'd  fnend, 
I'll  bring  her  to  you.  Come,  walk  ;  you  know  tlie 

garden,  ' 

And  take  this  key  to  open  the  little  postern ; 
There  stand  no  guards. 

SU.  I  shall  soon  find  it,  aunt.  ££rmt 


SCENE  11.—^/  the  GaU  qfthe  CU^tdeL 
Enter  (mw  Soldiers. 

1  Sold.  Is  the  captain  come  home  ? 

2  Sold.  No ;  who  commands  the  guard  to-ni^  ? 

1  Sold.  I  think  Petruchio. 

2  Sold.  What's  the  word  ? 

1  Sold.  None  knows  yet. 

2  Sold,  I  would  this  lady  were  married  out  0' 

th'  way  ODce, 
Or  out  of  our  custodies  I   I  wish  they  would  tde 

in  more  companies. 
For  I  am  sure  we  feel  her  in  our  duties  shrewdlr. 

1  Sold,  'Tis  not  her  fault,  I  warrant  you ;  she'i 

ready  for't ; 
And  that's  the  plague  ;  when  they  grow  ripe  for 
They  must  be  slipt  like  hawks.  [marriage, 

2  Sold,  Give  me  a  mean  wench  I 

No  state-doubt  lies  on  her,  she  is  always  ready. 

1  Sold.  Come  to  the  guard ;  'tis  late,  and  sore 
Cannot  be  long  away.  [the  captain 

2  Sold.  I  have  watch'd  these  three  nights ; 
To-morrow  they  may  keep  me  tame  for  nothing. 

lExeamL 


SCENE  III.^7^e  Garden  of  the 
Enter  Silvio  ;  then  Bblvidbrb.  and  Rooops  miA  a  L^ 

SU.  This  is  the  place,  I  think.     What  light  » 
The  lady  and  my  cousin  !  [that  tibere .' 

Bel.  Is  this  the  garden  ? 

Bod,  Yes,  madam. 

SU.  Oh,  my  blessed  mistress. 
Saint  of  my  soul ! 

Bel,  Speak  softly  ! — ^Take  me  to  you ! 
Oh,  Silvio,  I  am  thine,  thine  ever,  Silvio  * 

Bod.  Is  this  your  promise,  air? — hidj,  yosr 
honour ! 
I  am  undone  if  this  be  seen,  di^raoed. 
Fallen  under  all  discredit ! 

Bel.  Do  you  love  still  ? 
Dear,  do  you  keep  your  old  frith  ? 
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SU,  Ever,  lady ; 
Aikd,  when  that  fails  me,  all  that's  good  forsake  me  ! 

Rod.  Do  not  you  shame  ? — Madam,  I  mnst  not 
suffer  this, 
I  will  not  suffer  it  !  Men  call  you  virtuous ; 
What  do  you  mean,  to  loee  yourself  thus  ? — Silvio, 
1  charge  tbee  get  away,  charge  you  retire  you  ; 
111  rail  the  watch  else. 

^.  Call  all  the  woiid  to  see  us  ! 
We  live  in  one  another's  happiness^ 
And  so  will  die. 

BeL  Here  will  I  hang  for  ever  I 

Bod.  As  you  respect  me,  as  hereafter,  madam, 
You  would  enjoy  his  love — Nothing  prevail  with 

you? 
Ill  try  my  strength  then :  Get  thee  gone,  thou 
TiUain,  iStrugglei  with  him. 

TboQ  promise-breaker  I 

Sii.  I  am  tied  ;  I  cannot. 

Bod,  ru  ring  the  beU  then! 

Si/.  Ring  it  to  death,  I  am  fix'd  here. 

JBMcr  BAjrrBLu>  and  turn  Soldiers  with  Lights. 

Bart.  I  law  a  light  over  the  garden  wall, 
Hard    by   the   ladies'    chamber:    Here's    some 
As  1  live,  I  saw  it  twice.  [knavery  I 

Rod  The  guard,  the  guard  there  1 
I  most  not  snfiiff  this,  it  is  too  mischievous. 

Bwi.  Light  up  the  torch  I   I  fear'd  this.     Ha! 
How  got  he  in  ?  [young  Silvio  ? 

1  Sold,  The  devil  brought  him  in  sure ; 
He  caooe  not  by  ns. 

Bart.  My  wife  between  'em  bustling  ? 
Goard,  pull  him  off  1 

Bod.  Now,  now,  ye  feel  the  misery. 

Bart.  You,  madam,  at  an  hour  so  far  undeoent  ? 
Death  o'  my  soul !  Tbis  is  a  foul  fault  in  you  1 
Your  mother's  care  abused  tool— Lights  to  her 
I  am  sorry  to  see  this.  [chamber ! — 

BeL  FareweU,  my  Silvio, 
And  let  no  danger  sink  thee ! 

Sii.  Nor  dei&,  lady. 

lExettnt  BBLTTOxaa  and  Rooora. 

Botrt.  Are  you  so  hot?   I  shall  prepare  you 
physic 
Wm  poige  yon  finely,  neatly ;  3roii  are  too  fiery : 
Tlnikk  of  your  prayers,  sir,  an  you  have  not  forgot 


Can  yon  fly  t'  th'  air,  or  creep  you  in  at  key-holes  ? 
I  ha:ve  a  gin  will  catch  you,  though  you  conjured. — 
TalLe  hin&  to  guard  to-night,  to  strong  and  sure 

guard; 
in  bade  to  th'  duchess  presently. — No  less  sp^rt 

serve  yon, 
ThsMk  th'  heir  to  a  dukedom  ?  Play  at  push-pin 

there,  rir? 
It  was  well  aim'd  ;  but,  plagus  upon't,  you  shot 
And  that  vrill  lose  your  game*  [short, 

SU.  I  know  the  loss  then.  lExeunt. 


\  SCENE  IV.^^  Street. 

!  JSmUr  Cjuaudio  lHu  a  Merchant. 

I        Cfatt.  Now,  in  this  habit,  may  I  safely  see 
How  my  incensed  firiend  carries  my  murder ; 
Who  ti^e  I  imagined  had  been  wrought 
To  sodi  n  height  of  rage :  And  much  I  grieve  now 
Mine  own  Uind  passion  had  so  master'd  me 
I  oo«kl  not  see  his  love ;  for  sure  he  loves  her, 

i 

t ■  ..-■-.  


And  on  a  nobler  ground  than  I  pretended. 
It  must  be  so,  it  is  so. — 

Enter  Pxiruiuo. 

What,  Penurio, 

My  shotten  friend,  what  wind  blew  you  ? 

Pen.  'Faith,  'tis  true. 
Any  strong  wind  will  blow  me  like  a  feather : 
I  am  all  air,  nothing  of  earth  within  me. 
Nor  have  not  had  this  month,  but  that  good 

dinner 
Your  worship  gave  me  yesterday ;  that  stays  by 

me. 
And  gives  me  ballast,  else  the  sun  would  draw  me. 

Clau.  But  does  my  mistress  speak  still  of  me  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  sir. 
And  in  her  sleep,  that  makes  my  master  mad  too, 
And  turn  and  fart  for  anger. 

Clau.  Art  sure  she  saw  me  ? 

Pen.  She  saw  you  at  a  window. 

Ciau.  'Tis  most  true. 
In  such  a  place  I  saw  a  gentlewoman, 
A  young,  sweet,  handsome  woman 

Pen.  That's  she,  that's  she,  sir. 

Clau,  And  well  she  view'd  me  :  I  view'd  her — 

Pen.  Still  she,  sir. 

Clau.  At  last  she  blush'd,  and  then  look'd  off. 

Pen.  That  blush,  sir, 
If  you  can  read  it  truly 

Clau.  But  didst  thou  tell  her. 
Or  didst  thou  fool  me  thou  knew'st  such  a  one  ? 

Pen,  I  told  her,  and  I  told  her  such  a  sweet 
tale— 

Clau,  But  did  she  hear  thee  ? 

Pen.  With  a  thousand  ears,  sir, 
And  swallow'd  what  I  said  as  greedily 
As  great-bellied  women  do  cherries,  stones  and 
all,  sir. 

Clau.  Methinks  she  should  not  love  thy  master  ? 

Pen.  Hang  him,  pilcher  ! 
There's  nothing  loves  him ;  his  own  cat  cannot 

endure  him. 
She  had  better  lie  with  a  bear ;  for  he's  so  hairy. 
That  a  tame  warren  of  fleas  frisk  round  about  him. 

Clau.  And  wilt  thou  work  still  ? 

Pen,  Like  a  miner  for  you. 

Clau,  And  get  access  P 

Pen.  Or  conjure  you  together ; 
'Tis  her  desire  to  meet:    She  is  poison'd  with 

him. 
And,  till  she  take  a  sweet  fresh  air.»that's  you, 
sir — 

Clau.   There's  money  for  thee  ;    thou  art  a 
precious  varlet  I 
Be  ht,  be  fieit,  and  blow  thy  master  backward. 

Pen,  Blow  you  my  mistress,  sir,  as  flat  as  a 
flounder, 
Then  blow  her  up  again,  as  butchers  blow  th^ 
veals: 

If  she  die  upon  the  same. 

Bury  her,  bury  her,  in  God's  name ! 

Clau,  Thou  art  a  merry  knave  !    By  this  hand, 
I'U  feed  thee. 
Till  thou  crack'st  at  both  ends,  if  thou  darest  do 
Thou  shall  eat  no  fantastical  porridge  [this  ! 

Nor  lick  the  dish  where  oil  was  yesterday. 
Dust,  and  dead  flies  to-day ;  capons,  fat  capons — 

Pen,  Oh,  hearty  sound ! 

Clau.  Cramm'd  full  of  itching  oysters 

Pen*  Will  you  have  the  duchess  ? 
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Clou.  And  lobsters  big  as  gauntlets ; 
ThoQ  shslt  despise  base  beef 

Pen.  I  do  despise  it ! 
And  noW|  methinks,  I  feel  a  tart  come  sliding 

Clau.  Leaping  into  thj  mouth ;  bat  first  deal 

Pen.  When  will  you  come  ?  [faithfully. 

Clau.  To-morrow. 

Pen.  1*11  attend  you ; 
For  then  my  master  will  be  out  in  business. 

Clau,  What  news  abroad  ? 

Pen.  'Mass,  as  I  was  coming  to  you, 
I  heard  that  Signer  Silvio,  a  good  gentleman, 
(Many  a  good  meal  I  have  eaten  with  him}— — 

Clau.  What  of  him? 

Pen.  Was  this  day  to  be  arraign'd  before  the 
But  why,  I  could  not  hear.  [duchess  ; 

Clau.  Silvio  arraigned  ? — 
Go,  get  you  gone,  and  think  of  me. 

Pen.  1  fly,  sir.  {.Exit. 

Clau.  Arraign*d  ?  for  what  ?  for  my  supposed 
death  ?   No, 
That  cannot  be,  sure ;  there's  no  rumour  of  it. 
Be  it  what  it  will,  I  will  be  there  and  see  it, 
And,  if  my  help  will  bring  him  off,  he  has  it. 

lExil. 

SCENE  v.— ^»  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Duchess,  Lords,  Siltto    {prisoner ,)    BBtvfOBRc. 
Bartbllo,  Rooopa,  Clerk,  Counsellors,  and  Attendantb. 

Dueh.  Read  the  edict  last  made ;  keep  silence, 
there ! 

Clerk.  {Reading.']  "  If  any  man,  of  what  con- 
dition soever,  and  a  subject,  after  the  publishing 
of  this  edict,  shall,  without  special  licence  from  the 
Great  Duchess,  attempt,  or  buy,  offer,  or  make  an 
attempt  to  solicit,  the  love  of  tiie  Princess  Belvi- 
dere,  the  person  so  offending  shall  forfeit  his  life.'' 

Coun.  The  reason  why — My  royal  mistress  here. 
In  her  last  treaty  with  Sienna's  duke, 
Promised  her  beauteous  daughter  there  in  marriage ; 
The  Duke  of  Milan,  rival  in  this  fortune, 
Unnobly  sought  by  practice  to  betray  her ; 
Which  found,  and  cross'd,  the  citadel  received  her, 
There  to  secure  her  mother's  word ;  the  last  cause. 
So  many  gentlemen  of  late  enamour'd 
On  this  most  beauteous  princess,  and  not  brooking 
One  more  than  another,  to  deserve  a  favour. 
Blood  has  been  spilt,  many  brave  spirits  lost. 
And  more,  unless  she  had  been  kept  close  from 

their  violence. 
Had  like  to  have  followed :  Therefore,  for  due 

prevention 
Of  all  such  hazards  and  mmoble  actions, 
This  last  edict  was  publish'd  ;  which  thou,  Silvio, 
Uke  a  false  man,  a  bad  man,  and  a  traitor. 
Hast  rent  a-pieces,  and  contemn'd ;  for  which  cause 
Thou  stand'at  a  guilty  man  here  now. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Clerk.  Speak,  Silvio ! 
What  canst  thou  say  to  avoid  the  hand  of  justice  ? 

Sil.  Nothing,  but  I  confess,  submit,  and  lay  my 
head  to't. 

Bel.  Have  ye  no  eyes,  my  lords,  no  understand- 
The  gentleman  will  cast  himself  away,  [ings. 

Cast  himself  wilfully  1     Are  you,  or  you,  guilty  ? 
No  more  is  he,  no  more  taint  sticks  upon  him ; 
I  drew  him  thither,  'twas  my  way  betray'd  him ; 
I  got  the  entrance  kept,  I  entertain'd  him, 
I  hid  the  danger  from  him,  forc'd  him  to  me : 


Poor  gentle  soul,  he's  in  no  part  tnoifgreniiig : 
I  wrote  unto  him 

Sil.  Do  not  wrong  that  honour. 
Cast  not  upon  that  pureness  these  aspendons ! 
By  Heaven,  it  was  my  love,  my  violence ; 
My  life  must  answer  it :  I  broke  in  to  her, 
Tempted  the  law,  solicited  unjustly [cause ! 

Bel.  As  there  is  truth  in  Heaven,  I  was  the  first 
How  could  this  man  have  come  to  me,  left  naked. 
Without  my  counsel  and  provision  ? 
What  hour  could  he  find  out  to  pass  the  watches, 
But  I  must  make  it  sure  first  ?  Reverend  judges. 
Be  not  abused,  nor  let  an  innocent  life  lie 
Upon  your  shaking  conscience !    1  did  it ; 
My  love  the  main  wheel  that  set  him  a-going ; 
His  motion  but  compell'd. 

Sil.  Can  ye  believe  this. 
And  know  with  what  a  modesty  and  whiteness 
Her  life  was  ever  rank'd  ?     Can  ye  believe  this, 
And  see  me  here  before  ye,  young  and  wilful  ? 
Apt  to  what  danger  Love  dares  thrust  me  un. 
And,  where  Law  stops  my  way,  apt  to  contemn  it  ? 
If  I  were  bashful,  old,  or  dull,  and  sleepy 
In  love's  alarms,  a  woman  might  awake  me. 
Direct,  and  clew  me  out  the  way  to  happiness ; 
But  I,  Uke  fire,  kindled  with  that  bright  beauty. 
Catch  hold  of  all  occasions,  and  run  through  *em. 

BeL   1  charge  ye,  as  your  honest  souls  will 
answer  it — 

SU.  I  charge  ye,  as  ye  are  the  friends  to  Virtue, 
That  has  no  pattern  living  but  this  lady 

Bel.  Let  not  his  blood 

Sil.  Let  not  her  wilfulness 
(For  then  you  act  a  scene  hell  will  rqoice  at)— ^ 

Bel.  He's  clear. 

Sil.  She  is  as  white  in  this  as  infimts. 

Clau.  The  god  of  love  protect  your  caiQse,  and 
Two  nobler  pieces  of  affection  P^«lp  ye  ! 

These  eyes  ne'er  look'd  on ;  if  such  goodness  perish. 
Let  never  true  hearts  meet  again,  but  break  ! 

lEjciL 

1  Lord.  A  strange  example  of  strong   love,  a 

rare  one ! 

2  Lord.  Madam,  we  know  not  what  to  say,  to 

think  on. 

Duch.  I  must  confess  it  strikes  me  tender  too. 
Searches  my  mother's  heart.  You  found  'em  there  ? 

Bart.  Yes,  certain,  madam. 

Duch.  And  so  link'd  together  ? 

Bart.  As  they  had  been  one  piece  of  alabaster. 

Duch.  Nothing  dishonourable  ? 

Sil.  So  let  my  soul  have  happiness. 
As  that  thought  yet  durst  never  seek  this  bosom ! 

Dueh.  What  shall  I  do  ?  He  has  broke  my  law, 
abused  me ; 
Fain  would  1  know  the  truth  : — ^Either  confess  it. 
And  let  me  understand  the  main  offender» 
Or  both  shall  feel  the  torture. 

Sil.  Are  you  a  mother. 
The  mother  of  so  sweet  a  rose  as  this  is, 
So  pure  a  flower,  and  dare  you  lose  that  nature  ? 
Dare  you  take  to  yourself  so  great  a  wickedness, 
(Oh,  holy  Heaven !)  of  thinking  what  may  ruin 
This  goodly  building  ?  this  temple,  where  the  gods 

dwell? 
Give  me  a  thousand  tortures, — I  deserve  'em. 
And  shew  me  death  in  all  the  shapes  imagined — 

Bel.  No  death  but  I  will  answer  it,   meet  it, 
seek  it; 
No  torture  but  I'll  laugh  upon't,  and  kisa  it. 
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1  L$r4,  Thh  U  no  way. 

2  L9rd.  They  say  no  more,  for  oertain, 
Thu  their  stronf^  hearts  will  guifer. 

Dneh,  I  haTe  betbooght  me : 
Xo,  lords,  ilthongh  I  have  a  child  offending, 
Nitve  doei  not  forget  she  is  a  child  still  x 
Till  now,  1  never  lc^*d  on  love  imperions^ — 
]  kafe  bethonght  me  of  a  way  to  break  you. 
To  sqMnte,  thoogb  not  your  loves,  yonr  bodies : 
Silno,  attend !    Til  be  your  judge  myself  now. 
The  MDtenoe  of  yonr  death  (becMise  my  daughter 

V  lU  besr  an  equal  part  in  yonr  afflictions) 

I  take  awaj,  and  pardon  :  This  remains  tiien, 

.la  tuj  mdA  a  gentle  punishment, 

And  this  shall  be  fnlfill'd :  Because  unnobly 

Yoi  hare  sought  the  love  and  marriage  of  a  princess* 

The  absolute  and  sole  heir  of  this  dukedom, 

Bt  that  metns,  89  we  must  imagine  strongly, 

To  plant  jonrself  into  this  rule  hereafter, 

V  e  here  pronounce  you  a  man  banish'd  from  us. 
SU.  For  ever  banliBh'd,  lady  ? 

Dvch.  Yet  more  mercy  ! 
But  for  a  year,  and  then  again  in  this  place 
To  make  joor  full  ^pearance.    Yet  more  pity  ! 
It  JQ  that  time  you  can  absolve  a  question, 
^^rit  doim  within  this  scroll,  absolve  it  rightly, 
This  lady  is  your  wife,  and  shall  live  with  you ; 
If  not,  yoo  lose  your  head.  lOivet  kim  a  paper. 

SiL  1  take  this  honour, 
Aod  humbly  kiss  these  royal  hands. 

Owk.  Rieceive  it. — 
Birt'.Uo,  to  your  old  guard  take  the  princess. 
Aiid  so,  the  court  br^  up  ! 

SU.  Farewell  to  all, 
Aul  to  that  spotless  heart  my  endless  service  1 

lEjnt. 

1  Lfd.  What  will  this  prove  ? 

2  Lofff.  ru  tell  you  a  year  hence,  sir.    lExeunt 


^tSE  VIw — A  Room  in  tke  Home  qf  Lopez. 
EnUr  Pamnuo,  Tharki.i.a.,  and  Cladoio. 

Pn,  Are  you  pleased  now  ?  Have  1  not  wrought 
Sun  t  ben/attOf  siffnor  $  [this  wonder  ? 

C^.  Rardy,  Pfenurio. 

Pm.  Close,  close  then,  and  work,  wax  I 

Ck«.  1  am  studying  for  thee 
A  dbioer.  that  shall  victual  thee  for  tei)  year. 

Pf^  Do  yon  hear,  mistress  ? 
^"^  knciv  what  a  dunder- whelp  my  master  is, 
\  Aeed  not  preach  to  you)  how  unfit  and  wanting 
Tj  ^  a  woman  satisfaction ;  how 
He  oinks  and  snores ;  a  bull's  a  better  bedfellow ; 
^  for  his  love,  never  let  that  deceive  you. 

i*9h.  Nay,  tore  he  loves  me  not, 

Pn,  If  be  could  coin  you, 
^tvn  you  into  metal,  much  might  be  then ; 
He  lores  not  anything  but  what  is  traffic  : 
I  bare  hesrd  him  swear  he  would  sell  you  to  the 

/xi.  The  Turk  ?  [grand  signor. 

Pt^.  The  very  Turk,  and  how  they  would  use 

/wi.  m  lit  him  for't :  The  Turk  ?     [you 

Pf^.  I  know  the  price  too : 
Nov  yoa  have  time  to  pay  him,  pay  him  home. 


N  Ida  0*  th*  pate,  dont  him  for  all  his  courtesies : 
Hcrt'a  one  that  dances  in  your  eyes,  young,  delicate, 
Tovork  this  va^eanoe ;  if  you  let  it  slip  now, 
■W  ia  BO  pitying  of  you.  Od's  precious,  mistress, 


Were  I  his  wife,  I  would  so  maul  his  maaard — 
'Tis  charity,  mere  charity,  pure  charity  I 
Are  you  the  first  ?  Has  it  not  been  from  Eve's  time, 
Women  would  have  their  safe  revenges  this  way  ? 
And  good  and  gracious  women,  excellent  women  ? 
Is't  not  a  handsome  gentleman,  a  sweet  gentleman  ? 
View  him  from  head  to  foot,  a  complete  gentleman  ? 
When  can  yon  hope  the  like  again  ?  I  leave  you. 
And  my  revenge  too,  with  yon :  I  know  my  office  ; 
ril  not  be  far  off.    Be  not  long  a-fhmbling  1 
When  danger  shall  appear,  1*11  give  the  'Iwm. 

lExit. 

Udb.  You  are  welcome,  sir  \  and  'would  it  were 
my  fortune 
To  afford  a  gentleman  of  your  fair  seeming 
A  freer  entertainment  than  this  house  has : 
You  partly  know,  sir 

Clau.  Know,  and  pity,  lady. 
Such  sweetness  in  the  bud  should  be  so  blasted : 
Dare  you  make  me  your  servant  ? 

/«a^.  Dare  you  make,  sir. 
That  service  worthy  of  a  woman's  favoar 
By  constancy  and  goodness  ? 

Clau,  Here  I  swear  to  you. 
By  the  unvalued  love  I  bear  this  beauty, 
(And  kiss  the  book  too)  never  to  be  recreant ; 
To  honour  you,  to  truly  love  and  serve  you, 
My  youth  to  wait  upon  you,  what  my  wealth  has — 

Isab.  Oh,  make  me  not  so  poor  to  sell  affection ! 
Those  bought  loves,    sir,  wear  faster  than   the 

monies. — 
A  handsome  gentleman  !  \^AparU 

Clau,  A  most  delicate  sweet  one  ! 
Let  my  truth  purchase  then  ! 

/»i6.  I  should  first  try  it ; 
But  you  may  happily- 


Clau,  You  sh^  not  doubt 
I  hope  she  loves  me. — When  I  prove  false,  shame 
W^ill  you  believe  a  little  ?  [take  me  ! 

I»ab.  I  fear,  too  much,  sir. 

Clau,  And  will  you  love  a  little  ? 

lutb.  That  should  be  your  part. 

Clau.  Thus  I  begin  then,  uius  and  thus. 

lKiti€t  her, 

Jtab.  A  good  beginning. 
We  have  a  proverb  says,  makes  a  good  ending. 

Clau,  Say  you  so  ?  'tis  well  inferr'd. 

Isab,  Good  sir,  yonr  patience  ! 
Methinks  I  have  ventured  now,  like  a  weak  bark, 
Upon  a  broken  billow,  that  will  swallow  me. 
Upon  a  rough  sea  of  suspicions, 
Stuck  round  with  jealous  rocks. 

Pen,  [Within,']  A-hem,  a-hem  there  ! 

Jsab.  This  is  my  man  !  my  fears  too  soon  have 
found  me. 

Enter  Panuiuo. 
Now,  what's  the  news  ? 

Pen,  A  pox  of  yond  old  rigel, 
The  captain,  the  old  captain  ! 

Itab,  What  old  captain  ? 

Pen,  Captain  Courageous  yonder,  of  the  castle. 
Captain,  Don  Diego,  old  Bartello. 

Jsab,  Where  is  he  ? 

Pen,  He's  coming  in : 
'Twould  vex  the  deril  that  such  an  old  potgun  as 

this. 
That  can  make  no  sport,  should  hinder  them  that 
can  do't 

Jsab,  I  would  not  have  him  see  the  gentleman 
For  all  the  worid ;  my  credit  were  undone  then. 
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P^n.  Shall  I  fliog  a  piss-pot  on's  head  as  he 
comes  in, 
And  take  him  into  th'  kitchen,  there  to  dry  him  ? 

Istib.  That  will  not  do.    And  he's  so  humorous 
He  will  come  in.  [too, 

Clau.  What  is  he  ? 

Jsab.  One  much  troubles  me. 

Pen.  And  can  do  nothing,  cannot  eat. 

laab.  Your  sight  now, 
Out  of  a  drivelling  dotage  he  bears  to  me, 
Maj  make  him  tell  my  husband,  and  undo  me. 

Clau,  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Itab,  But  for  a  while,  sir, 
Step  here  behind  this  hanging ;  presently 
I'll  answer  him,  and  then- 

Clau,  I  will  obey  you.      [RetUret  behind  Ou  arras. 

Enter  Bartsllo. 

Bart.  Where's  my  rich  jeweller  ?  I  have  stones 
Pen,  He  is  abroad,  and  sure,  sir.  [to  set. 

Bart.  There's  for  your  service ! — 

iOivet  kirn  manep.    Exit  Pcnurio. 
Where's  the  fair  lady  ?  All  alone,  sweet  beauty  ? 
Isab,  She's  never  much  alone,  sir,  that's  ac- 
quainted 
With  such  companions  as  good  honest  thoughts 
are. 
Bart.  I'll  sit  down  by  thee,  and  I'll  kiss  thy 
hand  too. 
And  in  thine  ear  swear,  by  my  life,  I  love  thee. 
I»ab.  You  are  a  merry  captain. 
Bart.  And  a  mad  one,  lady. 
By  th*  mass,  thou  hast  goodly  eyes,  excellent  eyes, 

wench  I 
Ye  twinkling  rogues  !  look  what  thy  captain  brings 
Thou  must  needs  love  me,  love  me  heartily,  [thee ! 
Hug  me,  and  love  me,  hug  me  dose. 
Isab.  Fy,  captain  1 

Bart.  Nay,  I  have  strength,  and  I  can  strain 
you,  sirrah, 
And  vault  into  my  seat  as  nimbly,  little  one, 
As  any  of  your  smooth-chinn'd  boys  in  Florence. 
I  must  needs  commit  a  little  folly  with  you  ; 
I'll  not  be  long ;  a  bridling  cast,  and  away,  wench! 
The  hob-nail  thy  husbancrs  as  fitly  out  o'  th'  way 
now — 
Isab.  Do  you  think  he  keeps  a  bawdy-house  ? 
Bart,  That's  all  one. 

Isab.  Or  did  you  e'er  see  that  lightness  in  my 
carriage, 
That  you  might  promise  to  yourself 

Bart.  Away,  fool  I 
A  good  turn's  a  good  turn ;  I'm  an  honest  fellow. 
Isab.  You  have  a  handsome  wife,  a  virtuous 

gentlewoman 

Bart.  They  are  not  for  this  time  o'  th'  year. 
Isab.  A  lady, 
That  ever  bore  that  great  respect  to  you, 

That  noble  constancy 

Bart.  That's  more  than  I  know. 

Enter  Maid  and  Psmmio. 

Maid.  Oh,  mistress,  you're  undone  !  my  mas- 

Pen.  Coming  hard  by  here.  [ter's  coming. 

Bart.  Plague  consume  the  rascal ! 
Shall  I  make  petty-patties  of  him  ? 

Isab.  Now  what  love,  sir .' 
Fear  of  your  coming  made  him  jealous  first ; 
Your  finding  here  will  make  him  mad  and  despe- 
rate ; 
And  what  in  that  wild  mood  he  will  execute 


Bart.  I  can  think  of  nothing ;  I  have  no  vit 
left  me; 
Certain  i|iy  head's  a  mustard-pot  i 

Isab.  I  have  thought,  sir ; 
And,  if  you  please  to  pat  in  execution 

What  I  conceive 

Bart.  I'll  do  it ;  tell  it  quickly. 
Isab.  Draw  your  sword  quickly,  and  go  don 
enraged. 
As  if  you  had  pursued  some  foe  up  hither. 
And  grumble  to  yourself  extremdy,  terrfbljr. 
But  not  a  word  to  him ;  and  so  pass  by  him. 
Bart.  I'U  do  it  perfectly. 

Enter  hoPKM. 
Isab.  Stand  you  still,  good  sir. 
Bart.  Rascal,  slave,  villain !  take  a  hovse  k 
poorly. 
After  thou  hast  wrong'd  a  gentleman,  a  soldier? 
Base  poltroon  boy!  you  will  forsake  your  nest, 
sirrah? 
Lopest.  The  matter,  good  sweet^captain  ? 
Bart.  Run-away  rogue ! 
And  take  a  house  to  cover  thy  base  cowardice  ? 

I'll  whip  you,  I'll  so  scourge  you C**^ 

LopeM.  Mercy  upon  me. 
What's  all  this  matter,  wife  ? 

Isab.  Did  you  meet  the  madman  ? 
Lopez.  I  never  saw  the  captain  so  provoked  yet 
Isab.  Oh,  he's  a  devil  sure,  a  most  bloody  devil! 
He  follow'd  a  young  gentleman,  his  sword  drawn, 
With  such  a  fury— now  I  shake  to  tiiink  on't ! 
And  foin'd,  and  8laah*d  at  him,  and  swore  he'd 

kill  him ; 
Drove  him  up  hither,  follow'd  him  still  bloodily, 
And,  if  I  had  not  hid  him,  sure  had  slain  him. 
A  merciless  old  man !  CC»^"»»  ^i!f«»* 

Clau.  Most  virtuous  lady, 
Even  as  the  giver  of  my  life,  I  thank  you ! 
Lopez.  This  fellow  must  not  stay  here,  he's  too 
handsome- 
He  is  gone,  sir,  aind  you  may  pass  now  with  iQ 

security; 
I'll  be  your  guide  myself,  and  such  a  way 
I'll  lead  you,  none  shall  cross,  nor  none  shaU  knev 

you. — 
The  doors  left  open,  sirrah  ?  I'll  starve  you  for  this 

trick! 
I'U  make  thee  fast  o*  Sundays :  And  for  you,  ladj, 
I'll  have  your  lodgings  farther  off,  and  closer; 
I'll  have  no  street-l^hts  to  you ! — Will  you  go, 
sir? 
Clau.  I  thank  you,  sir !— The  devil  take  ftis 
fortune ! — 
And,  once  more,  all  my  service  to  your  goodnes! 

lExeunt  Lopss  <md  Clacbr. 
Pen.  Now  could  I  eat  my  very  arms  for  msd- 
ness! 
Cross'd  in  the  nick  o'  th'  matter.^    Veagenw 

take  it, 
And  that  old  cavalier  that  spoil'd  our  cock-^ht! 
rU  lay  the  next  plot  surer. 

Isab.  I  am  glad,  and  sorry : 
Glad  that  I  got  so  fairly  off  suspicion; 
Sorry,  I  lost  my  new-loved  friend. 

Pen.  Not  lost,  mistress ; 
I'll  conjure  once  again  to  raise  that  spirit. 
In,  and  look  soberiy  upon  the  matter ! 
We'll  ring  him  one  peal  more ;  and  if  tiiat  fo]I« 
The  devil  take  the  cUppeis,  bells,  and  all ! 
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ACT    III. 


SCENE  I.— .^  Room  m  the  Paiace. 


Enter  DucBKGB,  Lords,  and  BooonE. 


find 


my 


Dueh,  Now,   Rodope,  how  do  yoa 

danghtor? 
Rod,  Madun,  I  find  her  now  what  yon  would 

have  her» 
Wlat  the  itate  wishes  her ;  I  urged  her  fault  to 

her, 
OpeaM  her  eyes,  and  made  her  see  the  mischief 
sit  was  nmning  with  a  headlong  will  into ; 
Mide  her  start  at  her  folly,  shake  and  tremble 
it  the  mere  memory  of  such  an  ignorance. 
Sk  DOW  ooDtemns  his  Iotc,  hates  his  remembrance, 
CttDot  endure  to  hear  the  name  of  Silvio ; 

His  pennn  qpits  at 

/>«£&.  I  am  glad  to  hear  this. 

Rod.  And  humbly  now  to  your  will,  your  care, 

madam, 
^nds  her  affectioiis,  bows  her  best  obedience ; 
Siouia's  Duke  with  new  eyes  now  she  looks  on, 
Afid  with  a  princely  Iotc,  fit  for  his  person, 
Retanis  that  happiness  and  joy  he  look'd  for ; 
The  general  good  of  both  the  neighbour  dukedoms, 
Not  aay  priTate  end,  or  rash  affection, 
Sbe  aims  at  now.     Hearing  the  Duke  arriTcd  too, 
:To  whom  she  owes  all  honour  and  all  service) 
>Ik  charged  me  kneel  thus  at  your  grace's  feet, 
Aad  not  to  rise  without  a  general  pardon.   IKneeli. 
Duck.  She  has  it,  and  my  love  again,  my  old 
love; 
Aad  with  more  tenderness  I  meet  this  penitence, 
Tbn  if  she  ne'er  had  started  from  her  honour. 
I  thank  you,  Rodope,  am  bound  to  thank  you, 
Aod  daily  to  remember  this  great  service, 
This  honest  fiuthfal  service  1    Go  in  peace, 
Aad  by  this  ring,  delivered  to  Bartello, 
Let  her  enjoy  our  fiivour,  and  her  liberty ; 
\iA  presently  to  this  place,  with  all  honour, 
See  her  oooducted. 
Rod,  Your  grace  has  made  me  happy.       lExit, 

£nter  a  Jjftd, 

l^>rd.  Sienna's  noble  Duke  craves  his  admittance. 
2>acft.  Go»  wait  upon  his  grace  ! — 

Enter  Duke  qfBtmxnA,  hbUM  Attendants. 

Fair  sir,  you  are  welcome, 
Welcome  to  her  ever  adnured  your  virtues ! 
Aad  now,  methinks,  my  court  looks  truly  noble, 
tm  hare  taken  too  much  pains,  sir. 

Dvke,  ^iapl  lady. 
To  viit  upon  your  grace  is  but  my  service. 

Dwh,  Keep  that,  sir,  for  the  saint  you  have 
vow'd  it  to. 

1>^.  I  keep  a  life  for  her.     Since  your  grace 
To  jomp  BO  happily  into  the  matter,  [pleases 

I  come  indeed  to  claim  your  royal  promise, 
T^  beauteous  Belvidere  in  marriage : 
I  come  to  tender  her  my  youth,  my  fortune, 
My  eTerlasting  love. 

Dneh,  You  are  like  to  win,  sir — 

Zutfr  BuvmsBB,  Babtbixo,  Rooopb,  and  Attendants. 

AH  is  forgot,  forgiven  too.    No  sadness, 
Mygood  chOd !  you  have  the  same  heart  still  here. 
^  Dnke  of  Sienna,  child  1  Pray,  use  him  nobly. 
Dnke,  An  angel  beauty ! 


Bel.  Your  grace  is  fairly  welcome ! 
And  what  in  modesty  a  blushing  maid  may 
Wish  to  a  gentleman  of  your  great  goodn< 
But  wishes  are  too  poor  a  pay  for  princes. 

Duke.  You  have  made  me  richer  than  all  states 
and  titles ! 
One  kiss  of  this  white  hand's  above  all  honours  : 
My  faith,  dear  lady,  and  my  fruitful  service. 
My  duteous  zealr— — 

BeL  Your  grace  is  a  great  master. 
And  speak  too  powerfully  to  be  resisted. 
Once  more,  yoa  are  welcome,  sir ;  to  me  you  are 

welcome. 
To  her  that  honours  you  I  I  could  say  more,  sir : 
But  in  another's  tongue  'twere  better  spoken. 

Duke.  As  wise  as  fiair!   you  have  made  your 
servant  happy. — 
I  never  saw  so  rich  a  mine  of  sweetness  ! 

Duch.  Will  your  grace  please,  after  your  painful 
journey. 
To  take  some  rest? — Are  the  Duke's  lodgings 

Lord,  AU,  madam.  [ready  ? 

Duch,  Then  wait  upon  his  grace,  all ! — ^Ajid  to- 
morrow, sir, 
We'll  shew  you  in  what  high  esteem  we  hold  you : 
Till  then,  a  fair  repose ! 

Duke.  My  fairest  service  ! 

lExeunt  Duiu  and  Attendanta. 

Dueh.  You  have  so  honour'd  me,  my  dearest 
daughter. 
So  truly  pleased  me  in  this  entertainment, 
I  mean  your  loving  carriage  to  Sienna, 
That  both  for  ever  I  forget  all  trespasses. 
And  to  secure  you  next  of  my  full  favour, 
Ask  what  you  will  within  my  power  to  grant  you, 
Ask  freely ;  and  if  I  forget  my  promise — 
Ask  confidently ! 

Bel.  You  are  too  royal  to  me ; 
To  me  that  have  so  foolishly  transgress'd  you. 
So  like  a  girl,  so  far  forgot  my  virtue, 
Which  now  appears  as  base  and  ugly  to  me, 
As  did  his  dream,  that  thought  he  was  in  Paradise, 
Awaked  and  saw  the  deviL     How  was  I  wander'd  I 
With  what  eyes  could  I  look  upon  that  poor,  that 

coarse  thing. 
That  vrretched  thing,  caU'd  Silvio!    that,   now, 

despised  thing  1 
And  lose  an  object  of  that  graoefbl  sweetness, 
That  god-like  presence,  as  Sienna  is ! 
Darkness  and  cheerful  day  had  not  such  difference. 
But  I  must  ever  bless  your  care,  your  wisdom. 
That  led  me  from  this  labyrinth  of  folly : 
How  had  I  sunk  else !  what  example  given  1 

Duch.  Pr'ythee,  no  more ;  and  as  thou  art  my 
best  one, 
Ask  something  that  may  equal  such  a  goodness ! 

Bel.  Why  did  you  let  him  go  so  slightly  from  you, 
More  like  a  man  in  triumph,  than  condemn'd  ? 
Why  did  yon  make  his  penance  but  a  question, 
A  riddle,  every  idle  wit  unlocks  ? 

Duch.  'Tis  not  so. 
Nor  do  not  fear  it  so  ;  he  will  not  find  it : 
I  have  given  that  (unless  myself  discover  it) 
Will  cost  his  head. 

Bel.  'Tis  subject  to  construction  ? 

Duch.  That  it  is  too. 

BeL  It  may  be  then  absolved,, 
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And  then  are  we  both  Bcom'd  and  laugh'd  at, 

madam : 
Beside  the  promite  yon  have  tied  upon  it. 

Which  you  must  nerer  keep 

Duch.  I  never  mean  it. 

Bel.  For  Heaven  sake,  let  me  know  it !  'tis  my 

suit  to  you, 
The  boon  you  would  have  me  ask :  Let  me  but 

see  it. 
That,  if  there  be  a  way  to  make't  so  strong 
No  wit  nor  powerful  reason  can  run  through  it 
For  my  disgrace,  1  may  beg  of  Heaven  to  grant  it. 
Duch.   Fear  not !  it  has  been  put  to  sharper 

judgments 
Than  e'er  he  shall  arrive  at :  My  dear  fiitther, 
That  was  as  fiery  in  his  understanding 
And  ready  in  his  wit  as  any  living, 
Had  it  two  years,  and  studied  it,  yet  lost  it : 
This  night  you  are  my  bedfellow ;  there,  daughter, 
Into  your  bosom  TU  commit  this  secret, 
And  there  we'll  both  take  counsel. 

Bel,  I  shaU  find 
Some  trick,  I  hope,  too  strong  yet  for  his  mind. 


SCENE  11.—^  Street. 

£McrPsNinua 

Pen,   Methinks  I  am  batten'd  well  of  late, 
grown  lusty. 
Fat,  high,  and  kicking,  thanks  to  the  bounteous 

Rugiol 
And,  now,  methinks,  I  scorn  these  poor  repasts, 
Cheese-parings,  and  the  stinking  tongues  of  pil- 

chers : 
But  why  should  I  remember  these  ?  they  are  odious, 
They  are  odious  in  mine  eyes ;  the  full  fat  dish  now, 
The  bearing  dish,  is  that  I  reverence. 
The  dish  an  able  serving-man  sweats  under, 
And  bends  i'  th'  hams,  as  if  the  house  hung  on  him, 
That  dish  is  the  dish;  hang  your  bladder  banquets, 
Of  half  a  dozen  of  turnips  and  two  mushrooms  1 
These,  when^  they  breed  their  best,  hatch  but  two 

belches : 
The  state  of  a  fat  turkey,  the  decorum 
He  marches  in  with,  all  the  train  and  circum- 
stance; 
'Tis  such  a  matter,  such  a  glorious  matter  ! 
And  then  his  sauce  with  oranges  and  onions. 
And  he  displayed  in  all  parts  !  for  such  a  dish  now^ 
And  at  my  need,  I  would  betray  my  fother. 
And,  for  a  roasted  conger,  aU  my  country. 

f ni^  Babtkllo. 

Bart,  What,  my  friend  Lean-gnt !  how  does  thy 
beauteous  mistress  } 
And  Where's  your  master,  sirrah?  where'i  that 
bom-pipe  ? 
Pen,  My  mistress,  sir,  does  as  a  poor  wrong'd 
gentlewoman 
(Too  much.  Heaven  knows,oppre8a'd  with  injuries) 
May  do,  and  live. 

Bart,  Is  the  old  fool  still  jealous  ? 

Pen,  As  old  fools  are  and  will  be,  still  the  same, 

sir. 
Bart.  He  must  have  cause,  he  must  have  cause. 
Pen,  'Tis  true,  sir ; 
And  'would  he  had  with  all  my  heart ! 
Bart,  He  shall  have. 
Pen.  For  then  he  had  salt  to  his  sa£Qron  porridge. 


Bart. 
Do  not 


Why 


I  see  thee  sometime  ?  why,  thou  starved 
rascal? 
Why  do  not  you  come  to  me,  you  predoos  bow- 
case? 
I  keep  good  meat  at  home,  good  store. 

Pen,  Yes,  sir ; 
I  will  not  fail  you  all  next  week. 

Bart.  Thou  art  welcome  : 
I  have  a  secret  I  would  6iin  impart  to  thee ; 
But  thou'rt  80  thin,  the  wind  will  blow  it  from  thee, 
Or  men  will  read  it  through  thee. 

Pen,  Wrapt  up  in  beef,  sir, 
In  good  gross  beeif,  let  all  the  world  look  on  me ! 
The  English  have  that  trick  to  keep  intelligence. 
Bart.  A  witty  knave !  First,  there's  to  tie  your 
tongue  up.  IQipm  manep. 

Pen,  Dumb  as  a  dog,  sir. 
Bart,  Next,  hark  in  your  ear,  simh  I 

ZWhitjftrt. 
Pen,  Well,  very  well,  excellent  well !  'Tis  dime, 
sir; 
Say  no  more  to  me. 
Bart,  Say,  and  hold. 
Pen,  'Tis  done,  sir. 

Bart.  As  thou  lov'st  butter'd  eggs,  swear. 
Pen,  Let  me  kiss  the  book  first : 
But  here's  my  hand,  brave  captain. 
Bart.  Look  you  hold,  sirrah.  {Exii. 

Pen.   Oh,  the  most   precious  vanity  of  this 
world  1 
When  such  dry  neats'  tongues  must  be  aoak'd  and 

larded 
With  young  fat  supple  wenches  ?     Oh,  the  devfl. 
What  can  he  do  ?  he  cannot  suck  an  egg  off. 
But  his  back's  loose  i'  th'  hilts:  Go  thy  ways, 

captain  1 
Well  may  thy  warlike  name  work  miradea  ; 
But  if  e'er  thy  founder'd  courser  win  match  more, 
Or  stand  right  but  one  train 

EnUr  three  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent,  Now,  Signor  Shadow, 

What  art   thou  thinking  of  ?    how  to  rob  th| 

master  ? 
Pen,  Of  his  good  deeds  ?  The  thief  that  under* 

takes  Uiat 
Must  have  a  hook  will  poze  all  hell  to  hammer. 
Have  you  dined,  gentlemen,  or  do  you  purpose  ? 

2  Gent,  Dined,  two  long  hours  ago. 
Pen,  Pray  ye  take  me  with  ye. 

3  Gent.  To  supper,  dost  thou  mean  ? 
Pen,  To  anything 

That  has  the  smell  of  meat  in't.    Tell  me  true, 

gentlemen ; 
Are  not  you  three  now  going  to  be  sinful  ? 
To  jeopajx)  a  joint,  or  so  ?  I  have  found  yonr  face^ 
And  see  whore  written  in  your  eyes. 

1  Gent  A  parlous  rascal  I 
Thou  art  much  upon  the  matter. 

Pen,  Have  a  care,  gentlemen  ! 
'Tis  a  sore  age,  very  sore  age,  lewd  age ; 
And  women  now  are  like  old  knights'  adventures. 
Full  of  enchanted  flames,  and  dangerous. 

2  Gent.  Where  the  most  danger  is,  there's  tlM 

most  honour. 
Pen,  I  grant  ye^  honour  moat  eonsiste  in  snflc^ 
ance; 
And  by  that  rule  you  diree  ahoidd  be  moel  b<^ 
nourable. 

^ 
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3  Gi»t,  A  fobtle  rogue  !    But  canst  thou  tell, 
Wbere  ire  aay  light  upon  [Pennrio, 

Pen.  A  letrned  surgecm  ? 
3  Gent.  Pox  take  ye,  fool !  I  mean  good  whole- 
some wenches. 
Pen.  'Fudi,  wholesome  women  will  but  spoil 
ye  too, 
For  joQ  are  so  used  to  snap-haunces. — ^But  take 

my  roonsel ; 
Take  fat  old  women,  fiat,  and  five  and  fifty ; 
Hie  DcgMiaya  are  oome  in. 

2  Gml.  Take  fat  old  women  ? 
Pen.  The  fttter  and  the  older,  still  the  better ! 

Yob  do  not  know  the  pleasure  of  an  old  dame, 
A  fat  old  dame ;  you  do  not  know  the  knack  on*t: 
Tky're  like  onr  country  grots,  as  cool  as  Christmas, 
Afifi  sore  i'  th*  keels. 
1  GenL  Hang  him,  starved  fool,  he  mocks  us  I 

3  Gent.  Beourio,  thou  know'st  all  ^e  handsome 
wraches : 

Wlut  shall  I  give  thee  for  a  merchant's  wife  now  ? 

Pen.  I  take  no  money,  gentlemen ;  that's  base ! 
I  tnde  in  meat :  A  merchant's  wife  will  cost  ye— 
A  elorions  capon,  a  great  shoulder  of  mutton^ 
And  8  tart  as  big  as  a  conjurer's  circle. 

3  GfnL  That's  cheap  enough 

1  Geni.  And  what  a  haberdasher's  ? 
Pen.  Worse  meat  will  serve  for  her;  a  great 

goose-pie — 
Bet  joa  must  send  it  out  o'  th'  country  to  me, 
1*  will  Dot  do  else)  with  a  piece  of  bacon, 
Ar^i,  if  joa  can,  a  pot  of  butter  with  it. 

2  Geni.  Now  do  I  aim  at  horse-flesh  :  What  a 

parson's  ? 

Pin.  A  tathe-pig  has  no  fellow,  if  I  fetch  her ; 
If  fbe  be  Puritan,  plumb- porridge  does  it. 
And  i  &t  loin  of  Teal,  well  saucnl  and  roasted. 

2  Geni.  We'U  meet  one  night,  and  thou  shalt 
have  all  these, 
0'  that  condition  we  may  have  the  wenches. — 
A  dainty  rascal ! 

Pen.  When  your  stomachs  serve  ye, 
For  mjoe  is  ever  ready)  I'll  supply  ye. 

I  Gent.  Farewell !  and  there's  to  fill  thy  paunch. 

CTftejf  give  money. 

Pen.  Brave  gentleman 

-  Gent.  Hold,  sirrah !  there. 

Pen.  Any  young  wench  i'  th'  town,  sir- 


3  Gent.  It  shall  go  round.      lExeunt  Gentlemen. 

Pen.  Most  honourable  gentlemen  1 — 
^  these  are  courtiers  ;  but  they  are  mere  coz- 
!  Aainoly  for  a  wench  their  purses  open  ;    [combs, 
Nor  have  they  so  much  judgment  left  to  chuse  her. 
'^ttt  they  call  upon  me.  111  so  fit  'em — 
I  bare  a  pack  of  wry-mouth*d  mackrel  ladies, 
^iak  like  a  standing  ditch,  and  those  dear  damsels— 
^  I  forgot  my  business  ;  I  thank  you,  monsieurs  ! 
I  !^e  a  thousand  whimsies  in  my  brains  now. 

SCENE  III.— ^  Room  in  the  Palace.    A 
Banquet  set  otU, 

^^Ur  IhxHaM,  Dnka  a/'8»imA«  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

I>nek.  Your  grace  shall  now  perceive  how  much 
we  boDfwr  yon, 
A^  in  what  dear  regard  we  hold  your  friendship, 
Win  yon  sit,  sir,  mnd  grace  tiiis  homely  banquet  ? 
^*ke.  Madam,  to  your  poor  friend  you  are  too 
magnificent. 


Dueh.  To  the  Duke's  health,  and  all  the  joys  I 
wish  him  !  [3%ey  drink. 

Let  no  man  miss  this  cup.  Have  we  no  music  ? 
Dttke.  Your  noble  favours  still  you  heap  upon 
me! 
But  Where's  my  virtuous  mistress  P  Such  a  feast, 
And  not  her  sparkling  beauty  here  to  bless  it  ? 
Methinks,  it  should  not  be ;  it  shews  not  fully. 

Duch,  Young  ladies,  sir,  are  long  and  curious 
In  nutting  on  their  trims,  forget  how  day  goesj 
And  then  *tis  their  good*morrow  when  they  are 

ready. — 
Go  some  and  call  her,  and  wait  upon  her  hither ; 
Tell  her  the  Duke  and  I  desire  her  company.— 
I  warrant  you  a  hundred  dressings  now 
She  has  survey'd ;  this  and  that  fashion  look'd  on. 
For  ruffs  and  gowns ;  cast  this  away,  these  jewels 
Suited  to  these,  and  these  knots :  O'  my  life,  sir, 
She  fears  your  curious  eye  will  soon  discover  eke. — 
Why  stand  ye  still?  why  gape  ye  on  one  another  ? 
Did  I  not  bid  ye  go,  and  tell  my  daughter  ? 
Are  you  nail'd  here  ?  Nor  stir,  nor  speak  ?    Who 
And  who  are  you  ?  [am  I  ? 

1  Lord.  Pardon  me,  gracious  lady ! 

The  fear  to  tell  you  that,  you  would  not  hear  of. 
Makes  us  all  dumb :  The  princess  is  gone,  madam. 
Duch.  Grone  ?  whither  gone?  Some  wiser  fellow 
answer  me ) 

2  Lord.  We  sought  the  court  all  over ;  and,  be- 

lieve, lady. 
No  news  of  where  she  is,  nor  how  conveyed  hence. 

Dueh.  It  cannot  be,  it  must  not  be ! 

1  Lord.  'Tis  true,  madam  ; 
No  room  in  all  the  court,  but  we  search'd  through  it. 
Her  women  found  her  want  first,  and  they  cried 
to  us. 

Duch.  •Gone  ?  stol'n  away  ?  I  am  abused,  dis- 
hononr'd. 

Duke.  'Tis  I  that  am  abused,  'tis  I  dishonour'd  ! 
Is  this  your  welcome  ?  this  your  favour  to  me? 
To  foist  a  trick  upon  me  ?  this  trick  too, 
To  cheat  me  of  my  love  ?    Am  I  not  worthy  ? 
Or,  since  I  was  your  guest,  am  1  grown  odious  ? 

Duch.  Your  grace  mistakes  me;  as  I  have  a 
life,  sir 

Duke.  And  I  another,  I  will  never  bear  this, 
Never  endure  this  dor ! 

Duch.  But  hear  me  patiently  ! 

Duke.  Give  me  my  love ! 

Duch.  As  soon  as  care  can  find  her ; 
And  all  care  shall  be  used. 

Duke.  And  all  my  care  too. 
To  be  revenged  :  I  smell  the  trick ;  'tis  too  rank ; 
Fy,  how  it  smells  o'  th'  mother ! 

Duch,  You  wrong  me,  Duke. 

Duke.  For  this  disgrace,  ten  thousand  Florentines 
Shall  pay  their  dearest  bloods,  and  dying  curse  you  ! 
"  lExit. 

you 


sir 


And  so  I  turn  away,  your  mortal  enemy ! 
Duch.  Since  you're  so  high  and  hot, 

have  half  arm'd  us. — 
Be  careful  of  the  town,  of  all  the  castles. 
And  see  supplies  of  soldiers  everywhere, 
And  musters  for  the  field  when  he  invites  us. 
For  he  shall  know,  'tis  not  high  words  can  firight  us. 
My  daughter  gone  ?  Has  she  so  finely  cozen'd  me  ? 
Tins  is  for  Silvio's  sake,  sure  ;  oh,  cunning  false 

one! 
— Publish  a  proclamation  through  the  dukedom, 
That  whosoe'er  can  bring  to  th'   court    young 

Silvio, 
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Alive  or  dead,  beside  our  thanks  and  faTour, 
Shall  have  two  thousand  dacats  for  his  labour! 
See  it  dispatch'd  and  sent  in  haste. — Oh,  base  one ! 

lExeunt, 


SCENE  IV A  Bed-Room  in  the  House  of 

Lopxz. 

Enter  Isabclla,  and  Psiruiuo  mth  a  Light, 

I$ab,  Wast  thou  with  Rugio  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  marry  was  I,  dlosely. 

/«a6.  And  does  he  still  remember  his  poor  mis- 
Does  he  desire  to  see  me  ?  [tress  ? 

Pen,  Yes,  and  presently ; 
Pats  off  all  bnsinesa  else ;  lives  in  that  memory ; 
And  will  be  here  aocording  to  directions. 

Jsab.  But  Where's  thy  master  ? 

Pen.  Where  a  coxcomb  should  be ; 
Waiting  at  court  with  his  jewels : 
Safe  for  this  night,  I  warrant  you. 

/«a6.  I  am  bound  to  thee. 

Pen.  I  would  you  were,  as  close  as  I  could  tie 
you. 

Itab.  Thou  art  my  best,  my  truest  friend 

Pen.  I  labour, 
I  moil  and  toil  for  you ;  I  am  your  hackney. 

Isab.  If  ever  I  be  able 

Pen.  Steal  the  great  cheese,  mistress, 
Was  sent  him  out  o'  th'  country. 

Isab.  Anything 

Pen.  That's  meat ;  'tis  lawful,  mistress.  Where's 
He  got  at  court  ?  [the  castle-custard, 

Isab.  He  has  lock'd  it  in  his  study. 

Pen.  Get  a  warrant 
To  search  for  counterfeit  gold. 

Isab.  Give  me  thy  candle ; 
I'll  find  a  time  to  be  thy  careful  cater. 

Pen.  And  many  a  time  I'll  find  to  be  his  cook, 
And  dress  his  calfs  head  to  the  sweetest  sauce, 
mistress  1 

Isab.  To  bed,  Penurio!   go,  the  rest  is  my 
I'll  keep  the  watch  out.  [charge ! 

Pen.  Now  if  you  spare  him IBxit. 

Isab.  Peace,  fool ! — 
I  hope  my  Rugio  will  not  fail ;  'twould  vex  me. 
Now  to  my  string  1  so ;  sure  he  cannot  miss  now ; 
And  this  end  to  my  finger.     I'll  lie  down. 
For  on  a  sudden  I  am  wond'rous  heavy ; 
'Tis  very  late  too ;  if  he  come  and  find  this, 
And  pull  it,  though  it  be  with  easy  motion, 
I  shall  soon  waken,  and  as  soon  be  with  him. 

IShs  ties  a  String  to  htr  Finger,  laps  doten,  and  faXXs 
asUcp. 

Enter  Lopsi. 

Lopez.  Thou  secret  friend,  how  am  I  bound  to 
love  thee  I 
And  how  to  hug  thee  for  thy  private  service  I 
Thou  art  the  star  all  my  suspicions  sail  by. 
The  fixed* point  my  wrongea  honour  turns  to: 
By  thee  I  shall  know  all,  find  all  the  subtilties 
Of  devilish  women,  that  torment  me  daily  : 
Thou  art  my  conjurer,  my  spell,  my  spirit ! — 
All's  hush'd  and  still,  no  sound  of  any  stirring, 
No  tread  of  living  thing  I  The  light  is  in  still ; 
And  there's  my  wife ;  how  prettily  the  fool  lies, 
How  Bweet  and  handsomely ;  and  in  her  clothes 

too! 
Waiting  for  me,  upon  my  life  I  her  fondness 
Would  not  admit  her  rest  till  I  came  to  her : 
Oh,  careful  fool,  why  am  I  angry  with  thee  ? 


■•• 


Why  do  I  think  thou  hat'st  thy  loving  bosband? 
I  am  an  ass,  an  over-doting  coxcomb ; 
And  this  sweet  soul  the  mirror  of  perfecttoa. 
How  admirable  fair  and  delicate ! 
And  how  it  stirs  me  1  I'll  sing  thy  sweets  a  re- 
But  will  not  waken  thee.  [qmem, 

SONG. 

Oh,  fi^  sweet  face,  oh,  eyes  celestial  bright. 
Twin  stars  in  Heaven,  that  now  adorn  the  night ; 
Oh,  fruitful  lips,  where  cherries  cTor  grow. 
And  «iftwi*air  cheeks,  where  all  sweet  beauties  blov ; 
Oh  thou  from  head  to  foot  divinely  fair ! 
Cupid's  most  cunning  net's  made  of  that  hair ; 
And,  as  he  weaves  himself  for  curious  eyes, 
**  Oh  me,  oh  me,  I'm  caught  myself,**  he  cries : 
Sweet  rest  about  thee,  sweet  and  golden  deep. 
Soft  peaceful  thoughts,  your  hourly  watches  keep, 
Whilst  I  in  wondffl-  sing  this  sacrifice. 
To  beauty  sacred,  and  those  angel  eyes  ! 

Now  will  I  steal  a  kiss,  a  dear  kiss  from  her, 
And  suck  the  rosy  breath  of  this  bright  beauty.— 
What  a  devil's  this  ?  tied  to  her  finger  too  ? 
A  string,  a  damned  string,  to  give  intelligence ! 
Oh,  my  loved  key,  how  truly  hast  thou  served  me  \ 
I'll  follow  this  :--Soft,  soft  I  to  th'  door  it  goes, 
And  through  to  th'  other  side !  a  damned  strini 
I  am  abns^,  topt,  cuckolded,  fool'd,  jaded,  [*tisl 
Ridden  to  death,  to  madness ! — Stay  ;  this  help^ 
Stay,  stay  !  and  now  invention  help  me !       [aot  \ 
111  sit  down  by  her,  take  this  from  her  easily, 
And  thus  upon  mine  own. — Dog,  I  shall  catch  yon  j 
With  all  your  cunning,  air,  I  shall  light  on  you.^ 
I  felt  it  pull,  sure  ;  yes,  but  wond'rous  softly ; 
'Tis  there  again,  and  harder  now :  Have  at  you ! 
Now  an  thou  'scap'st,  the  devil's  thy  ghostly  father  I 

Isab.    lAwtMng."]    Sure  'twas    my  husband'i 
voice  1  The  string  is  gone  too  ; 
He  has  found  the  trick  on't !     I  am  undone,  be^ 
And,  if  he  meet  my  friend,  he  perishes ;      [tray'di 
What  fortune  follows  me,  what  spiteful  fortune ! 
Hoa,  Jaquenet ! 

Enter  Jaqubnbt. 

Jag.  Here,  mistress ;  do  you  call  me  ? 

Isab.  Didst  thou  hear  no  noise  ? 

Jaq.  I  hear  my  master  mad  yonder. 
And  swears,  and  chafes 

Isab.  Dar'st  thou  do  one  thing  for  me  ? 
One  thing  concerns  mine  honour  ?  all  is  lost  else. 

Jaq.  Name  what  you  will. 

Isab.  It  can  bring  but  a  beating. 
Which  I  will  recompense  so  largely 

Jag.  Name  it. 

Isab.  Sit  here  as  if  thou  wert  asleep. 

Jaq.  Is  that  all  ? 

Isab.  When  he  comes  in,  whate'er  he  ck>  unt 
thee, 
(l*he  worst  will  be  but  beating)  speak  not  a  word, 
Not  one  word,  as  thou  lov'st  me. 

Jaq.  I'll  run  through  it. 

Isab.  I'll  carry  away  the  candle. 

Jaq.  And  I  the  blows,  mistress. 

Enter  honz. 

Lopest.  Have  you  put  your  light  out  ?     I  sha| 

stumble  to  you. 
You  whore,  you  cunning  whore !    I  shall  csX^ 

your  rogue  too :  , 

He  has  light  Iqgs,  else  I  had  so  ferretxlawM  bin 
Oh,  have  I  found  you?   Do  you  play  at  dog-sH 

still,  whore  ? 

I 
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Do  70a  think  that  cm  protsetyoa?   Yei,  Tllkill 

tbee; 
Bat  tint  I'D  bring  tiiy  Ikiends  to  view  thy  villainies. 
Thy  whoriflh  TiUaiaiei :  And  first  ru  beat  thee» 
Beat  thee  topin-dnstv  tboa  salt  whore,  thou  variety 
Scntdkoat  thine  eyes:  I'll  spoil  your  tempting 

visige ! —  iBeaU  ker, 

Ar  Tin  80  patient  ?  I'U  pat  my  nails  in  deeper, 
bit  good  whoring  ?  whoring,  ye  base  rascal  ? 
U  it  good  tempting  men  with  strings  to  ride  you  ? 
So!  I  will  fetch  your  kindred,  and  your  friends, 

whore; 
Aad  inch  a  justioe  I  will  act  upon  thee lExiU 

Enter  Isabxlla. 
l9oi.  What,  is  he  gone? 
Joq,  The  devil  go  with  him,  mistress ; 
He  has  harrow'd  me ;  plongh'd  land  was  ne'er  so 

harrowed : 
I  bid  the  most  ado  to  save  mine  eyes. 

itah.  He  has  paid  thee ; 
Bat  ru  heal  all  again  with  good  gold,  Jaquenet. 
Be  has  «^«w^nftd  nails. 

^of.  Tliey  are  tenpenny  nails,  I  think,  mistress  ; 
III  undertake  he  shall  strike  'em  through  an  inch 
boaid. 
/m6.  Go  up  and  wash  thyself;  take  my  poma- 
Aad  Dov  let  me  alone  to  end  the  tragedy,     [turn ; 
Jaq.  Yon  had  best  beware. 
Isai,  lahall  deal  stoutly  with  him; 
Bach  me  my  book,  and  see  the  door  made  fast, 

wench; 
Aad  10,  good  night !— Now  to  the  matter  politic  1 
lExit  Jaqusmxt.    Ldfbz  knoeka  wUhin. 

Lopei,  [mthin.l  You  shall  see  what  she  is, 

what  a  sweet  jewel. 
/mA.  Who's  there  ?   what  madman  knocks  ?  is 

this  an  hour, 
Aad  in  mine  husband's  absence  ? 

L^M,  [fFUhhi.2   WiU  you  open  ? 
^«  know  my  voice,  you  whore  I  I  am  that  hus- 

bsnd.-— 
Do  ym  mark  her  subtilty  ?  But  I  have  paid  her  ; 
i  lure  ao  ferk'd  her  lace— Here's  the  blood,  gen- 

tlemen ; 
^of^aiMw  /  I  have  spoil'd  her  goatish  beauty  ; 
^^Wre  herhow  she  looks  now,  how  she's  painted ! 
^  *tis  the  most  vricked'  st  .whore,  and  the  most 

treacheroos 

^•Uf  Lofu,  Bajttxixo,  Geatlcmen  and  two  Gentle- 
women. 

Gm.  Here  walks  my  cousin,  full  of  meditation, 
Ara'd  with  religioiia  thoughts. 

Bart,  b  this  the  monster  ? 

1  Gentlew.  Is  this  the  subject  of  that  rage  you 
talk'd  of, 
Tbat  oaa^ty  woman  you  had  puU'd  a-piecea  ? 

Bart,  Here's  no  such  thing. 

I  Genlkw.  How  have  you  wrong'd  this  beauty  ! 
^oot  joa  mad,  my  friend?    What  time  o'  th' 

moon  is't  ? 
°"e  not  you  maggots  in  your  brains  ? 

^:.  'T5s  she,  sure ! 

G*»t»  Where's  the  scratch'd  fece  you  spoke  of, 
the  torn  garments, 
ud  an  the  hair  pluck'd  off  her  head? 

Airt.  Believe  me, 
Twere  better  far  yon  had  lost  your  pair  of  pebbles, 
i^  <he  the  least  adornment  of  that  sweetness. 

^'*pe*.  U  not  this  blood  ? 


1  Genilew.  This  is  a  monstrous  foUy, 
A  base  abuse  I 

Jaab,  Thus  he  does  ever  use  me, 
And  sticks  me  up  a  wonder,  not  a  woman  : 
Nothing  I  do,  but  subject  to  suspicion ; 
Nothing  I  can  do,  able  to  content  him. 

Bart,  Lopez,  you  must  not  use  this. 

2  Gentlew,  'Twere  not  amiss,  sir. 

To  give  ye  sauce  to  your  meat ;  and  suddenly — 

1  Gentlew.  You  that  dare  wrong  a  woman  of  her 

goodness. 
Thou  have  a  wife  ?  thou  have  a  bear  tied  to  thee, 
To  scratch  thy  jealous  itch  1     Were  all  o'  my 

mind, 
I  mean  all  women,  we  would  soon  disburthen  you 
Of  that  that  breeds  these  fits,  these  dog-flaws  in 
A  sow-gelder  should  trim  you.  [ye  ; 

Bart,  A  rare  cure,  lady. 
And  one  as  fit  for  him  as  a  thief  for  a  halter  ! — 
You  see  thia  youth ;  will  you  not  cry  him  quit- 
tance ?  iApart  to  IsAJUixA. 
Body  o'  me,  I  would  pine,  but  I  would  pepper  him. 
I'U  come  anon. — He,  hang  him,  poor  pompillion ! 
How  like  a  wench  bepist  he  looks !— I'U  come, 

lady. — 
Lopez,  the  law  must  teach  you  what  a  wife  is, 

A  good,  a  virtuous  wife 

laab.  I'U  ne'er  Uve  with  him  I 
I  crave  your  loves  aU  to  make  known  my  cause. 
That  so  a  fair  divorce  may  pass  between  us : 
I  am  weaiy  of  my  life ;  in  danger  hourly. 
Bari,  I  ou  see  how  rude  you  are — I  wiU  not 
miss  you —  lApart  to  ker. 

Unsufferable  rude — I'U  pay  him  soundly — 
You  should  be  whipt  in  Bedlam — I'U  reward  him— 

2  Gentlew,  Whipping*s  too  good* 
Lopez.  I  think  I  am  aUve  stiU, 

And  in  my  wits  ! 

Bart,  I'U  put  a  trick  upon  him — 
And  get  his  goods  confiscate ;  you  shaU  have  'em. 
I  wiU  not  fiul  at  nine—  IApart  to  her, 

LopeM.  I  think  I  am  here  too  ; 
And  once  I  would  have  sworn  I  had  taken  her  nap- 
I  think  my  name  js  Lopez.  [pu^g « 

Gent,  Fy,  for  shame,  sir  1 
You  see  you  have  abused  her,  fooUy  wrong'd  her. 
Hung  scandalous  and  coarse  opinions  on  her. 
Which  now  you  find  but  chUdren  of  suspicion : 
Ask  her  forgiveness,  shew  a  penitence  I 
She  is  my  kinswoman ;  and  what  she  suffers 
Under  so  base  and  beastly  jealousies, 
I  wiU  redress,  else  I'U  seek  satisfaction. 

Bart,  Why,  every  boy  i'  th*  town  wiU  piss  upon 

Lopeja,  I  am  sorry  for't [thee. 

1  Gentlew,  Down  o'  your  marrow-bones ! 
LopeM,  Even  sorry  from  my  heart :  Forgive  me, 

sweet  wife !  [KneaU, 

Here  I  confess  most  fireely  I  have  wrong'd  you ; 
As  freely  here  I  beg  a  pardon  of  you  1 
From  this  hour  no  debate,  no  cross  suspicion — 

Isab,  To  shewyoUfSir,  I  understand  a  wife's  part. 
Thus  I  assure  my  love,  and  seal  your  pardon. 

IKiaaea  hiaa. 

2  Gentlew,  'Tis  well  done :  Now  to  bed,  and 

there  confirm  it ! 

Gent.  And  so  good  night  I 

Bart,  Aware  relapses,  Lopez.  lExeunt. 

LopeM,  Now,  Isabella,  teU  me  truth,  and  sud- 
denly, 
And  do  not  juggle  with  me,  nor  dissemble. 
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(For  as  I  ha^e  a  life,  jcm  die  then  !  I  am  notmad. 
Nor  doea  the  devil  work  upon  my  weakness) 
Tell  me  the  trick  of  this,  and  teU  me  freely. 

I$ab,  Will  then  that  satisfy  you  ? 

Lopez.  If  you  deal  ingenuously. 

Itab,  m  tell  you  all,  and  tell  you  true  and  freely. 
Bartello  was  the  end  of  all  this  jealousy ; 
His  often  visitations  brought  by  you,  first 
Bred  all  these  fits,  and  these  suspicions  ; 
I  knew  your  fals«  key,  and  accordingly 
T  framed  my  plot,  to  have  you  take  him  finely, 
Too  poor  a  penance  for  the  wrong  his  wife  b^irs. 
His  worthy  virtuous  wife  I     I  felt  it  sensibly 
When  you  took  off  the  string,  and  was  much 
pleased  in't, 


Because  I  wish'd  his  importunate  dotage  paid  wdl; 
And,  had  you  staid  two  minutes  more,  you  had 

Lopez.  This  sounds  like  truth.  piad  him* 

Jsab.  Because  this  shall  be  oertafai. 
Next  time  he  comes  (as  long  he  cannot  tarry) 
Yourself  shall  see,  and  bear,  his  lewd  temptatioot. 

Lopez.  Till  then  I  am  satisfied :  And  if  diif 
prove  true, 
Henceforward  mistress  of  yourself  I  give  yon, 
And  I  to  serve  you.     For  my  lusty  captain, 
I'll  make  him  dance,  and  make  him  think  the  devil 
Claws  at  his  breech,  and  yet  I  will  not  hurt  him. 
Come  now  to  bed ;  and  prove  but  constant  this 
ril  prove  the  man  you  ever  wish'd.  [way, 

Isab.  You  have  blest  me.  [Envuf. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Country  Village. 


Enter  Silvio. 


SU,  What  labour  and  what  travel  have  I  run 
through, 
And  through  what  cities  to  absolve  this  riddle  ! 
Diviners,  dreamers^  schoolmen,  deep  magicians. 
All  have  I  tried  ;  and  all  give  several  meanings, 
And  from  all  hope  of  any  future  happiness : 
To  this  place  am  I  come  at  length,  the  country ; 
The  people  simple,  plain,  and  harmless  witty. 
Whose  honest  labours  Heaven  rewards  with  plenty 
Of  corn,  wine,  oil,  which  they  again,  as  thankful, 
To  their  new  crops  new  pastimes  celebrate. 
And  crown  their  joyful  harvests  with  new  voices. 
By  a  rich  fiirmer  here  I  am  entertain*d, 
And  ranked  among  the  number  of  his  servants. 
Not  guessing  what  I  am,  but  what  he  would  have 

me. 
Here  may  be  so  much  wit  (though  much  I  fear  it) 
To  undo  this  knotty  question ;    and   'would  to 

Heaven 
My  fortunes  had  been  hatch'd  with  theirs,  as  in- 
nocent. 
And  never  known  a  pitch  above  their  plainness  ! 

EnUr  Soto,  dresMd  at  a  MorrU-dancer,  *rifk  a  ProdawM- 
tion,/f-om  a  House. 

Soto.  That  it  is,  that  it  is — what's  this  word 
now? 
This  is  a  plaguy  word !  that  it  is — r,  e,  a,  that  it 

IS,  reoson. 
By  your  leave.  Master  Soto,  by  your  leave,  you  are 

too  quick,  sir ; 
There's  a  strange  parlous  T  before  the  reason, 
A  very  tall  7,  which  makes  the  word  high-treaeon, 
Sil.  What  treason's  that  ?  does  this  fellow  un- 
derstand himself  ? 
Soto,  Pitch  will  infect ;   111  meddle  no  more 
with  this  gcer. — 
What  a  devil  ails  this  fdlow  ?  tiiis  foolish  fellow  ? 
Being  admitted  to  be  one  of  us  too, 
That  are  the  masters  of  the  sports  proceeding. 
Thus  to  appear  before  me  too,  unmorris'd  ? 

Do  you  know  me,  friend  ? 

Sil.  You  are  my  master's  son,  sir. 

Solo.  And  do  you  know  what  sports  are  now  in 

season  ? 
Sil.  I  hear  there  are  some  a-foot. 


Soto.  Wliere  are  your  bells,  then  ? 
Your  rings,  your  ribbands,  friend  ?  and  your  detn 
napkins  ?  [here 

Your  nosegay  in  your  hat,  pinn'd  up  }     Am  not  I 
My  father's  eldest  son  ?  and  at  this  time,  sir, 
I  would  have  you  know  it,  though  you  be  ten  times 

his  servant, 
A  better  man  than  my  father  far,  lord  of  this  hai- 

vest,  sir ; 
And  shaU  a  man  of  my  place  want  attendance  ? 
Sil.  'Twas  want  of  knowledge,  sir,  not  dutj, 
bred  this ; 
I  would  have  made  suit  else  for  your  Iord^p*s 
service. 
Soto.  In  some  sort  I  am  satisfied  now ;  mend 
your  manners ! 
But  thou    art  a    melancholy  fellow,    vengeanee 

melancholy. 
And  that  may  breed  an  insurrection  amongst  us : 
Go  to !  ril  lay  the  best  part  of  two  pots  now 
Thou  art  in  love,  and  I  can  guess  with  whom  too ; 
I  saw  the  wench  that  twired  and  twinkled  at  thee, 
The  other  day ;  the  wench  that's  new  come  hither, 
The  young  smug  wench. 

SU.  You  know  more  than  I  feel,  sir. 
Soto.  Go  to  !  I'U  be  thy  friend,  TU  speak  agood 
word  for  thee, 
And  thou  shalt  have  my  lordship's  count^iance 

to  her. 
Maybe  I  have  had  a  snap  myself;  maybe  sj« 
We  lords  are  allow'd  a  little  more.      [may  be  no ; 

SU,  'Tis  fit,  sir ; 
I  humbly  thank  you  ;  you  are  too^  too  tender  of 
But  what,  sir,  I  beseech  you,  was  tiiat  paper  [sue. 
Your  lordship  was  so  studiously  employ'd  in, 
When  you  came  out  a-doors  ? 
Soto.  Thou  meau'st  this  paper  ? 
Sil.  That,  sir,  I  think. 
Soto.  Why,  'tis  a  proclamation, 
A  notable  piece  of  villainy,  as  ever  thou  heard'st 
By  mine  honour,  'tis.  [in  tiiy  lif^ ; 

Sil.  How,  sir  ?  or  what  coneems  it  ? 
Soto.  It  comes  you  from  the  dudieas,  a  plaguy 
wise  woman. 
To  apprehend  the  body  of  one  Silvio, 
(As  arrant  a  rascal  as  ever  piss'd  against  post) 
And  this  same  Silvio,  or  this  foresaid  rascal. 
To  bring  before  her,  live  or  dead ;  fbr  which  good 
service 
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The  man  that  brings  him  has  two  thousand  ducats : 
Is  not  this  notable  matter  now  ? 

SU.  'Tis  so  indeed.— 
This  proclamation  bears  my  bane  about  it ! 

Can  no  rest  find  me,  no  private  place  secure  me. 
But  still  my  miseries  like  blood  •hounds  haunt  me  ? 
Unfortunate  young  man,  which  way  now  guides 

thee. 
Guides  thee  fit)m  death  ?  the  country's  laid  round 

for  thee. 
Oh,  Claudio,  now  I  feel  thy  blood  upon  me ; 
Now  it  speaks  loudly  here,  I  am  sure,  against  me  ; 
Time  now  has  found  it  out,  and  Truth  proclaimed  it. 
And  Justice  now  cries  out,  I  must  die  for  it. 

Sola.  Hast  thou  read  it  ? 

SU.  Yes. 

Soto.  And  dost  thou  know  that  Silvio  ? 

SU.  I  never  saw  him,  sir. 

Soio.  I  have,  and  know  him  too. 
I  know  him  as  well  as  I  know  thee,  and  better ; 
And,  if  I  light  upon  him,  for  a  trick  he  play'd  me 

once, 
A  certain  kind  of  dog-trick,  I'll  so  fiddle  him  ! 
Two  thousand  ducats  ?  I'll  so  pepper  him  1 
And  with  that  money  I'll  turn  gentleman. 
Worth  a  brown  baker's  dozen  of  such  Silvios. 

SU.  There  is  no  staying  here ;  this  rogue  will 
know  me, 
And  for  the  money's  sake  betray  me  too : 
I  most  bethink  me  suddenly  and  safely. 

Enier  Bombv  at  Hobby-horse,  and  other  Morris-dancers. 

Soto.  Mine  own  dear  lady,  have  at  thy  honey- 
comb ! 
Now,  for  the  honour  of  our  town,  boys,  trace 
sweetly  !  iCrp  teitkin  nf.  Arm,  arm ! 

What  a  vengeance  ails  this  whobub  ?  pox  refuse 

'em! 
Cannot  they  let  us  dance  in  our  defence  here  ? 
Enter  Farmxr  and  CAPTAin. 

Capi.  Arm,  honest  firiends,  arm  suddenly  and 
I  bravely, 

And  with  your  ancient  resolutions  follow  me  ! 
Look  how  the  beacons  shew  like  comets;  your 
poor  neighbours 
,   Run  maddingly  affrighted  through  the  villages  ; 
I   Sienna's  duke  is  up,  burns  all  before  him, 
I   And    with  his  sword  makes  thousand    mothers 
childless. 
Soto.  What's  this  to  our  morris-dancers  ? 
SU,  This  may  serve  my  turn. 
Soto.  There's  ne'er  a  duke  in  Christendom  but 

loves  a  May-game. 
Capt.  At  a  horse  you  were  always  cess'd  ;  put 
your  son  on  him^ 
And  arm  him  well  I  i'  th'  states  name,  I  command 

you: 
And  they  that  dare  go  voluntary  shall  receive 
reward. 
Soto.  I  dare  go  no  way,  sir.    This  is  strange, 
Master  Captain, 
You  cannot  be  content  to  spoil  our  sport  here, 
(Whirh   I  do  not   think  your  worship's  able   to 

answer) 
But  you  must  «^  Qg  together  by  the  ears,  with  I 

know  not  «*iio  too  ? 
We  arc  for  the  bodily  part  o»  ^W  dance. 

Capt.  Arm  him  suddenly  ! 
(This  is  no  time  to  fool)  I  shall  return  you  else 
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A  rebel  to  the  general  state,  and  duchess  ; 

And  how  you'll  answer  then 

Farmer.  I  have  no  more  sons,  sir ; 
This    is  my  only  boy;    I   beseech  you,   Master 
Captain — 
Soto,  I  am  a  rank  coward  too,  to  say  the  truth, 
I  never  bad  good  luck  at  buffets  neither.         [sir  ; 
Farmer.  Here's  vorty  shiUiugs,  spare  the  child. 
Capt.  I  cannot. 

Solo.  Are  you  a  man  ?  will  you  cast,  away  a 
May-lord  ? 
Shall  all  the  wenches  in  the  country  curse  you  ? 
SU.  An't  please  you,  captain,  I'll  supply  his 
person; 
('Tis  pity  their  old  custom  should  be  frighted) 
Let  me  have  horse,  and  good  arms,   I'll  serve 

willingly. 
And,  if  I  shrink  a  foot  of  ground,  hell  take  me  I 
Capt.  A  promising  aspect,  face  full  of  courage. 

I'll  take  this  man,  and  thank  you  too 

Farmer.  There's  for  thee  ; 
'Tis  in  a  clout,  but  good  old  gold. 
SU.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Farmer.  Go,  saddle  my  forehorse,  put  his  feather 
on  too, 
(He'll  praunce  it  bravely,   friend;   he  fears   no 

colours) 
And  take  the  armour  down,  and  see  him  dizen'd. 
Soto.  Farewell !  and  if  thou  carriest  thyself  well 
in  this  matter — 
I  say  no  more  but  this,  there  must  be  more  May- 
And  I  know  who  are  fit.  [lords, 

SU,  Dance  you  ;  I'll  fight,  sir. 
Capt.  Awhjt  away ! 

SU.  Farewell !  I  am  for  the  captain.       {.Exeunt. 
Farmer.  Now  to  this  matter  again,  my  honest 
fellows ! 
For,  if  this  go  not  forward,  I  foresee,  friends. 
This  war  will  fright  our  neighbours  out  o'  th' 

villages : 
Cheer  up  your  hearts  !  we  shall  hear  better  news, 
boys. 
Bomby.  Surely  I'll  dance  no  more,  'tis  most 
ridiculous : 
I  find  my  wife's  instructions  now  mere  verities. 
My  learned  wife's ;  she  often  hath  pronounced  to 

me 
My  safety :  <'  Bomby,  defy  these  sports ;  thou  art 

damn'd  else." 
This  beast  of  Babylon  I  will  never  back  again. 
His  pace  is  sure  prophane,  and  his  lewd  wuhees, 
The  songs  of  Hym3m  and  Gymyn  in  the  wilderness. 
Farmer.  Fy,  neighbour  Bomby,  in  your  fits  again, 
Your  zeal-sweats.   This  is  not  careful,  neighbour ; 

The  hobby-horse  is  a  seemly  hobby-horse 

Soto.  And  as  pretty  a  beast  on's  inches,  though 

I  say  it — 
Bomby.  The  beast  is  an  unseemly  and  a  lewd 
beast, 
And  got  at  Rome  by  the  Pope's  coach-horses ; 
His  mother  was  the  mare  of  Ignorance. 

Soto.  Cobler,  thou  liest,  an  thou  wert  a  thousand 
coblers  ! 
His  mother  was  an  honest  mare,  and  a  mare  of 

good  credit ; 
I  know  the  mare,  and,  if  need  be,  can  bring  wit- 
And,  in  the  way  of  honesty  I  tell  thee,  [ness ; 

Scorn'd  any  coach-horse  the  pope  had ;  thou  art 

foolish. 
And  thy  blind  zeal  makes  thee  abuse  the  beast. 
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Bomby.  I  do  defy  thee,  and  thy  foot-cloth  too  ; 
And  tell  thee  to  thy  face,  this  profane  riding, 
(I  feel  it  in  my  conscience,  and  I  dare  speak  it) 
This  uuedified  amhling  luith  brought  a  scourge 
This  bobby-horse  Sincerity  we  lived  in,  [upon  us  ; 
War,  and  the  Sword  of  Slaughter  :  I  renounce  it, 
And  put  the  beast  off,  thus,  the  beast  polluted. 

[Thrmci  down  the  hobby-hone. 

And  now  no  more  shall  Hope-on-high  Bomby 
Follow  the  painted  pipes  of  worldly  pleasures, 
And,  with  the  wicked,  dance  the  denl's  measures. 
Away,  thou  pamper*d  jade  of  vanity, 
Stand  at  the  livery  of  lewd  delights  now, 
And  eat  the  provender  of  prick- ear'd  folly ! 
My  dance  shall  be  to  the  pipe  of  persecution. 

Farmer,  Will  you  dance  no  more,  neighbour  ? 

Bomby,  Surely,  no : 
Carry  the  beast  to  his  crib  ;  I  have  renounced  him. 
And  all  his  works. 

Soto.  Shall  the  hobby-horse  be  forgot  then  ? 
The  hopeful  hobby-horse,  shall  he  lie  founder'd  ? 
If  thou  dost  this,  thou  art  but  a  cast-away  cobler. 
My  anger's  up  ;  think  wisely,  and  think  quickly, 
And  look  upon  the  quondam  beast  of  pleasure  ! 
If  thou  dost  this  (mark  me,  thou  serious  sowter, 
Thou  bench-whistler,  of  the  old  tribe  of   toe- 
pieces  !) 
If  thou  dost  this,  there  shall  be  no  more  shoe- 
mending; 
Every  man  shall  have  a  special  care  of  his  own  soal. 
And  in  his  pocket  carry  his  two  confessors. 
His  lingel,  and  his  nawL    If  tbou  dost  this 

Farmer.  He'll  dance  again,  for  certain. 

Bomby,  I  cry  out  on't ! 
'Twas  the  fore-running  sin  brought  in  those  tilt- 
staves 
They  brandish  'gainst  the  church,  the  devil  calls 
May-poles. 

Soto,  Take  up  your  horse  again,  and  girth  him 
to  ye. 
And  girth  him  handsomely,  good  neighbour  Bomby ! 

Bomby.  I  spit  at  him  ! 

Soto,  Spit  in  the  horse'  face,  cobler  ? 
Thou  out-of-tune  psalm-singing  slave !  Spit  in  his 
visnomy  ? 

Bomby,  I  spit  again ;  and  thus  I  rise  against 
him. 
Against  this  beast,  that  signified  destruction, 
Fore-shew'd  i'  th'  falls  of  monarchies. 

Soto.  V  th'  f&ce  of  bun  ? 
Spit  such  another  spit,  by  this  hand,  cobler, 
I'll  make  ye  set  a  new  piece  o'  your  nose  there. 
Take't  up,  I  say,  and  dance  without  more  bidding. 
And  dance  as  you  were  wont ;  you  have  been  excel- 
lent, 
And  art  still,  but  for  this  new  nicety. 
And  your  wife's  learned  lectures :   Take  up'  the 

hobby-horse  I 
Come,  'tis  a  thing  thou  hast  loved  with  all  thy 

heart,  Bomby, 
And  wouldst  do  still,  but  for  the  round-breech'd 

brothers : 
You  were  not  thus  i'  th'  morning.    Take't  up,  I 

say; 
Do  not  delay,  but  do't !    You  know  I  am  officer ; 
And  I  know  'tis  unfit  all  these  good  fellows 
Should  wait  the  cooling  of  your  zealous  porridge. 
Cbuse  whether  you  will  dance,  or  have  me  execute : 
I'll  clap  your  neck  i'  th'  stocks,  and  there  I'll  make 

ye 


Dance  a  whole  day,  and  dance  with  these  at  night 

too. 
You  mend  old  shoes  well,  mend  your  old  manners 

better; 
And  suddenly  see  you  leave  off  this  sincereness, 
This  new  hot  batob,  borrow'd  from  some  brown 

baker. 
Some  learned  brother,  or  I'll  so  bait  you  for't — 
Take  it  quickly  up. 

Bomby,  I  take  my  persecution, 

{Taket  up  the  hobbf-kortf. 
And  thus  I  am  forced,  a  bye- word  to  my  brethrra. 
Soto.  Strike  up,  strike  up,  strike  merrily  1 
Farmer,  To  it  roundly.  lA  Morris-4anct. 

Now  to  the  harvest-feast ;  then  sport  again,  boys ! 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  l\,'-'Open  Country. 
Enter  Silvio  armed. 

SU,  What  shall  I  do  ?  Lave  thus  unknown,  and 
base  still, 
Or  thrust  myself  into  the  head  o'  th'  battle  ? 
And  there,  like  that  I  am,  a  gentleman, 
And  one  that  never  fear'd  the  face  of  Danger, 
(So  in  her  angry  eyes  she  carried  Honour) 
Fight  nobly,  and  (to  end  my  cares)  die  nobly  ? 

SONG.    IWithin.-^ 

Silvio,  go  on,  and  raise  thy  noble  mind 

To  noble  ends ;  fling  coarse  base  thoughts  bddnd ! 

Silvio,  thou  son  of  ever-living  Came, 

Now  aim  at  virtue,  and  a  noble  name. 

Silvio,  consider,  honour  is  not  won. 

Nor  virtue  reach'd,  till  some  brave  thing  be  done. 

Thy  country  calls  thee  now,  she  bums  and  blcod^. 

Now  raise  thyself,  young  man,  to  noble  deeds ! 

Into  the  battle,  Silvio !  there  seek  forth 

Danger,  and  blood ;  by  them  stands  sacred  Worth. 

Sit.  What  heavenly  voice  is  this  that  follows  me? 
This  is  the  second  time  't  has  waited  on  me, 
Since  I  was  arm'd,  and  ready  for  the  battle : 
It  names  me  often,  steels  my  heart  with  courage, 
And  in  a  thousand  sweet  notes  comforts  me. 

Enter  Bslviobrk.  d^ormed  as  an  old  Woman. 

What  beldam's  this  ?  How  old  she  is,  and  ugly ! 
Why  does  she  follow  me  ? 

Bel,  Be  not  dismayed,  son  ; 
I  wait  upon  thee  for  thy  good  and  honour : 
'Twas  I  that  now  sung  to  thee,  stirr'd  thy  mind  op* 
And  raised  thy  spirits  to  the  piteh  of  nobleness. 

Sii.  Though  she  be  old,  and  of  a  crooked  carcase, 
Her  voice  is  like  the  harmony  of  angels. 
Bel,  Thou  art  my  darling ;  all  my  love  dwells 
on  thee. 
The  son  of  Virtue  I  therefore  I  attend  thee. 
Inquire  not  what  I  am ;  I  come  to  serve  thee ; 
For  if  thou  be*st  inquisitive,  thou  hast  lost  me* 
A  thousand  long  miles  hence  my  dwelling  is* 
Deep  in  a  cave,  where,  but  mine  own,  no  foot 

treads; 
There,  by  mine  art,  I  found  what  danger,  Silvio, 
And  deep  distress  of  heart,  thou  wert  grown  into; 
A  thousand  leagues  I  have  cut  through  empty  air, 
Far  swifter  than  the  sailing  rack  that  ffa^P^ 
Upon  the  wings  of  angry  winds,  to  «*k  thee. 

Sometimes  o'er  a  Bwelli»s  °<^» 

On  a  dolphin's  b-^-K  i  "de ; 

Sometincs  pass  the  earth  below. 

And  through  the  ilnmoved  centre  go ; 
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Sometimes  in  a  flame  of  fire, 
like  a  meteor  I  aspire  ; 
Sometimes  in  mine  own  shape,  thns. 
When  I  bdp  the  yirtuoos : 
Men  of  honooFable  minds, 
Coomind  my  art  in  all  his  kinds : 
Pnrsoe  the  noble  thought  of  war ; 
From  thy  gnard  I'll  not  be  fiur. 
Get  tliee  worship  on  thy  foe ; 
Liathig  fame  is  gotten  so. 
Single  Sienna's  Duke  alone ; 
Hear  thy  friends,  thy  conntiy  groan. 
And  with  thy  manly  arm  strike  sure ; 
1%en  thou  hast  wrought  thine  own  free  cure. 
SiL  Some  sybil  sure,  some  soul  Heaven  loyes, 
■  and  favours, 

Asd  lends  her  their  free  powers  to  work  their  won- 

dersl 

Hov  she  incites  my  courage ! 
•     Bd.  Sihio, 

I  knew  thee  many  days  ago ; 
Foresaw  thy  love  to  Belvidere, 
The  dachess'  daughter,  and  her  heir ; 
Knew  she  loved  thee,  and  know  what  past, 
When  you  were  found  i'  th'  castle  fast 
In  one  another's  arms ;  foresaw 
The  taking  of  you,  and  the  law ; 
And  so  thy  innocence  I  loved. 
The  deepest  oi  my  skill  I  proved : 
Be  ruled  by  me ;  for,  to  this  hour, 
I  have  dwelt  about  thee  with  my  power. 
Sil.  I  will,  and  in  the  course  of  all  observe  thee; 
For  thoQ  art  sure  an  angel  good  sent  to  me. 
BeL  Get  thee  gone  then  to  the  fight ! 
Longer  stay  but  robs  thy  right : 
Whai  thou  grow'st  weary,  Fll  be  near ; 
Then  think  on  beauteous  BeWidere ! 
For  every  precious  thought  of  her 
Will  lend  thine  honour  a  new  spur. 
When  all  is  done,  meet  here  at  night ; 
60,  snd  be  happy  in  the  fight  I  lExit. 

sa  I  certainly  believe  I  shall  do  nobly ; 
Vod  that  111  bravely  reach  at  too,  or  die.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  III. — ^Florkncb.    A  Room  in  the 
House  of  Lopez. 

£ater  Claodjo  wO*  a  WalUt,  and  Pammro. 

CIbv.  Is  she  ao  loving  still  ? 

Pen.  She  is  mad  with  love, 
K>  mad  ss  ever  unworm'd  dog  was,  signor ; 
A&d  does  so  weep,  and  curse,  for  your  prevention, 
Ynv  crosses  in  your  love — it  frets  me  too ; 
I  ifi  faU'n  away  to  nothing,  to  a  spindle, 
^Tsvn  a  mere  man  of  mat,  no  soul  within  me  : 
^"1 0'  my  master !  Sir,  will  that  content  you  ? 

^In.  This  rogue  but  cozens  me,  and  she  neglects 
one ;  [AHde. 

I'poa  my  life,  there  are  some  other  gamesters, 
^e»rer  the  vrind  than  I,  and  that  prevents  me. — 
» there  no  other  holds  acquaintance  with  her  ? 
v^Jthee  be  true,  be  honest ;  do  not  mock  me ; 
JJo«  knoVst  her  heart)  no  former  interest 
•"be  hte  Tow'd  a  favour  to,  and  cannot  handsomely 
|w»  off,  but  by  regaining  such  a  friendship  ? 
There  are  a  thonMand   handsome    men,  young, 

wealthy, 
T!itt  will  not  stick  at  any  rate,  nor  danger. 
To  gain  10  sweet  a  prize ;  nor  can  I  blame  her, 


If,  where  she  finds  a  comfort,  she  deal  cunningly : 
I  am  a  stranger  yet. 

Pen,  You  are  all  she  looks  for ; 
And,  if  there  be  any  other,  she  neglects  all, 
And  all  for  you :  I  would  you  saw  how  grievously 
And  with  what  hourly  lamentations 

Clau,  I  know  thou  flatter' st  me ;  tell  me  but 
truth- 
Look  here,  look  well ;  the  best  meat  in  the  duke- 
The  rarest,  and  the  choicest  of  all  diets  I       [dom. 
This  will  I  give  thee,  but  to  satisfy  me, 
(That  is,  not  to  dissemble)  this  rare  lobster. 
This  pheasant  of  the  sea,  this  dish  for  princes, 
And  all  this  thou  shalt  enjoy,  eat  all  thyself ; 
Have  good  Greek  vTine,  or  anything  belongs  to't, 
A  wench,  if  it  desire  one. 

Pen.  All  this,  signor  ? 

Ciau,  All,  and  a  greater  far  than  this 

Pen,  A  greater  ? 

Clau.  If  thou  deserve  by  telling  truth. 

Pen.  A  wench  too  ? 

Ciau.  Or  anything ;  but  if  you  play  the  knave 
now, 
The  cozening  knave,  besides  the  loss  of  this, 
( In  which  thou  hast  parted  with  a  paradise) 
I  ne'er  will  give  thee  meat  more,  not  a  morsel ; 
No  smell  of  meat,  by  my  means,  shall  come  near 
Nor  name  of  anything  that's  nourishing ;      [thee, 
But  to  thy  old  part,  Tantalus,  again 
Thou  shalt  return,  and  there  snap  at  a  shadow  ! 

Pen.  Upon  this  point,  had  I  intended  treason. 
Or  anything  might  call  my  life  in  question, 
Follow'd  with  all  the  tortures  time  could  think  on, 
(Give  me  but  time  to  eat  this  lovely  lobster, 
This  alderman  o'  th'  sea,  and  give  me  wine  to  him) 
I  would  reveal  all ;  and  if  that  all  were  too  little. 
More  than  I  knew.  BarteUo  holds  in  with  her, 
The  captain  of  the  citadel ;  but  you  need  not  fear 

him, 
His  tongue's  the  stiffest  weapon  that  he  carries. 
He's  old  and  out  of  use  :  There  are  some  other, 
Men  young  enough,  handsome,  and'bold  enough, 
Could  they  come  to  make  their  game  once ;  but 

they  want,  sir. 
They  want  the  unde  quare,  they're  laid  by  then. 
You  only  are  the  man  shall  knock  the  nail  in 

Enter  Baatbllo. 

Bart.  How  now,  Penurio  ? 

Pen.  Your  worship's  fairly  met,  sir. — 
You  shall  hear  further  from  me :  Steal  aside,  sir. 

Clau,  Remember  your  master  for  those  chains. 

lExit. 

Pen.  They  are  ready,  sir. 

Bart,  What  young  thing's  this }    By  his  habit 
he's  a  merchant ; 
I  fear  he  trades  my  way  too. — ^You  dried  dog-fish, 
What  bait  was  that  ? 

Pen,  Who,  sir  ?  the  thing  went  hence  now  ? 
A  notable  young  whelp 

Bart.  To  what  end,  sirrah  ? 

Pen,  Came  to  buy  chains  and  rings,  is  to  be 
married  ; 
An  ass,  a  coxcomb  !  has  nothing  in  his  house,  sir. 
I  warrant,  yon  think  he  came  to  see  my  mistress  ? 

Bart,  I  doubt  it  shrewdly. 

Pen.  Away,  away,  'tis  foolish ! 

He  has  not  the  face  to  look  upon  a  gentlewoman  ; 

A  poor  skimm'd  thing  1  his  mother's  maids  are 

fain,  sir, 
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To  teach  him  how  to  kiss;    and,  against  he's 

married. 
To  shew  him  on  which  side  the  stirrop  stands. 

Bart,  That  is  a  fine  youth. 

Pen.  Thou  wouldst  hang  thyself,  [Jtide. 

That  thou  hadst  half  his  power,  ihou  empty  pot- 

Bart.  Am  I  come  fit,  Penurio  ?  [s^n* 

Pen,  As  fit  as  a  fiddle ; 
My  master's  now  abroad  about  his  business. 

Bart.  When  thou  earnest  to  me  home  to-day,  I 
half  suspected 
My  wife  was  jealous,  that  she  whisper'd  to  thee. 

Pen,  You  deserve  well  the  whilst. — There's  no 
such  matter ; 
She  talk'd  about  some  toys  my  master  must  bring 
You  must  not  know  of.  [to  her, 

Bart.  Ill  take  no  note,  Penurio. 

Pen.  No,  nor  you  shall  not,  till  you  have  it 
soundly.  iAtide. 

This  is  the  bravest  capitano  pompo  ! 
But  I  shall  pump  you  anon,  sir. 

EfUer  ISABSLLA. 

/ffad.  Oh,  my  Bartello ! 

Bart.  You  pretty  rogue,  you  little  rogue,  you 
sweet  rogue  1 — 
Away,  Penurio ;  go  and  walk  i'  th'  Horse-Fair. 

Isab.  You  do  not  love  me. 

Bart,  Thou  liest,  thou  little  rascal ! — 
There,  sirrah  ;  to  your  centry  I  [Cire*  mcntif. 

Pen.  How  the  colt  itches  ! 
I'll  help  you  to  a  curry-comb  shall  claw  you. 

\,BxiL 

Isab,  And  how  much  dost  thou  love  me  ? 

Bart,  Let's  go  in  quickly  ; 
ril  tell  thee  presently,  I'll  measure  it  to  thee. 

Isab.  No  busses  first  ?  Sit  o'  my  knee,  my  brave 
boy. 
My  valiant  boy  1    Do  not  look  so  fiercely  on  me ; 
Thou  wilt  fright  me  with  thy  face.     Come,  buss 
Smile  in  my  &ce,  you  mad  thing  !     [again,  chick ! 

Bart.  I  am  mad  indeed,  wench ; 
'Precious  !    1  am  all  o'  fire. 

Isab.  I'll  warm  thee  better. 

Bart.  I'll  warm  thee  too,  or  I'll  blow  out  my 
bellows : 
Ha,  you  sweet  rogue,  you  loving  rogue,    a  boy 
A  soldier  I  will  get,  shall  prove  a  fellow.       [now. 

Enter  Jaqucnbt  and  PsNimio. 

Jaq.  Mistress,  look  to  yourself;  my  master's 
coming  ! 

Bart.  The  devil  come  and  go  with  him  ! 

Pen.  The  devil's  come  indeed ;  he  brings  your 

Isab.  We  are  undone,  undone  then  !'  [wife,  sir. 

Bart.  My  wife  with  him  ? 
Why,  this  is  a  dismal  day. 

Pen.  They  are  hard  by  too,  sir. 

Bart,  I  must  not,  dare  not  see  her, 

Isab.  Nor  my  husband. 
For  twenty  thousand  pound. 

Bart.  That  I  were  a  cat  now. 
Or  anything  could  run  into  a  bench-hole ! 
Saint  Anthony's  fire  upon  the  rogue  has  brought 

her! 
Where  shall  I  be  ?— Just  in  the  nick  o*  th'  matter ! 
When  I  had  her  at  my  mercy ! — ^Think,  for  Hea- 
ven's sake ! 
My  wife  ?  All  the  wild  furies  hell  has 

Pen,  Up  the  chimney  I 

Bart,  They'll  smoke  me  out  there  presently. 


Isab.  There,  there,  it  must  be  there. 
We  are  all  undone  else  ;  it  must  be  up  the  diimnej. 

Bart.  Give  me  a  ladder. 

Isab,  You  must  use  your  art,  sir ; 
Alas,  we  have  no  ladders.  # 

Bart,  Pox  o'  thy  husband  ! 
Does  he  never  mend  his  house  ? 

Pen,  No,  nor  himself  neither. 
Up  nimbly,  sir,  up  nimbly  I 

Bart.  Thou  know'st  I  am  fat, 
Thou  merciless  lean  rogue. 

Pen,  Will  you  be  kill'd  ? 
For  if  he  take  you 

Bart,  Lend  me  thy  shoulder. 

[Creeps  up  tkt  ehi»»(f.\ 

Pen,  Soft,  sir ! 
You'll  tread  my  shoulder-bones  into  my  sides  else* 
Have  you  fast  hold  o'  th'  bars .' 

Bart.  A  vengeance  bar  'em  I 

Isab.  Patience,  good  captain,  patience ;  quickly,! 
quickly  I 

Bart.  Do  you  think  I  am  made  of  smoke  ? 

Pen.  Now  he  talks  of  smoke. 
What  if  my  master  should  cull  for  fire  ? 

Bart,  Will  you  martyr  me  ? 

Isab.  He  must  needs  have  it. 

Bart.  Will  you  make  me  bacon  ? 

Isab.  We'll  do  the  best  we  can. — ^Are  all  ihinp 

Pen.  All,  all ;  I  have  'em  all.  [ready  I 

Isab.  Go  let  'em  in  then.  iSxit  Pbxi  wo 

Not  a  word  now  on  your  life ! 

Bart.  I  hang  like  a  meteor. 

Enter  Lopbs  atul  Rooopx. 

Lopez.  Yon  are  welcome,  lady. 

Rod.  Yon  are  too,  too  courteous ; 
But  I  shaU  make  amends.  Fair  Isabella—— 

Isab.  Welcome,  my  worthy  friend,  most  kindli 
welcome  I 

Rod.  I  hear  on't,  and  I'll  fit  him  for  his  foolery 

Lopez,  Some  sweet-meats,  wife;   some  sweet 
meats  presently  t 

Bart.  Oh,  my  sour  sauce ! 

Lopez.  Away  quick,  Isabella.        lExU  Isabslu 
Did  you  hear  him  ? 

Rod,  Yes,  yes,  perfectly ;  proceed,  sir. 

Lopez.  Speak  loud  enough. — Dare  you  at  len|:t 
but  pity  me  } 

Rod.  'Faith,  sir,  you  have  used  so  many  reason 
And  those  so  poweifiilly [to  vat 

Lopez.  Keep  this  kiss  for  me. 

Bart.  And  do  I  stand  and  hear  this  ? 

Rod.  This  for  me,  sir. 
This  is  some  comfort  now :  Alas,  my  husband — 
But  why  do  I  think  of  so  poor  a  fellow. 
So  wretched,  so  debosh'd  ? 

Bart.  That's  I :  I  am  bound  to  hear  it. 

Rod.  I  dare  not  lie  with  him,  he  u  so  rank 
whore-master 

Lopez,  And  that's  a  dangerous  point. 

Rod.  Upon  my  conscience,  sir. 
He  would  stick  a  thousand  base  diseases  on  me. 

Bart.  And  now  must  I  say  nothing ! 

Lopez.  I  am  sound,  lady. 

Rod.  That's  it  that  makes  me  love  yon. 

Lopez.  Let's  kiss  again  then  ! 

Rod.  Do,  do ! 

Bart.  Do  .'  the  devil 
And  the  grand  pox  do  with  you  ! 

Lopez.  Do  you  hear  him  ?  well— 
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B»i^  Pjormuo  and  Jsabwlla. 

\oir,  what's  the  news  with  yoa  ? 

Pen.  The  sound  of  war,  sir, 
fomcs  still  ilong :  The  duke  will  chai^  the  city  ; 
We  hi?e  lost,  they  say. 

LopeM.  What  shall  become  of  me,  then, 
iod  my  poor  wealth  ? 

Btrt.  Even  hang'd,  I  hope. 

Red.  Remove  your  jewels  presently  and  what 
Yoa  haTc  of  wealth,  into  the  citadel ; 
Tbfre  all's  secure. 

UpeM.  I  humbly  thank  you,  lady.^ 
IVoorio,  get  me  some  can  dimb  the  chimney, 
For  there  my  jewels  are,  my  best,  my  richest ; 
1  hid  'em,  fearing  such  a  blow. 

Pen,  Most  happily 
I  bftTe  two  boys  that  used  to  sweep  fouled  chimnies ; 
Tialy  1  brought  *em,  sir,  to  mock  your  worship, 
For  the  great  fires  you  keep,  and  the  full  diet. 

l.^z.  I  forgive  thee,  knave.  Where  are  they  ? 

Pen,  Here,  sir,  here. 

Enter  two  Bojs, 

Mditfiear  Black,  vrill  your  small  worship  mount  ? 
I  Boj/.  Madam,  e  be  com  to  creep  up  into  your 
diimney,  and  make  you 
Ckane  as  any   Isidy  in  de  world :  Ma  litla,  litla 

fireni,  and  d. 

iTanta,  frere,  chanta.  [Boy  tings. 

Pen.  Come,  monsieur,  mounts,  mounts  !  mount, 

Monsieur  Mustard-pot !  [Boy  sings. 

1  Bojf.  Monsieur,  d  have  dis  for  votra  barba, 

pie  ta  vou,  monsieur. 
Pen,  Monntd,  monsieur,  mounts ;  dere  be  some 

1  Bojf.  Me  will  creep  like  de  ferret,  monsieur. 

ICreeps  up. 
Pen,  Dere  in  de  chimney. 

ITke  Boy  above  singing. 
1  Bojf.  Here  bede  sheilde  due  shuison,  madam. 

[Boy  goes  in  behind  the  arras. 
Pen.  There's  a  bird's  nest ;  I  would  have  you 
climb  it,  monsieur  : 
^*p>  my  fine  singing  monsieur.    That's  a  fine 
i^M.  Watch  Mm,  he  do  not  steaL  [monsieur ! 
Pen.  I  warrant  yout  sir. 
I'^pex.  These  boys  are  knavish. 
Pen.  m  look  to  him  tithly. 
Svff.  [  ffithin.l  Madam,  here  be  de  rat,  de  rat, 


£%Lcr  B&flTSLLO,  with  the  Boy  singing  on  his  shoulder, 

Upez.  Lord  I  what  comes  here  ? 
A  nfldi^  apparition  ? 

Jtnb.  Saint  Christopher  1 

A«f.  Mercy  o'  me,  what  is  it  ? 
Hvv  like  my  husband  it  looks ! 

Avt.  Get  yoa  down,  devil ; 
in  break  your  neck  else.    Was  ever  man  thus 
chimnied? 

i^peg.  Go,  pay  the  boys  well ;  see  them  satisfied. 

/*f».  Come,  Monsieur  Devils ;  come,  my  black- 
' »  bntter  yoa  o'  both  sides,  [berries ! 

^^-  Adiea,  madame !  adieu,  madame  ! 

[^Exeunt  Psnurio  and  Boys. 

/««6,  Nay,  eveo  look,  sir.    Are  you  cool'd  now, 

c^tain? 
Bari.  I  am  cuckolded,  and  fooVd  to  boot  too ! 
F(«I'd  rearfiiIly,foord  shamefully. 
^«K«-  Yoa  are  welcome,  sir. 


I  am  glad  I  have  anything  within  these  doors,  sir, 
To  make  you  merry.    You  love  my  wife,  I  thank 
You  have  shew'd  your  love.  [you  ; 

Bart.  Wife,  am  I  this  ?  this  odd  matter^ 
This  monstrous  thing  ? 

Rod.  You  oughty  but  yet  you  are  not : 
I  have  been  bold  with  you,  sir,  but  yet  not  basely ; 
As  I  have  faith,  I  have  not. 

Lopez.  Sir,  believe  it. 
'Twas  all  meant  but  to  make  you  feel  your  tres- 

pass: 
We  knew  your  hour,  and  all  this  fashion'd  for  it. 

Bart.  Were  you  o*  th*  plot  too  ? 

Isab.  Yes,  by  my  troth,  sweet  captain. 

Bart.  You  will  forgive  me,  wife  ? 

Rod.  You  will  deserve  it? 

Bart.  Put  that  to  th'  venture. 

Rod,  Thus  am  I  friends  again  then ; 
And,  as  you  ne'er  had  gone  astray,  thus  kiss  yon. 

Bart,  And  Til  kiss  you;   and  you,  too,  ask 
forgiveness. 
Kiss  my  wife,  Lopez  :  'tis  but  in  jest,  remember. 
And  now,  all  friends  together  to  my  castle, 
Where  we'll  all  dine,  and  there  discourse  these 

stories ; 
And  let  him  be  chimney-swept,  in's  lust  that  glories ! 

lExeutU, 


SCENE  IV.^The  Country, 

Enter  Silvio  and  BaLYiDSRS  setferattf. 

Sil,  Hail,  reverend  dame !     Heaven  wait  upon 

thy  studies  ! 
Bel.  You  are  well  met,  son.  What,  is  the  battle 
Sil.  Mother,  'tis  done.  [ended  ? 

Bel.  How  has  thy  honour  prosper^ .' 
Sil.  The  duchess  has  the  day ;  Sienna's  prisoner ; 
Arm'd  with  thy  powerful  art,  this  arm  dismounted 

him. 
Received  him  then  on  foot,  and  in  fair  valour 
Forced  him  mine  own :  This  jewel  I  took  from  him, 
(It  hung  upon  his  casque)  the  victor's  triumph ; 
And  to  the  duchess  now  a  prisoner 
I  have  rendered  him  !  come  off  again  unknown, 
mother. 
Bel.  'Tis  well  done :  Let  me  see  the  jewel,  son ! 
'Tis  a  rich  one,  curious  set,  | 
Fit  a  prince's  bui^net. 
This  rich  token  late  was  sent 
By  the  duchess,  with  intent 
The  marriage  next  day  to  begin. 
Dost  thou  know  what's  hid  within  ? 

lOpens  the  Jewel, 
Wipe  thine  eyes,  and  then  come  near ; 
See  the  beadteous  fielvidere  I 
Now  behold  it. 
Sil,  Oh,  my  saint ! 
Bel,  Wear  it  nobly ;  do  not  faint. 
SU.  How  blest  am  I  in  this  rich  spoil,  this  pic- 
For  ever  will  I  keep  it  here,  here,  mother,    [ture  I 
For  ever  honour  it :  How  oft,  how  chastely 
Have  I  embraced  the  life  of  this,  and  kiss'd  it  I 
Bel,  The  day  draws  on  that  thou  must  home 
return. 
And  make  thy  answer  to  the  duchess'  question  ; 
I  know  it  troubles  thee :  for  if  thou  fiul  in't 
SU,  Oh,  I  must  die  ! 
Bel.  Fear  not,  fear  not ;  I'll  be  nigh  ! 
Cast  thy  trouble  on  my  back  ! 
Art  nor  cunning  shall  not  lack, 
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To  presenre  thee,  still  to  keep 

What  thy  envious  foemen  seek. 

Go  boldly  home,  aod  let  thy  mind 

No  distrustful  crosses  find  I 

All  shall  happen  for  the  best ; 

Souls  walk  through  sorrows  that  are  blest. 

Sil.  Then  I  go  coi^dent. 

Bel,  But,  first,  my  son, 
A  thankful  service  must  be  done  : 
The  good  old  woman  for  her  pain. 
When  every  thing  stands  fair  again. 
Must  ask  a  poor  boon,  and  that  granting, 
There's  nothing  to  thy  journey  wanting. 

Sel.  Except  the  trial  of  my  soul  to  mischief, 


And,  as  I  am  a  knight,  and  love  mine  honour, 

I  grant  it,  whatsoever 

Bel,  Thy  pure  soul 

Shall  never  sink  for  me,  nor  howL 
Sil,  Then  anything. 
Bel,  When  I  shall  ask,  remember ! 
Sil.    If    I    forget,  Heaven's  goodness    forget 

me! 
Bel.  On  thy  journey  then  awhile  ! 
To  the  next  cross-way  and  stile 
I'll  conduct  thee  ;  keep  thee  true, 
To  thy  mistress  and  thy  vow, 
And,  let  all  their  envies  fall ! 
I'll  be  with  thee,  and  quench  all.         lExemu^ 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. — Florence.  .  A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Duchxss,  Duke  (tf  Sienna  prisoner ^  and  Lords. 

Duke.  Lady,  the  stubborn  war's  more  mild  than 
you  are. 
That  allows  ransom,  and,  the  prisoner, taken 

Duch.  We  must  not  be  too  hasty  :   Remember, 
The  wrong  and  violence  you  have  offer'd  us ;  [sir, 
Burnt  up  our  frontier  towns,  made  prey  before  you 
Both  of  our  beasts  and  com ;  slain  our  dear  subjects ; 
Open'd  the  fountain  eyes  of  thousand  widows, 
That  daily  fling  their  curses  on  your  fury : 
What  ordinary  satisfaction  can  salve  this  ? 
What  hasty-thought-on  ransom  give  a  remedy  ? 
You  must  excuse  us  yet ;  we'll  take  more  counsel : 
In  the  mean  time,  not  as  a  prisoner, 
But  as  a  noble  prince,  we  entertain  you. 

Duke.  I  am  at  your  mercy,  lady ;  'tis  my  fortune, 
My  stubborn  fate  I  the  day  is  yours,  you  have  me  ; 
The  valour  of  one  single  man  has  cross'd  me, 
Cross'd  me  and  all  my  hope  ;  for  when  the  battles 
Were  at  the  hottest  game  of  aU  tibeir  furies, 
(And  conquest  ready  then  to  crown  me  victor) 
One  single  man  broke  in,  one  sword,  one  virtue, 
(And  by  his  great  example  thousands  follow'd) 
Oh,  how  I  shame  to  think  on't  I  how  it  shakes  me  ! 
Nor  could  our  strongest  head  then  stop  his  fury. 
But,  like  a  tempest,  bore  the  field  before  him, 
Till  he  arrived  at  me ;  with  me  he  buckled ; 
A  while  I  held  him  play ;  at  length  his  violence 
Beat  me  from  my  saddle,  then  on  foot  pursued  me, 
There  triumph' d  once  again,  then  took  me  prisoner : 
When  I  was  gone,  a  fear  possess'd  my  people. 

Dy^h.  One  single  arm,  in  a  just  cause,  Heaven 
prospers.— 
Is  not  this  stranger-knight  as  yet  discover'd, 
That  we  may  give  his  virtue  a  due  honour  ? 

Lord.  Not  yet,  that  we  hear,  madam ;  but  to 
that  purpose 
Two  days  ago  we  publish'd  proclamations. 

Mnter  Soto  with  a  Trumpett  and  Silvio. 

Soio.  Oh,  dainty  Duchess,  here  I  bring  that 
knight 
Before  thy  fragrant  face,  that  warlike  wight, 
He  that  Sienna's  duke,  and  all  his  louts. 
Beat  (as  the  proverb  seemly  says)  to  clouts ; 
He  that  unhorsed  the  man  of  fame  to  boot. 
And  bootless  taught  his  grace  to  walk  a-foot ; 
He  that  your  writings,  pack'd  to  every  pillar, 
Promised  promotion  to,  and  store  of  siller  ; 


That  very  man  I  set  before  thy  grace. 

And  once  again  pronounce,  this  man  it  was. 

Dttch.  A  pretty  foolish  squire  !  what  must  the 
knight  be  ? 

Duke.  Some  juggler,  or  some  madman. 

Sil.  I  was  not  so, 
When  thy  faint  troops  in  flocks  I  beat  before  me ; 
When,  through  the  thickest  of  thy  warlike  horse, 
I  shot  myself  even  to  thy  standani,  Duke, 
And  there  found  thee,  there  singled  thee,  there 

ahew'd  thee 
The  temper  of  my  sword.    'Tis  true,  thou  stood' st 
And,  like  a  noble  soldier,  bidst  me  welcome ;  [me. 
And  this  I'll  say,  more  honour  in  that  arm 
I  found  and  tried,  than  all  thy  army  carried  ; 
What  follows,  thy  imprisonment  can  tell  thee. 

Duke.  His  fiur  relation  carries  truth  and  viitne  ;; 
And  by  those  arms  I  see,  (for  such  were  his, 
So  old,  so  rusty)  this  may  be  he  that  forced  dm. 

Sil.  Do  you  know  this  jewel  ?  from  your  casque 
I  rent  it, 
Even  as  I  closed,  and  forced  you  from  your  saddle  : 
Do  you  now  remember  me  ? 

Duke.  This  is  the  valour. 
Madam  ;  for  certain  he ;  it  must  be  he ; 
That  day  I  wore  this  jewel :  You  remember  it  ? 

Duch.  Yes,  very  wdl :  Not  long  before,  I  sent  it. 

Duke.  That  day  I  lost  this  jewel,  in  fight  I  lost  it ; 
I  felt  his  strokes,  and  felt  him  take  it  from  me ; 
I  wore  it  in  my  casque.    Take  it  again,  sir ; 
You  won  it  nobly,  'tis  the  prize  of  honour. 

Soto.  My  father  and  myself  are  made  for  ever  ! 

Duch.  Kneel  down,,  brave  sir.  Thus,  my  knight 
first  I  raise  you  ;— 
Gird  on  a  sword — next,  general  of  my  army  ; — 
Give  him  a  staff— last,  one  in  counsel  near  me. 

Now,  make  as  happy  with  your  sight Howl 

Silvio  ?                      [8ii<Tio  ditecvers  him**ii 
Have  I  on  thee  bestow'd  this  love,  this  honoor  ? 
The  treasons  thou  hast  wrought  set  off  with  fiaTours  ] 
Unarm  him  presently  ! — Oh,  thou  foul  traitort 
Traitor  to  me,  mine  honour,  and  my  ooantry. 
Thou  kindler  of  these  wars ClVf  #««  »t« 

Sil.  Mistake  not,  madam  1 

Duch.  Away  with  him  to  prison, 
See  him  safe  kept— The  law  shall  shortly,  sirrah. 
Find  fitter  titles  for  you  than  I  gave  yoa. 

Soto.  This  is  the  youth  that  kiU'd  me;  I'll  h 
quit  with  him. 
What  a  blind  rogue  was  I,  I  could  never  know  him 
An't  please  your  grace,  I  claim  the  benefit 
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Of  the  proclamadou  that  proclaim'd  him  traitor ; 
I  brought  him  in. 

Dwsh.  Thou  shalt  hare  thy  reward  for't 

Soto,  Let  him  be  hangM  or  drownM  then. 

DttcA.  Away  with  him  1 

SU.  Madam,  I  craTe  your  promise  first ;  you  are 
You  have  paaa'd  your  princely  word,      [tied  to  it, 

Duch.  Prove  it,  and  take  it. 

SU.  This  is  the  day  appointed, 
Appointed  by  your  grace,  for  my  appearance. 
To  answer  to  the  question. 

Duch.  I  remember  it. 

SU,  I  claim  it  then. 

Dueh,  If  yon  perform  it  not, 
The  penalty  you  claim  too. 

SU.  I  not  repent  it. 
If  1  absolve  the  words 

Duch,  Your  life  is  free  then, 
YoQ  have  drawn  a  speedy  course  above  my  wishes. 
To  my  revenge  :  Be  sure  you  hit  it  right, 
Or  ru  be  sure  you  shall  not  'scape  the  danger. 

SU.  My  rest  is  up  now,  madam. 

Duch.  Then  play  it  cunningly. 

SU.  Now,  Where's  the  hag  I  where  now  are  all 
her  promises 
She  would  be  with  me,  strengthen  me,  Inform  me  ? 
My  death  will  now  be  double  death,  ridiculous. 
She  was  wont  still  to  be  near,  to  feel  my  miseries. 
And  widi  her  art — I  see  her  no  where  now  ! 
What  have  I  undertaken  ?  Now  she  fails  me  ; 
No  comfort  now  I  find ;  how  my  soul  staggers ! 
Till  this  hour  nerer  fear  nor  doubt  possess 'd  me : 
She  cannot  come,  she  will  not  come,   she  has 

fool'd  me ; 
Sore  she's  the  devil,  has  drawn  me  on  to  ruin, 
And  now  to  death  bequeaths  me  in  my  danger  ! 

Duke,  He  stands  distracted,  and  his  colour 
changes. 

Duch,  I  have  given  him  that  will  make  his  blood 
Sbortiy  his  life.  [forsake  him, 

D\Jce.  His  hands  and  contemplation 
Have  motion  still ;  the  rest  is  earth  already. 

Duch,  Come,  vvill  you  speak,  or  pray  ?     Your 
time  grows  out,  sir. — 
Hov  every  where  he  looks  !     He's  at  last  cast. 

£>»4iT  BaLriDKRB,  ditguUedt  who  secretly  gives  him  a 
Paper t  and  exit, 

Duke.  His  colour  comes  again  fresh. 

Duch,  'Tis  a  flash,  sir. 
Before  the  flame  bums  out. — Can  you  yet  answer? 

SU.  Yes,  madam,  now  I  can. 

Duch,  I  fear  you'll  faU  in't. 

SU,  And  do  not  think  my  silence  a  presage, 
Or  omen  to  my  end ;  you  shall  not  find  it ; 
I  am  bred  a  soldier,  not  an  orator. 
Madam,  peruse  this  scroll ;  let  that  speak  for  me, 
And,  as  you  are  royal,  wrong  not  the  construction ! 

Duch,  By  Heaven,  you  shall  have  fair  play  ! 

SU.  I  shall  look  for't.  .  iBeads. 

QCBsnox. 
Tell  me  what  is  that  only  thing. 

For  which  all  women  long ; 
Tet  having  what  they  most  desire. 

To  have  it  does  them  wrong? 

AMswaa. 
'Tis  not  to  be  chaste,  nor  (iair, 
iSuch  gifts  malice  may  impair) 
Rlohly  trirom'd,  to  walk  or  ride, 
Or  to  waatoin  une^iied  ; 


To  presenre  an  honest  name, 
And  80  to  give  it  up  to  fame ; 
These  are  toys.    In  good  or  ill. 
They  .desire  to  have  their  will : 
Yet,  when  they  have  it,  they  abuse  it, 
For  they  know  not  how  to  use  it. 

Duch.  You  have  answer'd  right,  and  gain'd  your 

life  ;  I  give  it. 
SU,  Oh,  happy  hag! — But,  my  most  gracious 
madam. 
Your  promise  tied  a  nobler  favour  to  me. 
Duch.  Tis  true  ;  my  daughter  too. 
SU,  I  hope  you'U  keep  it. 
Duch.  'Tis  not  in  my  power  now ;  she  is  long 
since  wander'd, 
Stol'n  from  the  court  and  me  ;  and  what  I  have  not 
I  cannot  give.     No  man  can  tell  me  of  her. 
Nor  no  search  find  her  out ;  and  if  not  Silvio, 

Which  strongly  I  believe 

SU.  Mock  me  not,  lady  ! 
For,  as  I  am  a  servant  to  her  virtue, 
Since  my  first  hour  of  exile.  I  ne'er  saw  her  ! 

Lord,  That  she  is  gone,  'tis  too,  too  true,  and 
Our  last  hope  was  in  you.  [lamentable  : 

SU.  What  do  I  hear  then. 
And  wherefore  have  I  life  bestow'd  and  honour  ? 
To  what  end  do  I  walk,  for  men  to  wonder  at. 
And  fight,  and  fool !    Prayyou  take  your  honours 

from  me, 
(My  sorrows  are  not  fit  companions  for  'em) 
And,  when  you, please,  my  life. — Art  thou  gone, 

mistress  ? 
And  wander'st  Heaven  knows  where  ?    This  tow 

I  make  thee, 
That  till  I  find  thee  out,  and  see  those  fair  eyes. 
Those  eyes  that  shed  their  lights  and  life  into  me, 
Never  to  know  a  friend,  to  seek  a  kindred. 
To  rest  where  pleasure  dwells,  and  painted  glory ; 
But  through  itxe  worid,  the  wide  world,  &us  to 

wander. 
The  wretched  world,  alone,  no  comfort  with  me  ; 
But  the  mere  meditations  of  thy  goodness  ! 
Honour  and  greatness,  thus  adieu  ! 

Enter  Bclvidbrb,  disguised  as  before. 

Bel.  Stay,  SUvio  I 
And,  lady,  sit  again !  I  come  for  justice. 

SU.  What  would  she  now? 

Bel.  To  claim  thy  promise,  Silvio  ; 
The  boon  thou  swor'st  to  give  me. 

Duke,  What  may  this  be  ? 
A  woman  or  a  devil  ? 

Duch.  'Tis  a  witch,  sure  ; 
And  by  her  means  he  came  to  untwist  this  riddle. 

SU,  That  I  am  bound  to  her  for  my  life,  mine 
honour. 
And  many  other  thousand  ways  for  comfort, 
I  here  confess  ;  confess  a  promise  too. 
That  what  she  would  ask  me  to  requite  these 

favours. 
Within  the  endeavour  of  my  life  to  grant, 
I  would  ;  and  here  I  stand,  my  word*s  fall  master. 

Bel,    I  wish  no  more  ! — Great  lady,  witness 
with  me ; 
The  boon  I  crave  for  all  my  service  to  thee. 
Is  now  to  be  thy  wife,  to  grant  me  marriage. 

.^iV.    How!    for  to  marry  thee?    Ask  again, 
woman ; — 
Thou  wilful  woman,  ask  again  I 

Bel,  No  more,  sir. 

;S^t/.  Ask  land,  and  life  ! 
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*   Bel.  I  ask  thee,  for  a  husband. 

Soto,  Many  her,  and  beat  her  into  gunpowder ; 
She  would  make  rare  crackers. 

Sii,  Ask  a  better  fortune  ;■ 
Thou  art  too  old  to  marry ;  I  a  soldier, 
And  always  married  to  my  sword. 

Bel.  Thy  word,  fool ! 
Break  that,  and  1*11  break  all  thy  fortunes  yet  1 

Duck.  He  shall  oot ; 
I  am  witness  to  his  faith,  and  111  compel  it. 

Duke,  'Tis  fit  you  hold  your  word,  sir. 

Sil,  Oh,  most  wretched  ! 

Dttch.    This  was  a  fortune  now  beyond  my 
wishes ; 
For  now  my  daughter's  free,  if  e'er  I  find  her. 

Duke.  But  not  from  me. 

Duch.  You  are  sharer  in  this  happiness. 
Myself  will  wait  upon  this  marriage, 
And  do  the  old  woman  all  the  honour  possible. 

Duke,    m  lead  the  knight  ;   and  what  there 
wants  in  dalliance. 
We'll  take  it  out  in  drink. 

Sil.  Oh,  wretched  Silvio  !  lExeunl, 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  the  House  <nf  Ijotex, 
Enter  Lopas  and  Isabslla. 

LopeM,  Hast  thou  sent  for  him  ? 

Isab.  Yes. 

Lopez,  A  young  man,  say'st  thou  ? 

Jsab,  Yes,  Tcry  young,  and  very  amorous. 

Lopez,  And  handsome  ? 

Isab.  As  the  town  affords. 

Lopez,  And  dar'st  thou 
Be  so  far  good,  and  mistress  of  thine  honour, 
To  slight  these  ? 

leab.  For  my  husband's  sake,  to  curse  'em  : 
Andy  since  you  haye  made  me  mistress  of  my 

fortune, 
Neyer  to  point  at  any  joy,  but  husband. 
I  could  have  cozen'd  you ;  but  so  much  I  love  you, 
And  now  so  much  I  weigh  the  estimation 
Of  an  unspotted  wife 

Lopez,  I  dare  believe  thee  ; 
And  never  more  shall  doubt  torment  my  spirit 

Enter  Pswuiuo,  drunk„ 

T$ab,  How  now,  Penurio  ? 

Pen,  The  thing  is  coming,  mistress. 

Lopez,  I'll  take  my  standing.  iExit, 

Pen.  Do,  and  I'll  take  mine. 

Isab,  Where  didst  thou  leave  him  ? 

Pen.  I  left  him  in  a  cellar. 
Where  he  has  paid  ma  tightly,  paid  me  home, 

mistress ; 
We  had  an  hundred  and  fifty  healths  to  yon,  sweet 

mistress. 
And  threescore  and  ten  damnations  to  my  master. 
Mistress,  shall  I  speak  a  foolish  word  to  you  ? 

Isab,  What's  that,  Penurio  ? — 
The  fellow's  drunk. 

Pen.  I  wdtild  fain  know  your  body. 

Isab.  How's  that  ?  how's  that,  pr'ythee  ? 

Pen.  I  would  know  it  carnally ; 
I  would  conglutinate. 

IsiU),  The  reason,  sirrah  ? 

Pen.  Lobster,  sweet  mistress,  lobster ! 

Isab,  Thy  master  hears. 

Pen,  Lobster,  sweet  master,  lobster  ! 

Isab,  Thou'rt  the  most  precious  rogue. 


'  Enter  CtMOOio. 

Pen.  Most  precious  lobster ! 

Isab.  Do  you  see  who's  here .'    Go  sleep,  you 

drunken  rascal ! 
Pen,  Remember  you  refuse  me,  ann'd  in  lobster ! 

[E*iU 

Isab.  Oh,  my  lost  Rugio!  welcome,  welcome, 
welcome ! 
A  thousand  welcomes  here  I'll  seal. 

Clau,  Pray  you  stay,  lady : 
Do  you  love  me  ever  at  this  rate  ?  or  is  the  fit  now, 
By  reason  of  some  wrong  done  by  your  husband, 
More  fervent  on  you  ? 

Isab,  Can  I  chuse  but  love  thee? 
Thou  art  my  martyr ;  thou  hast  suflfered  for  me, 
My  sweet,  sweet  Rogio  1 

Clau,  Do  you  do  this  seriously  ? 
'Tis  true,  I  would  be  entertain'd  thus. 

Isab,  These  are  nothing. 
No  kisses,  no  embraces,  no  endearments, 
To  those 

Clau,  Do  what  you  wUl. 

Isab,  Those  that  shall  follow, 
Those  I  will  crown  our  love  withal.  Why  sigh  you  ? 
Why  look  you  sad,  my  dear  one  ? 

Clau,  Nay,  'faith,  nothing  ; 
But  methinks  so  sweet  a  beauty  as  yours  shews 

to  me. 
And  such  an  innocence  as  you  may  make  it. 
Should  hold  a  longer  siege. 

Isab.  Ha !  you  speak  truth,  sir. 

Clau,  I  would  not  have  it  so. 

Isab.  And  now  methinks. 
Now  I  consider  truly  what  becomes  me, 
I  have  been  cozen'd,  fearfully  abused, 
My  reason  blinded^ — — 

Clau,  Nay,  I  did  but  jest  with  you. 

Isab.  I'll  take  you  at  your  word,  and  thank  jov 
for't,  sir ; 
And  now,  I  see  no  sweetness  in  that  person , 
Nothing  to  stir  me  to  abuse  a  husband. 
To  ruin  my  fair  fame 

Clau,  Good  Isabella  1 

Isab,  No  handsome  man,  no  anything  to  dob 
on ; 
No  face,  no  tongue  to  catch  me?  poor  at  all  poinu 
And  I  an  ass  ! 

Clau,  Why  do  you  wrong  me,  lady  ? 
If  I  were  thus,  and  had  no  youth  upon  me ; 
My  service  of  so  mean  a  way  to  win  you ; 
(Which  you  yourself  are  conscious  must  deserv 

you. 
If  you  had  thrice  the  beauty  yon  posaeas,  mus 

reach  you) 
If  in  my  tongue  your  fame  lay  wreck'd,  and  ruin'* 
With  every  cup  I  drink ;  if  in  opinion 
I  were  a  lost,  defamed  man — But  this  is  oommon 
Where  we  love  most,  where  most  we  stsdce  oa 

fortunes. 
There  least  and  basest  we're  rewarded !     Fare  yo 

weU! 
Know  now,  I  hate  yon  too  as  much,  contennn  yoi 
And  weigh  my  credit  at  as  high  a  value 

Isab,  May  be  I  did  but  jest. 

Clau,  You  are  a  woman ; 
And  now  I  see  your  wants,  and  mine  own  fbllic5. 
And  task  myself  with  indiscretion. 
For  doting  on  a  face  so  poor  ! 

Isab,  Say  you  so,  sir .'  ^  ^AsiA, 

I  must  not  lose  my  end. — I  did  but  jest  with  you, 
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Onlj  focVd  thus  to  try  your  faith :  My  Rngio, 
Do  you  think  I  could  forget  ? 

Clou,  Nay,  'tis  no  matter. 

Jsab,  Is't  possible  I  should  forsake  a  constancy, 
So  strong,  so  good,  so  sweet  ? 

Ciau.  A  subtle  woman  ! 

Uab.  You  shall  forgive  me ;  'twas  a  trick  to  try 
And,  were  I  sure  you  loved  me [you  : 

Clou,  Do  yon  doubt  now  ? 

Isab.  I  do  not  doubt ;  but  he  that  would  profess 
this, 
And  bear  that  full  affection  you*make  show  of, 

Should  do 

^  Clou.  What  should  I  do  ? 

Uab.  I  cannot  shew  you. 

Clau,  [AparL'i  Til  try  thee,  damnedest  devU  !  — 
Hark  ye,  lady ! 
No  man  shall  dare  do  more,  no  service  top  me  ; 
I^  marry  you. 

Isab,  How,  sir  ? 

Clau.  Your  husband's  sentenced, 
And  he  shall  die 

Itab,  Die? 

Ciau,  Die  for  ever  to  you ; 
The  danger  is  mine  own. 

Isab.  Die,  did  you  tell  me  ? 

Ciau.  He  shall  die ;  I  have  cast  the  way. 

I»ab.  Oh,  foul  man, 
Malidoos,  bloody  man ! 

Enter  Lofss. 

Lopez.  When  shall  he  die,  sir  ? 
By  whom,  and  how  ? 

Clau.  Hast  thou  betray'd  me,  woman  ? 

I*ab.  Base  man,  thou  wouldst  have  ruin'd  me, 
my  name  too. 
And,  like  a  toad,  poisonM  my  virtuous  memory  ! 
FarUier  than  all  this,  dost  thou  see  this  friend  here, 
This  only  friend  ? — Shame  take  thy  lust  and  thee. 
And  shake  thy  soul  !_His  life,  the  life  I  love  thus, 
My  life  in  him,  my  only  life,  thou  aim'st  at  I 

Clau.  Am  I  catch*d  thus  ? 

Lopez.  The  law  shall  catch  you  better. 

Isab.  You  make  a  trade  of  betraying  women's 
honours. 
And  Uiink  it  noble  in  you  to  be  lustful ! 
R«port  of  me  hereafter 

Clau.  Fool'd  thus  finely  ? 

Lopez.  I  must  entreat  you  walk,  sir,  to  the  jus- 
Whcre,  if  he*U  bid  you  kill  me [tice  ; 

Clau.  Pray  stay  a  while,  sir ; 
1  must  use  a  player's  shift— [rAroii;#  off  his  dis- 
guise.]— Do  you  know  me  now,  lady  ? 

Lopez.  Your  brother  Claudio,  sure  1 

Isab.  Oh  me,  'tis  he,  sir  !— 
Oh,  my  best  brother  I 

Clau.  My  best  sister  now  too  ! 
j  have  tried  you,  found  you  so :  and  now  I  love 
Lo'c  you  so  truly,  nobly [yon, 

Lopez.  Sir,  I  thank  you ; 
You  hare  made  me  a  most  happy  man. 

Clau.  Thank  her,  sir  ; 
And  from  this  hour  preserve  that  happiness ; 
Be  no  more  fool'd  with  jealousy  I 

Lopez.  I  have  lost  it ; 
And  take  me  now,  new-bom  again,  ncw-natured  1 

Isab.  I  do  ;  and  to  that  promise  tie  this  faith, 
Never  to  have  a  false  thought  tempt  my  virtue. 

Lopez.  Enough,  enough  I  I  must  desire  your 
presence; 


My  cousin  Rodope  has  sent  in  all  haste  for  us  i 
I  am  sure  you  will  be  welcome. 

Clau,  I'll  wait  on  you. 

Lopez.  What  the  project  is — 

Isab,  We  shall  know  when  we  are  there,  sir. 

lExeuni. 


SCENE  III.— -4  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Duchjess,  Sibnna,  Lords,  and  Silvio. 

Duch.  Joy  to  you,  Silvio,  and  your  young  fair 
bride  1 
You  have  stoPn  a  day  upon  us  ;  you  cannot  woo, 
sir  I 

SU.  The  joys  of  hell  hang  over  me ;  Oh,  mis- 
chief ! 
To  what  a  fortune  has  the  devil  driven  me  \ 
Am  I  reserved  for  this  ? 

Duke.  Beshrew  me,  sir. 
But  you  have  gotten  you  a  right  fair  bedfellow ; 
Let  you  alone  to  chuse  I 

Sil.  I  beseech  your  grace— 
'Tis  misery  enough  to  have  met  the  devil. 
Not  men's  reproaches  too. 

Duke.  How  old  is  she  ? 

Duch.  A  very  girl ;  her  eye  delivers  it. 

Duke.  Her  teeth  are  scarce  come  yet. 

Lord.  What  goodly  children 
Will  they  two  have  now  !      She  is  rarely  made  to 
What  a  sweet-timber'd  body  !  [breed  on ; 

Duch.  Knotty  i'  th'  back  ; 
But  will  hold  out  the  stronger.    Wliat  a  nose ! 

Duke.  Ay,  marry,  such  a  nose,  so  rarely  mounted ! 
Upon  my  conscience,  'twas  the  part  he  doted  on. 

Duch.  And  that  fine  little  eye  to  it,  like  an  ele- 
phant's 1 

Lord.  Yes,  if  her  feet  were  round,  and  her  ears 

Duke.  For  any  thing  we  know [sachels — 

SiL  Have  ye  no  mercy  ? 
No  pity  in  your  bloods,  to  use  a  wretch  thus  ? 
You  princes,  in  whose  hearts  the  best  compassions. 
Nearest  to  those  in  Heaven,  should  find  fit  places. 
Why  do  you  mock  at  misery?  fling  scorns  and 

baseness 
Upon  his  broken  back,  that  sinks  with  sorrows  ? 
Heaven  may  reward  you  too ;  and  an  hour  come, 
When  all  your  great  designs  shall  shew  ridiculous. 
And  your  hearts  pinch' d  like  mine 

Duch.  Fy,  sir  !  so  ^igry 
Upon  your  wedding-day  ?  go  smug  yourself ; 
The  maid  will  come  anon.    What  music^s  this  ? 

\_Music  in  divert  places. 

Duke,  I  warrant  you  some  noble  preparation. 

Duch.  Let's  take  our  places  then. 

SU.  More  of  these  devil's  dumps  ? 
Must  I  be  ever  haunted  with  these  witchcrafts  ? 

Enter  two  Presenters;  then  a  Masquerade  of  several 
shapes,  and  dances  ;  among  the  Masquers  Bartkllo, 
LoPBz,  Claudio,  Isabslla,  BoDOpa,  Soxo,  Pbnurio, 
and  Jaqusnkt. 

1  Pre.  Room,  room  for  merry  spirits,  room ! 
Hither  on  command  we  come  ; 

From  the  good  old  beldam  sent, 
Cares  and  sorrows  to  prevent. 

2  Pre.  Look  up,  Silvio,  smile,  and  sing ! 
After  winter  comes  a  spring. 

1  Pre.  Fear  not,  faint  fool,  what  may  follow  ; 
EyeSf  that  now  are  sunk  and  hollow, 
By  her  art  may  quick  return     t 
To  their  flames  again,  and  bum. 
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2  Pre.  Art  commands  all  youth  and  blood  ; 

Strength  and  beauty  it  makes  good. 
1  Pre,  Fear  not  then,  despair  not,  sing, 
Round  about  as  we  do  spring ; 
Cares  and  sorrows  cast  away  ! 
This  is  the  old  wife's  holiday. 
\^Danee  here,  then  enter  Bslviobrk  in  her  proper  Jlf/ttre, 

and  dUperees  the  maequerM. 
Duch,  Who's  this  ? 
Duke,  The  shape  of  Belvidere  ! 
Bel  Now,  Silno, 
How  dost  thou  like  me  now  ? 
Sil.  Thus  I  kneel  to  thee. 
Bel.  Stand  up,  and  come  no  nearer  ;  mark  me, 
well  too : 
For  if  thou  troublest  me,  I  vanish  instantly : 
Now  chuse  wisely,  or  chuse  never, 
One  thou  must  enjoy  for  ever  ! 
Dost  thou  love  me  thus  ? 
Sil,  Most  dearly. 

Bel.  Take  heed,  fool!  it  concerns  thee  nearly. 
If  thou  wilt  have  me  young  and  bright. 
Pleasing  to  thine  eye  and  sight, 
Courtly,  and  admired  of  all, 
Take  heed,  lest  thy  fame  do  fall ! 
I  shall  then  be  full  of  scorn. 
Wanton,  proud,  (beware  the  horn !} 
Hating  what  I  loved  before, 
Flattery  apt  to  fall  before. 
All  consuming,  nothing  getting ; 
Thus  thy  fair  name  comes  to  setting  ! 
But  if  old,  and  free  from  these. 
Thou  shalt  chuse  me,  I  shall  please ; 
I  shall  then  maintain  thee  still. 
With  my  virtue  and  my  skill, 
Still  increase  and  build  thy  name  ; 
Chuse  now,  Silvio,  here  I  am. 
SiL  I  know  not  what  to  say,  which  way  to  turn 
Into  thy  sovereign  will  I  put  my  answer.         [me ; 
Bel,  I  thank  you,  sir,  and  my  will  thus  rewards 
you; 
Take  your  old  love,  your  best,  your  dearest,  Silvio ! 
No  more  spells  now,  nor  further  shapes  to  alter  me ; 
I  am  thy  Belvidere  indeed. — Dear  mother, 
There  is  no  altering  this.  Heaven's  hand  is  with  it ; 
And  now  you  ought  to  give  me ;  he  has  fairly  won 
Sil.  But  why  that  hag  ?  [me. 

Bel,  In  that  shape  most  secure  still, 
I  foUow'd  all  your  fortunes,  served,  and  coonseU'd 
you. 


I  met  you  at  the  fiurmer's  first,  a  country  wench ; 
Where,  fearing  to  be  known,  I  took  that  habit. 
And,  to  make  you  laughing-sport  at  this  mad  mar- 

riage, 
By  secret  aid  of  my  friend  Rodope, 
We  got  this  masque. 
SU,  And  I  am  sure  I  have  you  ? 
Bel.  For  ever  now,  for  ever. 
DucK,  You  see  it  must  be ; 
The  wheel  of  Destiny  hath  tum'd  it  round  so. 
Duke,  It  must,  it  is ;  and  curs'd  be  he  that 

breaks  it ! 
Duch,  I'll  put  a  choice  to  you,  sir:  Yoa  are  my 

prisoner 

Duke.  I  am  so,  and  I  must  be  so,  till  it  please 

you 
Dueh.  Chuse  one  of  these ;  either  to  pay  a  ran- 
som 
At  what  rate  I  shall  set  it,  (which  shall  be  high 

enough) 
And  so  return  a  free-man,  and  a  bachelor ; 
Or  give  me  leave  to  give  you  a  fit  wife, 
In  honour  every  way  your  grace's  equal. 
And  so  your  ransom's  paid. 

Duke,  You  say  most  nobly  I 
Silvio's  example's  mine ;  pray  chuse  yon  for  me. 
Duch,  I  thank  you,  sir !  I  have  got  the  maat'ry 
too : 
And  here  I  give  your  grace  a  husband's  fireedom. 
Give  me  your  hand,  my  husband ! 
Duke,  You  much  honour  me ; 
And  I  shall  ever  serve  you  for  this  favour. 
Bart,  Come,  Lopez,  let  us  give  our  wives  the 
breeches  too ! 
For  they  will  have  'em. 

Lopez.  Whilst  they  rule  with  virtue, 
I'll  give  'em  skin  and  alL 
I»ab,  We'll  scratch  it  off  else. 
Sil.  [  Turning  to  Cl au  dio.  ]  I  am  glad  yoa  live ; 
more  glad  yon  live  to  honour ; 
And  from  this  hour  a  stronger  love  dwell  with  us  ! 
Pray  you  take  your  man  again. 
Clau.  He  knows  my  house,  sir. 
Duch,  'Tis  sin  to  keep  you  longer  firom  yoor 
loves : 
We'll  lead  the  way.     And  you,  young  men,  that 

know  not 
How  to  preserve  a  wife,  and  keep  her  fair. 
Give  'em  their  sovereign  wills,  and  pleased  they 
are.  Cfxoinf. 
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THE  TAMER  TAMED. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA 


^SoMO.  an  M  rich  doaUttg  Ciiisen,  iuitor  to  Livia. 
Twjm*'* }  ^*^  Qtniltmen^friendt  to  Pktrvchio. 

PtnrcHio,  an  Italian  Gentleman,  kuHfand  to  Mabia. 
SfiviAjro,  a  pommff  OentUman,  in  love  vHth  Litia. 
I'Rioncs,  Father  to  Mabia  and  LnriA. 

{>Q^  ftmowiUg  Servants  to  FKnacBjo, 

Doctor. 


Apothecaiy. 

Watchmen. 

Porters. 

Habta,  a  cJuute  teiUp  Lady,  -^  the  two  matculine  Daugh- 

LiTiA,  Mittress  to  Rowlaicd,  y       tert  of  Pcriioif  rus. 

BiANCA,  their  Cotuin,  and  Commander-in-chi^, 

City  Wives,        1  Kho  come  to  the  relief  of  \ke  Ladiet,  qf 

Covaxtty  Wives, '       which  t¥fo  were  drunk. 

Maids. 


SCENE,—  London. 


PROLOGUE. 


^n%t  to  TOO,  in  whose  defence  and  right 
fMier's  brave  mnse  prepared  herself  to  fight 
A  battle  without  blood,  ('twas  well  fought  too ; 
1^  victoTf 's  yours,  though  got  with  much  ado,) 
^'e  do  present  this  Comedy  ;  in  which 
A  rmilet  of  pure  wit  flows,  strong  and  rich 
la  fbcy,  language,  and  all  parts  that  may 
A<ki  ^race  and  ornament  to  a  merry  play  : 
VLidi  this  may  prove  !  Yet  not  to  go  too  far 
Ia  prooiices  from  this  our  female  war, 


We  do  entreat  the  angry  men  would  not 

Expect  the  mazes  of  a  subtle  plot. 

Set  speeches,  high  expressions,  and,  what's  worse 

In  a  true  Comedy,  politic  discourse. 

The  end  we  aim  at,  is  to  make  you  sport ; 

Yet  neither  gall  the  city  nor  the  court. 

Hear,  and  observe  his  comic  strain,  and  when 

Ye  are  sick  of  melancholy,  see't  again. 

'Tis  no  dear  physic,  since  'twill  quit  the  cost. 

Or  hia  intentions,  with  our  pains,  are  lost. 


ACT    I. 


^CLNE  I. — A  Hall  in  the  Houte  of  Pbtbuchio. 

£«<«r3ioaoao,  SoFBOcLn.ajMl  Traxio,  with  Rosemary, 
as  from  a  wedding, 

^*ff'  God  give  'cm  joy ! 

^m.  Amen! 
^«pA.  Amen,  «By  I  too  I 
^  padding's  now  i'  the  proof.   Alas,  poor  wench, 
^^^ni^h  what  a  mine  of  patience  must  thou  work, 
ue  thoa  know'st  good  hour  more ! 

Tro.  T^  too  true  :  Certain, 
Methinks  her  father  has  dealt  harshly  with  her, 
Exceeding  harshly,  and  not  like  a  father, 
To  match  her  to  this  dragon  :  I  protest 
I  pit7  the  poor  gentlewoman. 

••Vor.  Methinka  now, 
He's  not  80  terrible  as  people  think  him. 


Soiph,  \To  T&ANio.]  This  old  thief  flatters,  out 
of  mere  devotion, 
To  please  the  father  for  his  second  daughter. 

7'ra.  But  shall  he  have  her  ? 

Soph,  Yes,  when  I  have  Rome ; 

And  yet  the  father's  for  himt 

Mor,  I'll  assure  you, 
I  hold  him  a  good  man. 

Soph,  Yes,  sure,  a  wealthy ; 
But  whether  a  good  woman's  man  is  doubtfuL 

Tra,  'Would  'twere  no  worse  ! 

Mor,  What  though  his  other  wife. 
Out  of  her  most  abundant  soberness, 
Out  of  her  daily  hue  and  cries  upon  him, 
(For  sure  she  was  a  rebel)  tum'd  hia  temper, 
And  forced  him  blow  as   high  as  she;    doea't 
follow 
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He  must  retain  that  long-smccburied  tempest, 
To  this  soft  maid  ? 

Soph,  I  fear  it. 

Tra,  So  do  I  too ; 
And  so  Air,  that  if  God  had  made  me  woman, 
And  his  wife  that  must  be 

Afor,  What  would  you  do,  sir  ? 

Tra.  I  would  learn  to  eat  coals  with  an  angry  cat, 
And  spit  fire  at  him ;  I  would,  to  prevent  him. 
Do  all  the  ramping  roaring  tricks,  a  whore 
Being  drunk,  and  tumbling  ripe,  would  tremble  at : 
There  is  no  safety  else,  nor  moral  wisdom, 
To  be  a  wife,  and  his. 

Soph,  So  I  should  think  too. 

Tra,  For  yet  the  bare  remembrance  of  his  first 
wife 
(I  tell  you  on  my  knowledge,  and  a  truth  too) 
Will  make  him  start  in's  sleep,  and  very  often 
Cry  out  for  cudgels,  colestaves,  any  thing ; 
Hiding  his  breeches,  out  of  fear  her  ghost 
Should  walk,  and  wear  'em  yet.     Since  his  first 
He  is  no  more  the  still  Petruchio,         [marriage. 
Than  I  am  Babylon. 

Soph.  He's  a  good  fellow. 
And  on  my  word  I  love  him ;  but  to  think 
A  fit  match  for  this  tender  soul— — 

Tra,  His  very  frown,  if  she  but  say  her  prayers 
Louder  than  men  talk  treason,  makes  him  tinder ; 
The  motion  of  a  dial,  when  he's  testy. 
Is  the  same  trouble  to  him  as  a  water-work ; 
She  must  do  nothing  of  herself,  not  eat, 
Drink,  say,  "  Sir,  how  do  you  ?"  make  her  ready. 
Unless  he  bid  her.  [unready, 

Soph,  He  will  bury  her, 
Ten  pounds  to  twenty  shillings,  within  these  three 

Tra,  I'll  be  your  half.  [weeks. 

Enter  Jaquhs,  with  a  pot  of  wine. 

Mor,  He  loves  her  most  extremely. 
And  so  long  'twill  be  honey-moon. — Now,  Jaques ! 
You  are  a  busy  man,  I  am  sure. 

Jaques,  Yes,  certain ; 
This  old  sport  must  have  eggs, 

Soph,  Not  yet  this  ten  days. 

Jaques.  Sweet  gentlemen,  with  muskadd. 

Tra,  That's  right,  sir. 

Mor.  This  fellow  broods  his  master. — Speed  you. 

Soph,  We  shall  be  for  you  presently.   [Jaques  ! 

Jaques,  Your  worships 
Shall  have  it  rich  and  neat ;  and,  o'  my  conscience. 
As  welcome  as  our  Lady-day.     Oh,  my  old  sir, 
When  shall  we  see  your  worship  run  at  ring  ? 
That  hour,  a  standing  were  worth  money. 

Mor,  So,  sir  1 

Jaques,  Upon  my  little  honesty,  your  mistress, 
If  I  have  any  speculation, 
Must  think  this  single  thrumming  of  a  fiddle, 
Without  a  bow,  but  even  poor  sport. 

Mor,  You're  merry* 

Jaques.  'Would  I  were  wise  too !  So,  God  bless 
your  worship  I  lExiU 

Tra,  Tlie  fellow  tells  you  true. 

Soph,  When  is  the  day,  man  ? 
Come,  come ;  you'll  steal  a  marriage. 

Mor.  Nay,  believe  me : 
But  when  her  father  pleases,  I  am  ready, 
And  all  my  friends  shall  know  it. 

Tra,  Why  not  now  ? 
One  charge  had  served  for  both. 

Mor,  There's  reason  in't. 


Soph,  Call'd  Rowland. 
Mor.  Wm  you  walk  ? 
They'll  think  we  are  lost :  Come,  gentlemen !  lExii. 
Tra.  You  have  wiped  him  now. 
Soph,  So  will  he  ne'er  the  wench,  I  hope. 
Tra.  I  wish  it  lExemmt. 


\ 


SCENE  II — An  AparimetU  m  the  same. 
Enter  Rowland  and  Livla. 

Rowl,  Now,  Livia,  if  you'll  go  away  to-night. 
If  your  affections  be  not  made  of  words 

Livia,  I  love  you,  and  you  know  how  dearty, 
Rowland : 
(Is  there  none  near  us  ?)  My  affections  ever 
Have  been  your  servants ;  with  what  superstition 
I  have  ever  sainted  you 

Rowl.  Why,  then  take  this  way. 

Livia.  TTwill  be  a  childish,  and  a  less  prosperous 
course 
Than  his  that  knows  not  care ;  why  should  we  do 
Our  honest  and  our  hearty  love  such  wrong. 
To  over-run  our  fortunes  ? 

Rowl,  Then  you  flatter ! 

Livia,  Alas  !  you  know  I  cannot.^ 

Rowl,  What  hope's  left  else 
But  flying,  to  enjoy  ye  ? 

Livia,  None,  so  far. 
For  let  it  be  admitted,  we  have  time. 
And  all  things  now  in  other  expectation. 
My  father's  bent  against  us  ;  what  but  ruin. 
Can  such  a  bye- way  bring  us  ?  If  your  fears 
Would  let  you  look  with  my  eyes,  I  would  shew  you, 
And  certain,  how  our  staying  here  would  win  us 
A  course,  though  somewhat  longer,  yet  &r  surer. 

Rowl,  And  then  Moroso  has  ye. 

Livia.  No  such  matter : 
For  hold  this  certain  ;  begging,  stealing,  whoring^ 
Selling  (which  is  a  sin  unpardonable) 
Of  counterfeit  cods,  or  musty  English  crocus, 
Switches,  or  stones  for  th'  tooth-ach,  sooner  finds 
Than  that  drawn  fox  Moroso.  [me, 

Rowl.  But  his  money ; 
If  wealth  may  win  you 

Livia.  If  a  hog  may  be 
High-priest  among  the  Jews !  His  money,  Rowland? 
Oh,  Love  forgive  me !  What  fiiith  hast  thou  ! 
Why,  can  his  money  kiss  me 

Rowl.  Yes. 

Livia,  Behind, 
Laced  out  upon  a  petticoat — Or  grasp  me. 
While  I  cry,  oh,  good  thank  you  1  (O  my  troth. 
Thou  makest  me  merry  with  thy  fear !)  or  lie  with 

me 
As  you  may  do  ?  Alas,  what  fools  you  men  are  ! 
His  mouldy  money  ?  Half  a  dozen  riders. 
That  cannot  sit,  but  stampt  fast  to  their  saddles  ? 
No,  Rowland,  no  man  shall  make  use  of  me ; 
My  beauty  was  bom  free,  and  free  I'll  give  it 
To  him  that  loves,  not  buys  me.    You  yet  doubt 

Rowl,  I  cannot  say  I  doubt  you.  [me  ? 

Livia.  Go  thy  ways ; 
Thou  art  the  prettiest  puling  piece  of  pasaion^'^ 
I'  faith,  I  will  not  fail  thee. 

Mowl,  I  had  ratiier 

Livia.  Pr'ythee,  believe  me!  If  I  do  Jiot  carry  it, 
For  both  our  goods 

Rowl,  But 

Livia.  What  but  9 

Rowl.  I  would  tell  you. 
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Liria.  I  know  all  yov  can  tell  me  :  All's  but  this ; 
Yoa  would  have  me,  and  lie  with  me :  is't  not  so  ? 
Rnri  Yea. 

Lkia,  Why,  yon  ahall ;  will  that  content  yoa  ? 
Rml.  I  am  Tery  loth  to  go.  [Go. 

EmUt  Busca  amd  Mabia  ecnvtrnng  in  Vu  back-ground, 

Litia.  Now,  o'  my  conscience, 
ThoB  art  an  honest  fellow  !  Here's  my  sister  ! 
Go,  pr'ythee  go !  this  kiss,  and  credit  me, 
En  I  am  three  nights  older,  I  am  for  thee : 
Ton  shall  hear  wl^  I  do.     Farewell  I 

Ravi.  Farewell!  LExit, 

Liria.  Alas,  poor  fool,  how  it  looks  ! 
It  vookl  even  hang  itself,  should  I  but  cross  it. 
For  jnxt  love  to  the  matter,  I  most  hatch  it. 

Bianea,  NaT,  nerer  look  for  merry  hour,  Maria, 
If  DOW  yoa  make  it  not :  Let  not  your  blushes, 
Yoor  modesty,  and  tenderness  of  spirit. 
Make  jon  continual  anvil  to  bis  anger ! 
Bdiefe  me,  since  his  first  wife  set  him  going. 
Nothing  can  bind  his  rage  :  Take  your  own  council ; 
VoQ  shall  not  say  that  I  persuaded  you. 
Bat  if  yoa  suffer  him 

Mma.  SUy!  shaUIdoit? 

Bwaca,  Hare  you  a  stomach  to't  ? 

Maria.  I  never  shew'd  it. 

Bkmea.  Twill  shew  the  rarer  and  the  stronger 
Bat  do  not  say  I  urged  you.  [in  you. 

Maria.  I  am  perfect. 
ii^  Cortias,  to  redeem  my  country,  have  I  leapM 
bu)  this  gnlph  of  marriage ;  and  I'll  do  it. 
FireveD,  ail  poorer  thoughts,  but  spite  and  anger, 
Till  I  hare  wrought  a  miracle ! — Now,  cousin, 
I  im  no  more  the  gentle,  tame  Maria  : 
Miftike  me  not ;  I  have  a  new  soul  in  me, 
M»de  of  a  north-wind,  nothing  but  tempest ; 
Ad,  like  a  tempest,  shall  it  make  all  ruins, 
Till  I  hare  nm  my  will  out ! 

Bkaca,  This  is  brave  now, 
I'  joa  continue  it :  But,  your  own  will  lead  you ! 

Maria,  Adieu,  all  tenderness !  I  dare  continue. 
Maid«  that  are  niade  of  fears,  and  modest  blushes, 
^if«  me,  and  love  example  ! 

Bianea,  Here's  your  sister. 

Maria.  Here*s  the  brave  old  man's  love— 

Bumea,  That  loves  the  young  man. 

Maria.  Ay,  and  hold  thee  there,  wench !  What 
a  grief  of  heart  is*t, 
5^  Paphos'  revels  should  up-roase  old  Night, 
l^  -^eat  against  a  coric,  to  lie  and  tell 
r^^  dock  o'  th'  lungs,  to  rise  sport-starved  ! 
^*Ho.  Dear  sister, 
Vif^  htft  you  been,  you  talk  thus  ? 

Maria.  Why  at  church,  wench  ; 
»i»re  I  am  tied  to  talk  thus  :  I'm  a  wife  now. 

^^'  It  seems  so,  and  a  modest ! 

Maria.  You're  an  ass ! 
*f>^a  thoa  art  married  once,  thy  modesty 
«^ill  never  buy  thee  pins. 

iiria.  'Bless  me  ! 

Maria.  Prom  what  ? 

Bianca,  Fh>m  such  a  tame  fool  as  our  cousin 

^*««.  You  are  not  mad  ?  [Livia ! 

Maria.  Yes,  wench,  and  so  must  you  be, 

>r  none  of  our  acquaintance,  (mark  me,  Livia,) 
"r  indeed  fit  for  our  sex.     'Tis  bed-time  : 
]J»«lwi  me,  jeUow  Hymen,  that  I  mean 
"•me  offerings  to  protract^  or  to  keep  fasting 
m\  Taiiant  bridegroom  1 


Livia,  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 

Bianea,  You  may  perceive  her  end. 

Livia.  Or  rather  fear  it. 

Maria,  Dare  you  be  partner  in't  ? 

Livia.  Leave  it,  Maria  ! 
(I  fear  I  have  mark'd  too  much)  for  goodness 

leave  it  I 
Devest  you  with  obedient  hands  ;  to  bed ! 

Maria,  To  bed  ?  No,  Livia  ;  there  are  comets 
Prodigious  over  that  yet ;  there's  a  fellow  [hang 
Must  yet,  before  I  know  that  heat — (ne'er  start. 
Be  made  a  man,  for  yet  he  is  a  monster ;  [wench,) 
Here  must  his  head  be,  Livia. 

Livia.  Never  hope  it : 
'Tis  as  easy  with  a  sieve  to  scoop  the  ocean,  as 
To  tame  Petmchio. 

Maria,  Stay ! — Lucina,  hear  me  ! 
Never  unlock  the  treasure  of  my  womb. 
For  human  fruit  to  make  it  capable  ; 
Nor  never  with  thy  secret  hand  make  brief 
A  mother's  labour  to  me ;  if  1  do 
Give  way  unto  my  married  husband's  will, 
Or  be  a  wife  in  anything  but  hopes. 
Till  I  have  made  him  easy  as  a  child. 
And  tame  as  fear  !  He  shall  not  win  a  smile. 
Or  a  pleased  look,  from  this  austerity. 
Though  it  would  pull  another  jointure  from  him. 
And  make  him  ev'ry  day  another  man. 
And  when  I  kiss  him,  till  I  have  my  will, 
May  I  be  barren  of  delights,  and  know 
Only  what  pleasures  are  in  dreams  and  guesses ! 

Livia,  A  strange  exordium  ! 

Bianea,  All  the  several  wrongs 
Done  by  imperious  husbands  to  their  wives 
These  thousand  years  and  upwards,   strengthen 
Thou  hast  a  brave  cause.  [thee  ! 

Maria,  And  I'll  do  it  bravely. 
Or  may  I  knit  my  life  out  ever  ajfter ! 

Livia.  In  what  part  of  the  world  got  she  this 
Yet  pray,  Maria,  look  before  you,  truly  !    [spirit? 
Besides  the  disobedience  of  a  wife, 
(Which  you  will  find  a  heavy  imputation, 
Wliich  yet  I  cannot  think  your  own)  it  shews 
So  distant  from  your  sweetness 

Maria,  'Tis,  I  swear. 

Livia.  Weigh  but  the  person,  and  the  hopes  you 
To  work  this  desperate  cure  !  [have 

Maria,  A  weaker  subject 
Would  shame  the  end  I  aim  at.     Disobedience  ? 
You  talk  too  tamely :  by  the  faith  I  have 
In  mine  own  noble  will,  that  childish  woman 
That  lives  a  prisoner  to  her  husband's  pleasure. 
Has  lost  her  making,  and  becomes  a  beast. 
Created  for  his  use,  not  fellowship  ! 

Livia.  His  first  wife  said  as  much. 

Maria.  She  was  a  fool. 
And  took  a  scurvy  course  :  Let  her  be  named 
'Mongst  those  that  wish  for  things,  but  dare  not 
I  have  a  new  dance  for  him.  [do  'em ; 

Livia,  Are  you  of  this  faith  ? 

Bianea.  Yes,  truly ;  and  will  die  in't. 

Livia,  Why  then,  let's  all  wear  breeches  ! 

Maria,  Now  thou  comest  near  the  nature  of  a 
woman: 
Hang  these  tame-hearted  eyasses,  that  no  sooner 
See  the  lure  out,  and  hear  their  husband's  holla. 
But  cry  like  kites  upon  'em  :  The  free  haggard 
(Which  is  that  woman  that  hath  wing,  and  knows 

it. 
Spirit  and  plume)  will  make  an  hundred  efaecks, 
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To  shew  her  finsedom,  sail  in  ererj  air, 
And  look  out  ererj  pleasure,  not  regarding 
Lure  nor  quarry  tUl  her  pitch  command 
What  she  desires  ;  making  her  founder'd  keeper 
Be  glad  to  fling  out  trains,  and  golden  ones, 
To  take  her  down  again. 

Lima.  You're  learned,  sister ; 
Yet  I  say  stiU,  take  heed  ! 

Maria,  A  witty  saying ! 
I'll  tell  thee,  Livia ;  had  this  fellow  tired 
As  many  wiyes  as  horses  under  him, 
With  spurring  of  their  patience ;  had  he  got 
A  patent,  with  an  office  to  reclaim  us, 
Confirm'd  by  parliament ;  had  he  aU  the  malice 
And  subtilty  of  devils,  or  of  us. 
Or  anything  that's  worse  than  both— ^ 

Livia,  Hey,  hey,  boys  I  this  is  excellent ! 

Maria,  Or  could  he 
Cast  his  wives  new  again,  like  bells,  to  make  'em 
Sound  to  his  will ;  or  had  the  fearful  name 
Of  the  first  breaker  of  wild  women ;  yet. 
Yet  would  I  undertake  this  man,  thus  single  ; 
And,  spite  of  all  the  freedom  he  has  reach'd  to. 
Turn  him  and  bend  him  as  I  list,  and  mould  him 
Into  a  babe  again,  that  aged  women. 
Wanting  both  teeth  and  spleen,  may  master  him. 

Bianca,  Thou  wilt  be  chronicled. 

Maria,  That's  all  I  aim  at. 

Livia,  I  must  confess  I  do  with  aU  my  heart 
Hate  an  imperious  husband,  and  in  time 
Might  be  so  wrought  upon^— > 

Bianca,  To  make  him  cuckold  ? 

Maria,  If  he  deserve  it. 

Livia,  Then  I'll  leave  ye,  ladies. 

Bianca.  Thou  hast  not  so  much  noble  anger  in 
thee. 

Maria.  Go  sleep,  go  sleep !  What  we  intend  to 
do 
Lies  not  for  such  starved  souls  as  thou  hast,  Livia. 

Livia.  Good  night!   The  bridegroom  will  be 
with  you  presently. 

Maria.  That's  more  tlum  you  know. 

Livia.  If  you  work  upon  him 
As  you  have  promised,  you  may  give  example. 
Which  no  doubt  will  be  foUow'd. 

Maria.  So! 

Bianca,  Good  night  I 
We'll  trouble  you  no  further. 

Maria,  If  you  intend  no  good,  pray  do  no  harm  I 

Livia,  None,  but  pray  for  you  I  IBxiu 

Bianca,  Cheer,  wench ! 

Maria.  Now,  Bianca, 
Those  wits  we  have,  let's  wind  them  to  the  height ! 
My  rest  is  up,  wench,  and  I  pull  for  that 
Will  make  me  ever  famous.    They  that  lay 
Foundations  are  half-builders,  all  men  say. 

EnUr  Jaqubs. 

Jaques,  My  master,  forsooth 

Maria.  Oh,  how  does  thy  master  ? 
Pr'ytfaee  commend  me  to  him. 

Jaques,  How  is  this  ? 

My  master  stays,  forsooth—— 

Maria.  Why,  let  him  stay ! 
Who  hinders  him,  forsooth  ? 

Jaques.  The  revel's  ended  now,— . 
To  visit  you. 

Maria.  I  am  not  sick. 

Jaques,  I  mean 
To  see  his  chamber,  forsooth. 


Maria,  Am  I  his  groom  ? 
Where  lay  he  last  night,  forsooth  ? 

Jaques.  In  the  low  matted  parlour. 

Maria.  There  lies  his  way,  by  the  long  gallery. 

Jaques.  I  mean  your  chamber.    You  are  very 
merry,  mistress. 

Maria.  'Tis  a  good  sign  I  am  sound-hearted, 
Jaques. 
But,  if  you'll  know  where  I  lie,  follow  me ; 
And  what  thou  seest,  deliver  to  thy  master. 

Bianca,  Do,  gentle  Jaques.  lExmaU. 

Jaques.  Ha  1  is  the  wind  in  that  door  ? 
By'r  lady,  we  shall  have  foul  weather  then ! 
I  do  not  like  the  shuffling  of  these  women  ; 
They  are  mad  beasts,  when  they  knock  their  beuis 

together: 
I  have  observed  them  all  this  day,  their  whi^>erB 
One  in  another's  ear ;  their  signs  and  pindies, 
And  breaking  often  into  violent  laughters. 
As  if  the  end  they  purposed  were  their  own. 
Call  you  this  weddings  ?  Sure  this  is  a  knavery, 
A  very  trick,  and  dainty  knavery ; 
Marvellous  finely  carried,  that's  the  comfort. 
What  would  these  women  do  in  ways  of  honour. 
That  are  such  masters  this  way  ?     Well,  my  sir 
Has  been  as  good  at  finding  out  these  toys. 
As  any  living ;  if  he  lose  it  now. 
At  his  own  peril  be  it  1  I  must  ifoUow.  [£nt. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Court  before  the  House  qf 
Petrdchio. 

ErUer  Semmts  with  ligkU,  PcrancBio,  PMnovna. 
MoRoao,  Tbanio,  and  Sopboclks. 

Petru,  You  that  are  married,  gentlemen,  hart 
For  a  round  wager  now  !  [at  yt, 

Soph,  Of  this  night's  stage  ? 

Petru,  Yes. 

Soph,  I  am  your  first  man :  A  pair  of  gloves 
Of  twenty  shillings. 

Petru,  Done !    Who  takes  me  up  next  ? 
I  am  for  all  bets. 

Mor,  Well,  lusty  Lawrence,  vrere  but  my  night 
now. 
Old  as  I  am,  I  would  make  you  clap  on  q>nrs. 
But  I  would  reach  you,  and  bring  you  to  your  trot 
I  would,  gallants.  [too ; 

Petru,  Well  said,  Good-will ;  but  where's  the 
staff,  boy,  ha  ? 
Old  father  Time,  your  hour-glass  is  empty. 

Tra.  A  good  tough  train  would  break  thee  sll  to 
pieces ; 
Thou  hast  not  breath  enough  to  say  thy  prayers. 

Petron.  See  how  these  boys  despise  us !-— WiD 
This  pride  will  have  a  fill.  [you  to  bed,  sod  ? 

Petru,  Upon  your  daughter ; 
But  I  shall  rise  again,  if  there  be  truth 
In  eggs,  and  butter'd  parsnips. 

Petron,  Will  you  to  bed,  son,  and  leave  tsDdng? 
To-morrow  morning  we  shall  have  you  look. 
For  all  your  great  words,  like  St.  George  at  King- 
ston, 
Running  a  foot-back  from  the  furious  dragon, 
That  with  her  angry  tail  belabours  him 
For  being  lazy. 

Tra.  His  courage  quendi*d,  and  so  far  quendi*<)— 

Petru.  'Tis  well,  sir. 
WTiat  then  f 

Soph.  Fty^fyfy  quoth  then  thefearjui  dwarf; 
Here  is  no  place  for  livinp 
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Pttru,  Well,  my  masters. 
If  I  do  sink  under  my  business,  as  I  find 
Tis  Terf  possible,  I  am  not  the  first 
That  has  miscarried  so ;  tbat  is  my  comfort ; 
Vhit  may  be  done  without  impeach  or  waste, 
I  on  aad  will  do. 

EnUr  Jaqusb. 

Hoir  DOW !  Is  my  fair  bride  a-bed  ? 

Jaqaet,  No  traly,  sir. 

PHron.  Not  a-bcd  yet?  Body  o'  me,  we'll  up 
And  riile  her !  Here's  a  coil  with  a  maidenhead ! 
Ill  not  entailed,  IS  it? 

Pftru,  If  it  be, 
111  try  all  the  law  i'  th'  land,  but  I'U  cut  it  off. 
I^'s  np,  let's  up ;  come  1 

Jt^ues.  That  yon  cannot  neither. 

Pftru.  Why? 

Jaques.  UnlesB 
ToB  will  drop  thro'  the  chimney  like  a  daw, 
Or  force  a  breach  i'  th'  windows ;  you  may  untile 
T^  boose,  'tis  possible. 

Petru.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Jaques.  A  moral,  sir ;  the  ballad  will  express  it : 

The  wind  and  the  xain 
Has  tnm'd  you  bock  again, 
And  you  cannot  be  lodged  therek 

Tht  truth  is,  all  the  doors  are  barricadoed  ; 
Net  a  cat-bole,  but  holds  a  murderer  in't : 
She's  Tictoall'd  for  this  month. 

Pftru.  Art  not  thou  drunk  ? 

S^,  He's  drunk,  he's  drunk  I    Come,  come  ; 

Jeqwt.  Yes.  yes,  [let's  up. 

1  m  dnmk !  Ye  may  go  up,  ye  may,  gentlemen ; 
B«t  take  heed  to  your  heads  :  I  say  no  more. 

Sop^  I'll  try  that.  lExit. 

Petnm.  How  dost  thou  say?  the  door  fast  lock'd, 
feUow  ? 

J^qua,  Yes,  troly,  sir,  'tis  lock'd,  and  guarded 
too; 
And  two  as  desperate  tongues  planted  behind  it, 
Ai  e'er  yet  batter'd :  They  stand  upon  their  ho. 

nours, 
Aed  will  not  give  np  without  strange  composition, 
I  *in  nsare  yon ;  marching  away  with 
^^  pieces  coek'd,  and  bullets  in  their  months, 
^iQoot  satisfy  them. 

Prtru.  How's  this  ?  how's  this  ? 
^ are?    Is  there  another  with  her  ? 

J*qfte9.  Yes,  marry  is  there,  and  an  engineer. 

i(«r.  Who's  that,  for  Heayen's  sake  ? 

^*qtie$.  Colonel  Bianca;  she  commands  the 
works ; 
^piBola's  bat  a  ditcher  to  her.    There's  a  half- 

moon ! 
j  a  but  a  poor  man,  but  if  yon'U  give  me  leaye, 
» J  Teatore  a  year's  wages,  draw  all  your  force 

before  it, 
Aad  mount  your  ablest  piece  of  battery, 
m  ftban  not  enter  it  these  three  nights  yet. 

Enter  SoraocLn. 

f*ttru.  I  should  langh  at  that,  good  Jaques. 

S^ph,  Beat  back  again ! 
^^'s  fortified  for  ever. 

Jytet.  Am  I  dmnk  now,  sir  ? 

%*.  He  that  dares  most,  go  up  now,  and  be 
I  aavt  'scaped  a  pretty  scouring.  [cool'd. 

^e<r«.  What,  are  they  mad  ?  haye  we  another 
iuer  do  not  tdk,  I  hope  ?  [bedlam  ? 


Soph.  Oh,  terribly, 
Extremely  fearful ;  the  noise  at  London  Bridge 
Is  nothing  near  her. 

Petru,  How  got  she  tongue  ? 

Soph,  As  you  got  tail ;  she  was  bom  to't. 

Petru,  Lock'd  out  a-doors,  and  on  my  wedding- 
Nay,  an  I  suffer  this,  I  may  go  graze.  [night  ? 
Come,  gentlemen,  I'll  batter.    Are  these  virtues  ? 

Soph,  Do,  and  be  beaten  off  with  shame,  as  I 


I  went  up,  came  to  th'  door,  knock'd,  nobody 

answer'd ; 
Knock'd  louder,  yet  heard  nothing;  would  have 
By  force ;  when  suddenly  a  water-work    [broke  in 
Flew  from  the  window  with  such  violence. 
That,  had  I  not  duck'd  quickly  like  a  friar. 
Cater  a  guts  neteit  $ 

The  chamber's  nothing  but  a  mere  Ostend ; 
In  every  window  pewter  cannons  mounted, 
You'll  quickly  find  with  what  they  are  charged,  sir. 

Petru.  Why  then,  tantara  for  us  ! 

Soph.  And  all  the  lower  works  Uned  sure  with 
small  shot. 
Long  tongues  with  firelocks,  that  at  twelve-score 

blank 
Hit  to  the  heart.    Now,  an  ye  dare  go  up 

Enter  Mabia  and  Bianco  above, 

Mor.  The  window  opens !  Beat  a  parley  first. 
I  am  so  much  amazed,  my  very  hair  stands. 

Petron,    Why,  how  now,   daughter.'     What, 
intrench'd  ? 

Maria.  A  little  guarded  for  my  safety,  sir. 

Petru,  For  your  safety,  sweetheart  ?  Why,  who 
I  come  not  to  use  violence.  [offends  you  ? 

Maria,  I  think 
You  cannot,  sir ;  I  am  better  fortified. 

Petru,  I  know  your  end ;  you  would  fain  reprieve 
A  night,  or  two.  [your  maidenhead 

Maria,  Yes,  or  ten,  or  twenty. 
Or  say  an  hundred ;  or,  indeed,  till  I  list  lie  with 
you. 

Soph.  That's  a  shrewd  saying !  From  this  pre- 
I  never  will  believe  a  silent  woman ;  [sent  hour 
When  they  break  out  they  are  bonfires. 

Petron,  Till  you  list  lie  with  him  ?     Why,  who 
are  you,  madam  ? 

Bianca,  That  trim  gentleman's  wife,  sir. 

Petru,  'Cry  you  mercy  !  do  you  command  too  ? 

Maria,  Yes,  marry  does  she,  and  in  chief. 

Bianca,  I  do  command,  and  you  shall  go  with- 
(I  mean  your  wife,)  for  this  night.  [out 

Maria.  And  for  the  next  too,  wench ;  and  so 

Petron.  Thou  wilt  not,  wilt  'a  ?      [as't  follows. 

Maria.  Yes,  indeed,  dear  father  ; 
And  till  he  seal  to  what  I  shall  set  down, 
For  anything  I  know,  for  ever. 

Soph.  Indeed  these  are  bugs-words. 

Tranio,  You  hear,  sir,  she  can  talk,  God  be 

Petru,  I  would  I  heard  it  not,  sir  !     [thanked  ! 

Soph.  I  find  that  all  the  pity  bestow 'd  upon  this 
Makes  but  an  anagram  of  an  ill  wife,  [woman 

For  she  was  never  virtuous. 

Petru,  You'll  let   me  in,  I  hope,  for  all  this 

Maria,  Hope  still,  sir.  [jesting  ? 

Petron.  You  will  come  down,  I  am  sure. 

Maria,  I  am  sure  I  will  not. 

Petron.  I'll  fetch  you  then. 

Bianca.  The  power  of  the  whole  county  can- 
not, sir. 
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Unless  we  please  to  yield ;  which  yet  I  think 
We  shall  not :  Charge  when  you  please,  you  shall 
Hear  quickly  from  us. 

Mor.  Heaven  bless  me  from 
A  chicken  of  thy  hatching !  Is  this  wiving  ? 

Peiru,  Pr'ythee,    Maria,   tell    me  what's  the 
reason, 
And  do  it  freely,  you  deal  thus  strangely  with  me  ? 
You  were  not  forced  to  marry :  your  consent 
Went  equally  with  mine,  if  not  before  it : 
I  hope  you  do  not  doubt  I  want  that  mettle 
A  man  should  have,  to  keep  a  woman  waking ; 
I  would  be  sorry  to  be  such  a  saint  yet : 
My  person,  as  it  is  not  excellent, 
So  'tis  not  old,  nor  lame,  nor  weak  with  physic, 
fiut  well  enough  to  please  an  honest  woman, 
That  keeps  her  house,  and  loves  her  husband. 

Maria.  'Tis  so. 

Petru.  My  means  and  my  conditions  are  no 
shamers 
Of  him  that  owes  'em,  (all  the  world  knows  that,) 
And  my  friends  no  reliers  on  my  fortunes. 

Maria.  All  this  I  believe,  and  none  of  all  these 
parcels 
I  dare  except  against ;  nay  more,  so  far 
I  am  from  making  these  the  ends  I  aim  at, 
These  idle  outward  things,  these  women's  fears, 
That  were  I  yet  unmarried,  free  to  chuse 
Through  all  the  tribes  of  man,  I  would  take  Pe- 

truchio 
In's  shirt,  with  one  ten  groats  to  pay  the  priest, 
Before  the  best  man  living,  or  the  ablest 
That  e'er  leap'd  out  of  Lancashire  :  and  they  are 
right  ones. 

Peiron.  Why  do  you  play  the  fool  then,  and 
stand  prating 
Out  of  the  window,  like  a  broken  miller  ? 

Petru.  If  you  will  have  me  credit  you,  Maria, 
Come  down,  and  let  your  love  confirm  it. 

Maria.  Stay 
There,  sir ;  that  bargain's  yet  to  make* 

Biarusa.  Play  sure,  wench ! 
The  pack's  in  thine  own  hand. 

Soph,  Let  me  die  lousy, 
If  these  two  wenches  be  not  brewing  knavery 
To  stock  a  kingdom  I 

Peiru.  Why,  this  is  a  riddle ; 
**  I  love  you,  and  I  love  yon  not." 

Maria.  It  is  so  ; 
And  till  your  own  experience  do  unty  it. 
This  distance  I  must  keep. 

Peiru.  If  you  talk  more, 
I  am  angry,  very  angry  ! 

Maria.  I  am  glad  on't,  and  I  will  talk. 

Peiru.  Pr'ythee,  peace ! 
Let  me  not  think  thou'rt  mad.  I  tell  thee,  woman, 
If  thou  goest  forward,  I  am  still  Petruchio. 

Maria,  And  I  am  worse,  a  woman  that  can  fear 
Neither  Petruchio  Furius,  nor  his  fame. 
Nor  anything  that  tends  to  our  allegiance : 
There's  a  short  method  for  you :  now  you  know  me. 

Peiru.  If  you  can  carry  't  so,  'tis  very  well. 

Bianca.  No,  you  shall  carry  it,  sir. 

Peiru.  Peace,  gentle  low-bell  I 

Peiron.  Use  no  more  words,  but  come  down 
I  charge  thee,  by  the  duty  of  a  child  !    [instantly  ; 

Peiru.  Pr'ythee  come,  Maria  !  I  forgive  all. 

Maria.  Stay  there  !  That  duty,  that  you  charge 
(If  you  consider  truly  what  yon  say,)  [me  by, 

Is  now  another  man's  ;  you  gave't  away 


I'  th'  church,  if  you  remember,  to  my  husband ; 
So  all  you  can  exact  now,  is  no  more 
But  only  a  due  reverence  to  your  person, 
Which  thus  I  pay  :  Your  blessiug,  and  I  am  gone 
To  bed  for  this  night. 

Peiron.  This  is  monstrous  ! 
That  blessing  that  St  Dunstan  gave  the  deril. 
If  I  were  near  thee,  I  would  give  thee,  whore ; 
Pull  thee  down  by  th'  nose  I 

Bianca.  Saints  should  not  rave,  air : 
A  little  rhubarb  now  were  excellent. 

Peiru,  Then,  by  that  duty  you  owe  to  me. 
Open  the  door,  and  be  obedient  1  [Maria, 

I  am  quiet  yet. 

Maria.  I  do  confess  that  duty : 
Make  your  best  on't. 

Peiru.  Why,  give  me  leave,  I  will. 

Bianca.  Sir,  there's  no  learning 
An  old  stiff  jade  to  trot ;  you  know  the  moral. 

Maria.  Yet,  as  I  take  it,  sir,  I  owe  no  more 
Than  you  owe  back  again. 

Peiru.  You  will  not  article  ? 
All  I  owe,  presently — let  me  but  up— I'll  paj. 

Maria,  You  are  too  hot,  and  such  prove  jadei 
at  length. 
You  do  confess  a  duty,  or  respect  to  me  from  you 

again, 
That's  very  near,  or  full  the  same  with  mine  ? 

Peiru,  Yes. 

Maria.  Then,  by  that  duty,  or  respect,  or  what 
You  please  to  have  it,  go  to  bed  and  leave  me. 
And  trouble  me, no  longer  with  your  fooling; 
For  know,  I  am  not  for  you. 

Peiru.  Well,  what  remedy  ?  [To  hU  Frimd4 

Peiron.  A  fine  smart  cudgel — Oh,  that  I  wer^ 
near  thee! 

Bianca.  If  you  had  teeth  now,   what  a  ca« 
were  we  in ! 

Mor.  These  are  the  most  authentic  rebels,  ne^ 
Tyrone,  I  ever  read  of. 

Maria.  A  week  henoe,  or  a  fortnight,  as  70^ 
bear  you, 
And  as  I  find  my  will  observed,  I  may, 
With  intercession  of  some  Mends,  be  brought 
May  be  to  kiss  you ;  and  so  quarterly 
To  pay  a  little  rent  by  composition. 
You  understand  me  ? 

Soph.  Thou,  boy,^thon ! 

Petru.  Well. 
There  are  more  maids  than  Maudlin  ;  that's  m! 
comfort. 

Maria.  Yes ;  and  more  men  than  Michael. 

Peiru.  I  must  not 
To  bed  with  this  stomach,  and  no  meat,  lady. 

Maria.  Feed  where  yon  will,  ao  it  be  sound  ad 
wholesome ; 
Else,  live  at  livery,  for  I'll  none  with  you. 

Bianca,  You  had  best  back  one  o'   th'  dai^ 
maids ;  they'll  carry : 
But  take  heed  to  your  girths,  yoa'Q  get  a  brui^ 
else. 

Peiru.  Now,  if  thou  wouldst  come  down,  an 
tender  me 
All  the  delights  due  to  a  marriage-bed ; 
Study  such  kisses  as  would  melt  a  man  ; 
And  turn  th3^e]f  into  a  tliousand  figures. 
To  add  new  flames  unto  me ;  I  would  stand 
Thus  heavy,  thus  regardless,  thus  despising 
Thee,  and  thy  best  allurings :  All  the  beauty 
That's  laid  upon  your  bodies^  mark  me  well, 
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(Yorwithoiit  doubt  your  minds  are  miflerable, 

Yoa  hiTe  no  masks  for  them,)  all  this  rare  beauty, 

Lay  bat  the  painter  and  the  silk-worm  by, 

Tbe  doctor  with  his  diets,  and  the  tailor, 

And  joa  appear  like  flea'd  cats ;  not  so  handsome. 

MariM.  And  we  appear,  like  her  that  sent  us 
hither. 
That  cnly  eacoeUent  and  beauteous  Nature, 
Tndj  ouTMhres,  for  men  to  wonder  at. 
Bet  too  difine  to  handle :  We  are  gold, 
lo  ov  own  natures  pure ;  but  when  we  suffer  . 
Tbe  husband's  stamp  upon  us,  then  allays, 
And  base  ones,  of  you  men,  are  mingled  with  us, 
And  make  as  blush  like  copper ! 

Petru,  Then,  and  never 
T31  then,  are  women  to  be  spoken  of; 
For  till  that  time  you  hare  no  souls,  I  take  it. 
Good  night ! — Come,  gentlemen !  I'll  fast  for  this 

night; 
Bat,  hy  this  hand—Well,  I  shall  come  up  yet  ? 

Maria.  No. 

Peiru.  There  will  I  watch  thee  like  a  wither'd 

laoaihah  nettfaer  have  meat,  fire,  nor  candle. 
Nor  tn]rthii^  that's  easy.     Do  you  rebel  so  soon  ? 
Yet  tike  mercy. 

BimuM,  Put  up  your  pipes ;   to  bed,  sir !    1*11 
A  month's  siege  will  not  shake  us.        [assure  you 

Mor.  WeU  said,  colonel ! 

Maria,  To  bed,  to  bed,  Petmchio !  Good  night, 
gentlemen  ! 
^oii'D  make  my  father  sick  with  sitting  up. 
Bne  jon  ihall  find  us  any  time  these  ten  days, 
lakss  we  may  march  off  with  our  contentment. 

Petru.  rn  hang  first  1 

Maria,  And  I'll  quarter,  if  I  do  not ! 
in  make  jou  know,  and  fear  a  wife,  Petmchio ; 
7^  my  cause  lies. 

\<n  hate  been  famous  for  a  woman-tamer, 
Aad  bear  the  fear'd  name  of  a  brave  wife-breaker : 
A  woman  now  shall  take  those  honoun  off,  and 

tame  you. 
%  netcr  look  so  big !  she  shall,  believe  me, 
^  I  am  she.    What  think  ye  ?— Good  night  to 
le  shall  find  oentinela [all 

Biaaea.  If  ye  dare  sally.  iSxtunt  above. 

Pffrwi.  The  devil's  in  'cm,  even  the  very  devil, 
ludown-rigfat  devil! 

f*firiL  ru  devil  'em;  by  these  ten  bones,  I 
will! 
Hbrini  it  to  th'  old  proverb,  *  No  sport,  no  pie.' 
f^f'  taken  down  i'  th'  top  of  all  my  speed  ? 
^  is  fine  dancing !     Gentlemen,  stick  tovie  : 
ipB  see  oor  freehold's  touch'd ;  and,  by  this  light. 


J*  »ili  beleaguer  'em,  and  either  starve  'em  out, 
•^  make 'cm  recreant. 

^^foa.  m  see  all  passages  stopt,  but  those 
about  'em# 
I*  ^  good  women  of  the  town  dare  succour  'em, 
^«sbaa  have  wars  indeed. 

S^pk.  Ill  stand  perdue  upon  'em. 

^^-  My  regiment  shall  lie  before. 
^ayu«.  I  think  so  ; 

*j*  grown  too  old  to  stand. 
V  n?^  1^8  iiif  and  each  provide  his  tackle ! 
;  f  U  fire  'em  out,  or  make  'em  take  their  pardons 
i    ,  J^*^  I  «ay)  on  their  bare  knees. 
A3>  I  PetnwWo,  fear'd,  and  spoken  of, 
^  on  my  wedding-night  am  I  thus  jaded  ? 

TSxettnL 

»«t.  II. 


SCENE  ly.— ^  HaU  in  the  tame. 
Enter  Rowulnd  and  Psdbo,  at  several  doors. 

Rowl,  Now,  Pedro  ? 

Pedro,  Very  busy,  Master  Rowland. 

Rowl.  What  haste,  man  ? 

Pedro.  I  beseech  you  pardon  me, 
I  am  not  mine  Y>wn  man. 

Rowl.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

Pedro.  No ;  but,  believe  me,  as  hasty 

Rowl,  The  cause,  good  Pedro  ? 

Pedro,  There  be  a  thousand,  sir.     You  are  not 

Rowl.  Not  yet.  [married  1 

Pedro.  Keep  yourself  quiet  then. 

Rowl.  Why? 

Pedro,  You'll  find  a  fiddle 
That  never  will  be  tuned  else :  From  all  women — 

lExit. 

Rowl,  What  ails  the  fellow,  tro  ? — Jaques  ? 

Enter  Jaqubs. 

Jaquee,  Your  friend,  sir ; 
But  very  full  of  business. 

Rowl.  Nothing  but  business  ? 
Pr'ythee  ^  reason  !  is  there  any  dying  ? 

Jaquee.  I  would  there  were,  sir  ! 

Rowl.  But  thy  business  ? 

Jaquee,  I'll  tell  you  in  a  word :  I  am  sent  to 
An  imposition  upon  souse  and  puddings,  [lay 

Pasties,  and  penny  custards,  that  the  women 
May  not  relieve  yon  rebels.    Fare  you  well,  sir ! 

Rowl.  How  does  my  mistress  ? 

Jaquee,  Like  a  resty  jade  ; 
She's  spoil'd  for  riding.  lExit. 

Rowl,  What  a  devil  ail  they  ? 
Custards,  and  penny  pasties,  fools  and  fiddles  ! 
What's  this  to  th'  purpose  ?— Oh,  well  met 

Enter  Sophoclss. 

iS'opA.  Now,  Rowland ! 
I  cannot  stay  to  talk  long. 

Rowl,  What's  the  matter  ? 
Here's  stirring,  but  to  what  end  ?  Whither  go  you  ? 

Soph.  To  view  the  works. 

Rowl,  What  works? 

Soph.  The  women's  trenches. 

Rowl,  Trenches  ?    Are  such  to  see  ? 

Soph,  I  do  not  jest,  sir. 

Rowl,  I  cannot  understand  you. 

Soph,  Do  not  you  hear 
In  what  a  state  of  quarrel  the  new  bride 
Stands  with  her  husband  ? 

Rowl,  Jjst  him  stand  with  her, 
And  there's  an  end. 

Soph,  It  should  be ;  but,  by'r  lady. 
She  holds  him  out  at  pike's  end,  and  defies  him, 
And  now  is  fortified.      Such  a  regiment  of  rutters 
Never  defied  men  braver  :  I  am  sent 
To  view  their  preparation. 

Rowl,  Tliis  is  news, 
Stranger  than  armies  in  the  air.    You  saw  not 
My  gentle  mistress  ? 

Soph,  Yes,  and  meditating 
Upon  some  secret  business  ;  when  she  had  found  it, 
She  leap'd  for  joy,  and  laugh'd,  and  straight  retired 
To  shun  Moroso. 

Rowl.  This  may  be  for  me. 

Soph,  Will  you  along  ? 

Rowl.  No. 

Soph.  Farewell.  lExit. 
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Rowl.  Farewell,  sir  ! — 
What  should  her  musing  mean,  and  what  her  joy 

in't 
If  not  for  my  advantage  ?    Stay  you !  may  not 
That  bob-tail  jade  Moroso,  witii  his  gold. 
His  gew-gaudes,  and  the  hope  she  has  to  send  him 
Quickly  to  dust,  excite  this  ? 

Enter  Litia  at  on$  door,  and  M(»oto  at  amothtr, 

hearkening. 
Here  she  comes ; 

And  yonder  walks  the  stallion  to  discover  I 
Yet  I'll  salute  her. — Save  you,  beauteous  miatress  1 

Lima.  The  fox  is  kennell'd  for  me. — Save  you, 

Rowl.  Why  do  yon  look  so  strange  ?  [sir ! 

Livia,  I  use  to  look,  sir, 
Without  examination. 

Mor,  Twenty  spur-ryals  for  that  word ! 

RowL  Belike  then 
The  object  discontents  you  ? 

Livia,  Yes,  it  does, 

Rowl,  Is't  come  to  this  ?  Tou  know  me»  do  you 
not? 

Livia.  Yes,  as  I  may  know  many,  by  repent- 

Rmol,  Why  do  you  break  3rour  ftdth  ?       [ance. 

Livia,  I'll  tell  yon  that  too : 
You  are  under  age,  and  no  band  holda  upon  you. 

Mor,  Excellent  wench ! 

Livia^  Sue  out  your  understanding. 
And  get  more  hair  to  cover  your  bare  knuckle  I 


(For  boys  were  made  for  nothing  but  dry  kisses) 
And«  if  you  can,  more  manners  ! 
Mor,  Better  still! 

Livia.  And  then,  if  I  want  Spaniah  gloves,  or 
stockings, 
A  ten-pound  waistcoat,  or  a  nag  to  hunt  on. 
It  may  be  I  shall  grace  you  to  accept  'em. 

Rowl,  Farewell  I  and  when  I  credit  women  more, 
May  I  to  Smithfield,  and  there  buy  a  jade 
(And  know  him  to  be  so)  that  breaks  lay  neck  ! 
Livia,  Because  I  have  known  you,  1*11  be  thus 
kind  to  you : 
Farewell,  and  be  a  man  !  and  I'll  provide  yon. 
Because  I  see  you're  desperate,  some  stand  diam- 

bermaid, 
That  may  relieve  yonr  youth  with  wholesome  doc- 
trine. 
Mor.    She's  mine  fifom  all  the  world! — Ha, 
Livia.  Ha,  chicken  1  [vrench ! 

{fiivee  him  a  bo*  on  the  tOTn  mmd  exit. 

Mor.  How's  this  ?  I  do  not  love  these  fiavonn. 

— Save  you  I 
Rowl.  The  devil  take  thee  I 

IWrinfft  him  bp  the  not. 
Mor.  Ohl 
Rowl.  There's  a  love-token  for  yon  !  thank  me 

now! 
Mor.  I'll  think  on  some  of  ye ;  and,  if  I  live. 
My  nose  alone  shall  not  be  play'd  withid.  lEseunt. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  l.^A  Room  in  the  House  qf  Pbtronius. 

Enter  Pstnomos  and  HoROflo. 

Petron.  A  box  o'  th'  ear,  do  you  say  ? 

Mor.  Yes,  sure,  a  sound  one  ; 
Beside  my  nose  blown  to  my  hand.     If  Cupid 
Shoot  arrows  of  that  weight,  I'll  swear  devoutly, 
He  has  sued  his  livery,  and  is  no  more  a  boy. 

Petron,  Yon  gave  her  some  ill  language  ? 

Mor,  Not  a  word. 

Petron.  Or  might  be  you  were  fumbling ! 

Mor.  'Would  I  had,  sir ! 
I  had  been  aforehand  then ;  but,  to  be  baflled, 
And  have  no  feeling  of  the  cause 

Petron,  Be  patient ; 
I  have  a  medicine  clapp'd  to  her  back  will  cure  her. 

Mor.  No,  sure  't  must  be  afore,  sir. 

Petron.  O'  my  conscience. 
When  I  got  these  two  wenches  (who  till  now 
Ne'er  shew'd  their  riding)  I  was  drunk  with  bas- 
Whose  nature  is  to  form  things  like  itself,     [tard, 
Heady  and  monstrous.    Did  she  slight  him  too  ? 

Mor.  That's  all  my  comfort !      A  mere  hobby- 
horse 
She  made  child  Rowland  :  *Sfoot,  she  would  not 

know  him. 
Not  give  him  a  free  look,  not  reckon  him 
Among  her  thoughts;  which  I  hdd  more  than 

wonder, 
I  having  seen  her  within  these  three  days  kiss  him. 
With  such  an  appetite  as  though  she  would  eat 
him. 

Petron.  There  is  some  trick  in  this.      How  did 
he  take  it? 

Mor.  Ready  to  cry,  he  ran  away. 
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Petron,  I  fear  her : 
And  yet  I  tell  you,  ever  to  my  anger 
She  is  as  tame  as  innocency.    It  may  be 
This  blow  was  but  a  fiivonr. 

Mor.  I'll  be  sworn 
'Twas  well  tied  on  then. 

Petron.  Go  to !  pray  forget  it : 
I  have  bespoke  a  priest,  and  within  these 

hours 
111  have  you  married  ;  will  that  please  yon  ? 

Mor,  Yes. 

Petron^  I'll  see  it  done  mysdf,  and  give  the  Isd; 
Such  a  sound  exhortation  for  this  knavery, 
m  warrant  you,  shall  make  her  smell  this  mont] 

Mor.  Nay,  good  sir,  be  not  violent  [on't 

Petron,  Neither 

Mor.  It  may  be 
Out  of  her  earnest  love  there  grew  a  longing^ 
(As  you  know  women  have  such  toys)  in  kindness 
To  give  me  a  box  o'  th'  ear,  or  so. 

Petron.  It  may  be. 

Mor.  1  reckon  for  the  best  still.    This  n%b 
I  shall  enjoy  her  ?  [the. 

Petron,  You  shall  handsel  her. 

Mor.  Old  as  I  am,  I'll  give  her  one  blow  fbr'l 
Shall  make  her  groan  this  twelvemonth. 

Petron.  Where's  yonr  jointure  ? 

Mor.  I  have  a  jointure  for  htr. 

Petron.  Have  your  counsel 
Perused  it  yet  ? 

Mor.  No  counsel  but  the  nigjit,  and  yonr  swe4 
Shall  e'er  peruse  that  jointure.  [dnnghtei 

Petron,  Xerj  well,  sir. 

Mor.  I'll  no  demurrers  on't,  nor  no  rejotndeR 
The  other's  ready  seal'd. 
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iVfrvn.  Come  tlien,  let's  comfort 
Mt  son  Fetrochio :  He's  like  little  children 
Vut  lose  thdr  baubles,  crying  ripe. 

Mor.  Pray  tell  me, 
Is  this  stem  woman  still  npon  the  flaunt 
Of  bold  defiance? 

Peirwi,  Sm,  and  still  she  shall  be, 
TOI  ihe  be  starred  out :  You  shall  see  such  justice, 
Hat  women  shall  be  glad,  alter  this  tempest, 
To  de  their  husbands*  shoes,  and  walk  their  horses. 

Jfflf.  That  were  a  merry  world ! — Do  you  hear 
the  rumour? 
They  ay  the  women  are  in  insurrection, 
And  mean  to  make  a 

Pttron.  They'll  sooner 
Dnv  vpoa  walls  as  we  do.    Let  'em,  let  'em  ! 
Well  ship  'em  out  in  cuck-stools ;  there  they'll 
A«  bn? e  Ccrfumbus  did,  till  they  discover        [sail 
The  happy  islands  of  obedience. 
We  stiy  too  long ;  come  ! 

ifor.  Now,  St.  George  be  with  us !         iExeuni. 


SCENE  Ih^The  Court  before  the  House  qf 
Pbtruchio. 

Enter  Litia  alone. 

Lifie.  Now,  if  I  can  but  get  in  handsomely, 
Ftfher,  I  shall  deceive  you ;  and  this  night. 
Fir  all  jonr  private  plotting,  I'll  no  we^ock  : 
I  I  hare  shifted  sail,  and  find  my  sister's  safety 
I  A  mt  retirement.    Pray  to  Heaven  that  Rowland 
;  Do  not  beUere  too  far  what  I  said  to  him  ! 
I  Fjt  yoo  old  foxcase  forced  me ;  that's  my  fear. 
^J,  let  me  see !  this  quarter  fierce  Petnichio 
Kt«ps  with  his  myrmidons :  I  must  be  sudden ; 
Hhe  seise  on  me,  I  can  look  for  nothing 
H  Birtisl-bw ;  to  thu  place  have  I  'scaped  him. 
Abore  there! 

Enter  Mama  and  Biajtca  oftove. 

Mono,  Quival&9 

^na.  A  friend. 

Bimea.  Whoare  jou? 

Ihne,  Look  out  and  know  I 

-i^wTa.  Alas,  poor  wench,  who  sent  thee  ? 
Wbat  weak  fool  made  thy  tongue  his  orator  ? 
1  bow  you  oome  to  parley. 

Utia.  You're  deceired. 
t!|ed  by  the  roodness  of  your  cause,  I  come 
T9  do  u  JOU  do. 

Maria,  You're  too  weak,  too  foolish, 
T)  chest  us  witii  your  smoothness :  Do  not  we  know 
^B  hast  been  kept  up  tame  ? 

Lhvu  Believe  mc  I 

-WiHa.  No;  pr'ytliee,  good  livia, 
^•^  thy  eloquence  somewhere  else. 
_*•«««.  Good  cousin, 

^  «p  your  pipes  ;  ire  are  not  for  your  palate  : 
Aas  1  we  know  who  sent  you. 

f-ivia.  0'  my  word 

*»«ca.  Stay  there ;  you  must  not  think  your 
word, 
^  ^  70V  maidmhead,  or  such  Sunday  oaths, 
•  v«m  after  even-aong,  can  inveigle  us 
^looae  oar  hand-faat :  Did  their  wisdoms  think 
^  K&t  yon  hither,  we  would  be  so  foolish 
To  eatettain  our  gentle  sister  Sinon, 
^Si^e  her  oredtt,  while  the  wooden  jade 
retrochio  stole  upon  OS?  No,  good  sister  I 
^hoBoc,  and  tdl  the  merry  Greeks  that  sent  you. 


Ilium  shall  bum,  and  I,  as  did  ^neas, 
Will  on  my  back,  'spite  of  the  myrmidons. 
Carry  this  warlike  lady,  and  through  seas 
Unknown,  and  unbelieved,  seek  out  a  land, 
Where,  like  a  race  of  noble  Amaxons, 
We'll  root  ourselves,  and  to  our  endless  glory 
Live,  and  despise  base  men ! 

Livia.  I'll  second  you. 

Bianco.  How  long  have  yon  been  thus  ? 

Livia,  That's  all  one,  cousin  ; 
1  stand  for  freedom  now. 

Bianea.  Take  heed  of  lying  ! 
For,  by  this  light,  if  we  do  credit  yon, 
And  find  you  tripping,  his  infliction 
That  killed  the  prince  of  Orange,  will  we  sport 
To  what  we  purpose. 

Xrtvto.  Let  me  feel  the  heaviest  \ 

Maria.  Swear  by  thy  sweetheart  Rowland,  (for 
by  your  maidenhead 
I  fear  'twill  be  too  late  to  swear)  you  mean 
Nothing  but  fair  and  safe,  and  honourable 
To  us,  and  to  yourself. 

Livia.  1  swear ! 

Bianea,  Stay  yet ! 
Swear  as  you  hate  Moroso,  (that's  the  surest) 
And  as  you  have  a  certain  fear  to  find  him 
Worse  than  a  poor  dried  Jack  ;  full  of  more  aches 
Tlian  Autumn  has ;  more  knavery,  and  usury. 
And  foolery,  and  brokery,  than  Dog's-Ditch ; 
As  yon  do  constantiy  believe  he's  nothing 
But  an  old  empty  bag  with  a  grey  beard. 
And  that  beard  such  a  bob-tail,  that  it  looks 
Worse  than  a  mare's  tail  eaten  off  with  flies ; 
As  you  acknowledge,  that  young  handsome  wench 
That  lies  by  such  a  Bilboa  blade,  that  bends 
With  ev'ry  pass  he  makes,  to  th'  hilts,  most  mise- 
A  dry-nurse  to  his  coughs,  a  fewterer  [ruble, 

To  such  a  nasty  fellow,  a  robbed  thing 
Of  all  delights  youth  looks  for ;  and,  to  end, 
One  cast  away  on  coarse  beef,  bom  to  brush 
That  everlasting  cassock  that  has  worn 
As  many  servants  out,  as  the  North-East  passage 
Has  consumed  sailors:  If  you  swear  this,  and  truly, 
Without  the  reservation  of  a  gown. 
Or  any  meritorious  petticoat, 
'Tis  like  we  shall  believe  you. 

Livia.  I  do  swear  it. 

Maria.  Stay  yet  a  littie !  Came  this  wholesome 
motion 
(Deal  truly,  sister)  from  your  own  opinion, 
Or  some  suggestion  of  the  foe  ? 

Livia.  Ne'er  fear  me  ! 
For,  by  that  little  faith  I  have  in  husbands, 
And  the  great  zeal  I  bear  your  cause,  1  come 
Full  of  that  liberty  you  stand  for,  sister ! 

Maria.  If  we  believe,  and  you  prove  recreant, 
Livia, 
Think  what  a  maim  you  give  the  noble  cause 
We  now  stand  up  for  !  Think  what  women  shall. 
An   hundred   years    hence,    speak    thee,    when 

examples 
Are  look'd  for,  and  so  great  ones,  whose  relations. 
Spoke,  as  we  do  'em,  wench,  shall  make  new  cus- 
toms! 

Bianea.  If  you  be  false,  repent,  go  home,  and 
A.nd  to  the  serious  women  of  the  city  [pray. 

Confess  yourself ;  bring  not  a  sin  so  heinous 
To  load  thy  soul  to  this  place.     Mark  me,  Livia ; 
If  thou  be'st  double,  and  betray'st  our  honours. 
And  we  fail  in  our  purpose,  get  thee  where 
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There  is  no  women  living,  nor  no  hope 
There  ever  shall  be  I 

Maria,  If  a  mother's  daughter, 
That  ever  heard  the  name  of  stubborn  husband, 
Find  thee,  and  know  thy  sin 

Bianca,  Nay  if  old  age, 
One  that  has  worn  away  the  name  of  woman. 
And  no  more  left  to  know  her  by  but  railing, 
No  teeth,  nor  eyes,  nor  legs,  but  wooden  ones, 
Come  but  i'  the  windward  of  thee,  for  sure  she'll 

smell  thee, 
Thou'lt  be  so  rank ;  she'll  ride  thee  like  a  night- 
mare, 
And  say  her  prayers  backward  to  undo  thee ; 
She'll  curse  thy  meat  and  drink,  and,  when  thou 

marriest, 
Clap  a  sound  spell  for  ever  on  thy  pleasures. 

ifarta-   Children  of  five  year  old,  like  little 
fairies, 
Will  pinch  thee  into  motley ;  all  that  ever 
Shall  live  and  hear  of  thee,  I  mean  aU  women, 
Will  (like  so  many  furies)  shake  their  keys. 
And  toss  their  flaming  distaffs  o'er  their  heads. 
Crying,  revenge  !  Take  heed ;  'tis  hideous. 
Oh,  'tis  a  fearful  office  !   If  thou  hadst 
(Though  thon  be'st  perfect  now)  when  thou  earnest 
A  false  imagination,  get  thee  gone,  [hither 

And,  as  my  learned  cousin  said,  repent ! 
This  place  is  sought  by  soundness. 

Xrivia.  So  I  seek  it, 
Or  let  met  me  be  a  most  despised  example  ! 

Maria,  I  do  believe  thee ;  be  thou  worthy  of  it  I 
You  come  not  empty  ? 

Livia,  No,  here's  cakes  and  cold  meat, 
And  tripe  of  proof;  behold  here's  wine  and  beer  ! 
Be  sudden,  I  shall  be  surprised  else. 

Maria,  Meet  at  the  low  parlour-door ;  there  lies 
a  close  way ; 
What  fond  obedience  you  have  living  in  you. 
Or  duty  to  a  man,  before  you  enter 
Fling  it  away ;  *twill  but  defile  our  offerings. 

Bianea.  Be  wary  as  you  come. 

Livia.  I  warrant  yon.  lExeunL 


SCENE  III.— ^  Street. 
Enter  l%ru  Maids. 

1  Maid.  How  goes  your  business,  girls  ? 

2  Maid.  A-foot,  and  fair. 

3  Maid.  If  fortune  favour  us.     Away  to  your 

strength ! 
The  country  forces  are  arrived.    Be  gone ! 
We  are  discovered  else. 

1  Maid,  Arm,  and  be  valiant ! 

2  Maid.  Think  of  our  cause  ! 

3  Maid.  Our  justice  ! 

1  Maid.  *Tis  sufficient  iExeunt 


I 


SCENE  IV,— Another  Street. 
Enter  Rowlahd  and  TRAino»  teveraUjf. 

Tra.  Now,  Rowland  ? 

RowL  How  do  you  ? 

Tra,  How  dost  thon,  man  ? 
Thou  look'st  iU. 

Rowl.  Yes.    Pray  can  you  tell  me,  Tranio, 
Who  knew  the  devil  first  ? 

Tra.  A  woman. 


Rowl.  So. 
Were  they  not  well  acquainted  ? 

Tra.  May  be  so. 
For  they  had  certain  dialogues  together. 

Rowl.  He  sold  her  fruit,  I  take  it? 

Tra.  Yes,  and  cheese 
That  choak'd  all  mankind  after. 

Rowl.  Canst  thou  tell  me 
Whether  that  woman  ever  had  a  faith. 
After  she  had  eaten  ? 

Tra,  That  is  a  school-question. 

Rowl.  No,  'tis  no  question;   for  believe  iriei 
Tranio, 
That  cold  fruit,  after  eating,  bred  nought  in  her 
But  windy  promises,  and  cholic  vows, 
That  broke  out  both  ways.  Thou  hast  heard,  I  an 
Of  Esculapius,  a  far-famed  surgeon,  [sure, 

One  that  could  set  together  quarter'd  traitors. 
And  make  'em  honest  men. 

Tra.  How  dost  thou,  Rowland  ? 

Rowl.  Let  him  but  take  (if  he  dare  do  a  etuv 
Shall  get  him  fame  indeed)  a  faithless  ^-ooian, 
(There  will  be  credit  for  him  that  will  speak  him) 
A  broken  woman,  Tranio,  a  base  woman. 
And  if  he  can  cure  such  a  wreck  of  hoaour. 
Let  him  come  here  and  practise  \ 

Tra.  Now,  for  honour's  sake. 
Why,  what  aU'st  thou,  Rowland  ? 

Rowl.  I  am  ridden,  Tranio, 
And  spur-gall'd  to  the  life  of  patience, — 
Heaven  keep  my  wits  together ! — by  a  thing 
Our  worst  thoughts  are  too  noble  for,  a  woman. 

Tra.  Your  mistress  has  a  little  frown'd,  it  ma 

Rowl,  She  was  my  mistress.  [be 

Tra.  Is  she  not  ? 

Rowl.  No,  Tranio : 
She  has  done  me  such  disgrace,  so  spitefully. 
So  like  a  woman  bent  to  my  undoing, 
That  henceforth  a  good  horse  shall  be  my  mistress 
A  good  sword,  or  a  book.    And  if  you  see  her. 
Tell  her,  I  do  beseech  you,  even  for  love's  sake-^ 

Tra,  I  will,  Rowland. 

Rowl.  She  may  sooner  count  the  good 
I  have  thought  her,  our  old  love  and  our  rriendshij 
Shed  one  true  tear,  mean  one  hour  constantly. 
Be  old  and  honest,  married  and  a  maid. 
Than  make  me  see  her  more,  or  more  believe  h« 
And  now  I  have  met  a  messenger,  farewell,  sir  ! 

Tra.  Alas,  poor  Rowland  !  I  will  do  it  for  thet 
This  is  that  dog  Moroso  ;  but  I  hope 
To  see  him  cold  i'  th'  mouth  first,  ere  he  enjoy  hel 
I'll  watch  this  young  man;  desperate  thoughi 

may  seize  him, 
And,  if  my  purse  or  counsel  can,  I'll  ease  him. 


SCENE  V A  Room  in  the  House  qf 

Petruchio. 
Enter  PsiaucBio,  PamoNiua,  Moaoao*  and  Soraoct^KSt 

Petru.  For,  look  you,  gentlemen,  say  that 
grant  her. 
Out  of  my  free  and  liberal  love,  a  pardon. 
Which  you  and  all  men  else  know,  she  deserves  nd 
C  Teneatie,  amici)  can  all  the  world  leave  laughiod 
Petron,  I  thiiGc  not.  ' 

Petru,  No,  by  Heaven,  they  cannot ! 
For  pray  consider,  have  yon  ever  read. 
Or  heard  of,  or  can  any  man  imagine* 
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So  stiff  a  Tom-boy,  of  so  set  a  malice, 

And  sudi  a  brazen  resolution , 

As  this  young  crab-tree  ?  and  then  answer  me  \ 

And  mark  but  this  too,  friends,  without  a  cause. 

Not  a  foul  word  come  cross  her,  not  a  fear 

She  justly  can  take  hold  on ;  and  d*ye  think 

I  must  sleep  out  my  anger,  and  endure  it, 

Sow  pillows  to  her  ease,  and  lull  her  mischief  ? 

Give  me  a  spindle  first !  No,  no,  my  masters, 

Were  she  as  fair  as  Nell-a-Greece,  and  housewife 

As  good  as  the  wise  sailor's  wife,  and  young  still, 

Nerer  abore  fifteen,  and  these  tricks  to  it, 

She  should  ride  the  wild-mare  once  a-week,  she 

should, 
Bdiere  me,  friends,  she  should !  I  would  tabor  her, 
'Till  all  the  legions  that  are  crept  into  her, 
Flew  out  with  fire  i'  th'  tails. 

Soph.  Methinks  you  err  now  ; 
For  to  me  seems,  a  little  sufferance 
Were  a  far  surer  cure. 

Petru.  Yes,  I  can  suffer. 
Where  I  see  promises  of  peace  and  amendment, 

Mor.  Give  ber  a  few  conditions. 

Peiru.  I'll  be  hang'd  first ! 

Petron,  Give  her  a  crab-tree  cudgel ! 

Peiru.  So  I  will ; 
And  after  it  a  flock-bed  for  her  bones, 
And  hard  eggs,  till  they  brace  her  like  a  drum, 
She  shall  be  pamper'd  with  ; 
She  shall  not  know  a  stool  in  ten  months,  gentle* 

Soph.  This  must  not  be.  [men. 

EnUr  jAquBS. 

Jaques.  Arm,  arm  I  out  with  your  weapons  ! 
For  all  the  women  in  the  kingdom's  on  ye  ; 
They  swarm  like  wasps,  and  nothing  can  destroy 

'em, 
fiat  stopping  of  their  hive,  and  smothering  of 'em. 

EnUr  PaDKo. 

Pedro.  Stand  to  your  guard,  sir  !  all  the  devils 
extant 
Are  broke  upon  us  like  a  cloud  of  thunder ; 
There  are  more  women  marching  hitherward. 
Id  rescue  of  my  mistress,  than  e'er  tum'd  tail 
At  Sturbridge-fsir,  and  I  believe  as  fiery. 

Jaquet,  The  forlorn-hope's  led  by  a  tanner's  wife, 
(I  know  her  by  her  hide)  a  desp'rate  woman ; 
She  flead  her  husband  in  her  youth,  and  made 
Reins  of  his  hide  to  ride  the  parish.    Take  'em  all 

together. 
They  are  a  genealogy  of  jennets,  gotten 
And  bom  £hus,  by  the  boisterous  breath  of  hus- 
bands; 
They  serve  «nre,  and  are  swift  to  catch  occasion 
(I  mean  their  foes  or  husbands)  by  the  forelocks, 
And  there  they  hang  like  favours  :  cry  they  can, 
Bat  more  for  noble  spite  than  fear ;  and  crying 
like  the  old  giants  that  were  foes  to  Heaven, 
They  heave  ye  stool  on  stool,   and  fling  main 

pot-lids 
like  massy  rocks,  dart  ladles,  tossing  irons, 
And  tongs  like  thunderbolts,  till  overlaid, 
They  fall  beneath  the  weight ;  yet  still  aspiring 
At  those  imperious  codsheads,   that  would  tame 

'em. 
There's  ne'er  a  one  of  these,  the  worst  and  weakest, 
(Choose  where  you  will)  but  dare  attempt  the 
Against  the  sovereign  peace  of  Puritans,    [raising, 
A  Maj.pole  and  a  morris,  maugre  mainly 
Their  zeal,  and  dudgeon-daggers  ;  and  yet  more, 


Dares  plant  a  stand  of  batt'ring  ale  against  'em, 
And  drink  'em  out  o'  th'  parish. 

Soph,  Lo  you,  fierce 
Petmchio !  this  comes  of  your  impatience. 

Pedro,  There's  one  brought  in  the  bears,  against 
the  canons 
Of  the  town,  made  it  good,  and  fought  'em. 

Jaques,  Another,  to  her  everlasting  fame,  erected 
Two  ale-houses  of  ease,  the  quarter  sessions 
Running  against  her  roundly ;  in  which  business 
Two  of  the  disanullers  lost  their  night-caps  ; 
A  third  stood  excommunicate  by  th'  cudgel ; 
The  constable,  to  her  eternal  glory. 
Drunk  hard,  and  was  converted,  and  she  victor. 

Pedro,  Then  are  they  victualled  with  pies  and 
puddings, 
(The  trappings  of  good  stomachs)  noble  ale 
(The  true  defender,)  sausages,  and  smoked  ones. 
If  need  be,  such  as  serve  for  pikes  ;  and  pork 
(Better  the  Jews  ne'er  hated)  here  and  thiere 
A  bottle  of  metheglin,  a  stout  Briton 
That  will  stand  to  'em  ; 
What  else  they  want,  they  war  for. 

Petni,  Come  to  council ! 

Soph,  Now  you  must  grant  conditions,  or  the 
kingdom 
Will  have  no  other  talk  but  this. 

Petron,  Awaj  then, 
And  let's  advise  the  best ! 

Soph.  Why  do  you  tremble  ? 

Mor,  Have  I  lived  thus  long  to  be  knockt  o'  th' 
head 
With  half  a  washing  beetle  ?  Pray  be  wise,  sir. 

Petru,  Come ;  something  I'll  do ;  but  what  it 
is,  I  know  not. 

Soph.  To  council  then,  and  let's   avoid   their 
follies ! 
Guard  all  the  doors,  or  we  shall  not  have  a  cloak 
left.  iExeunt. 


SCENE  VI. — The  Court  be/ore  the  House, 

Enter  PrmomuSj  Pctruchio.  Moroso,  Sophocles,  and 

Trakio. 

Petron,  I  am  indifferent,  though,  I  must  confess, 
I  had  rather  see  her  carted. 

Tra.  No  more  of  that,  sir. 

Soph.  Are  ye  resolved  to  give  her  fair  conditions  ? 
'Twill  be  the  safest  way. 

Petru,  I  am  distracted ! 
'Would  I  had  run  my  head  into  a  halter 
When  I  first  woo'd  her  !  if  I  offer  peace. 
She'll  urge  her  own  conditions  ;  that's  the  devil. 

Soph.  Why,  say  she  do  ? 

Petru.  Say,  I  am  made  an  ass  (hen ! 
I  know  her  aim  :  May  I  with  reputation, 
(Answer  me  tliis)  witli  safety  of  mine  honour. 
After  the  mighty  manage  of  my  first  wife. 
Which  was  indeed  a  fury  to  this  fiUy, 
After  my  twelve  strong  labours  to  reclaim  her. 
Which  would  have  made  Don  Hercules  horn-mad, 
And  hid  him  in  his  hide,  suffer  this  Cicely, 
Ere  she  have  warm'd  my  sheets,  ere  grappled  with 

me, 
This  pink,  this  painted  foist,  this  cockle-boat. 
To  hang  her  fights  out,  and  defy  me,  friends, 
A  well-known  man  ot  ^ar  ?  If  this  be  equal. 
And  I  may  suffer,  say,  and  I  have  done. 

Petron.  I  do  not  think  you  may. 

Tra.  You'll  make  it  worse,  sir. 
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Soph,  Pray  hear  me,  good  Petmchio.   But  eTcn 
You  were  contented  to  give  all  conditionSi     [now, 
To  try  how  far  she  would  carry :  Tis  a  folly 
(And  yoa  will  find  it  ao)  to  clap  the  curb  on. 
Ere  you  be  sure  it  proves  a  natural  wildneu, 
And  not  a  forced.    Give  her  conditions  ; 
For,  on  my  life,  this  trick  is  put  into  her 

Petron.  I  should  believe  so  too. 

Soph.  And  not  her  own. 

Tra.  You'll  find  it  so. 

Soph,  Then,  if  she  flounder  with  you. 
Clap  spurs  on ;  and  in  this  you'll  deal  with  tem- 
Avoid  the  hurry  of  the  world [perauce, 

Tra,  And  lose 

Mor,  No  honour  on  my  life,  sir. 

Petru.  I  will  do  it.  IMutie  0bove. 

Petron,  It  seems  they  are  very  merry. 

BnUr  JAqvBS. 

Petru,  Why,  God  hold  it  1 

Mor.  Now,  Jaques  ? 

Jaque*.  They  are  i'  th'  flaunt,  sir. 

Soph,  Yes,  we  hear  'em. 

Jaques.  They  have  got  a  stick  of  fiddles,  afid 
they  firk  it 
In  wond'rous  ways  :  The  two  grand  capitanoes 
(They  brought  the  auxiliary  regiments) 
Dance  with  their  coats  tuck'd  up  to  their  bare 

breeches. 
And  bid  the  kingdom  kiss  'em  ;  that's  the  burden. 
They  have  got  metheglin,  and  audacious  ale, 
And  talk  like  tyrants. 

Petron,  How  know'st  thou  ? 

Jaques,  I  peep'd  in 
At  a  loose  lansket. 

Tra,  Hark  I 

Petron,  A  song  I  Pray  silence. 

SONG. 
A  health  for  all  this  day. 
To  the  woman  that  bears  the  tway, 

And  wear  the  brooches  ; 

Lot  It  como«  let  it  oome. 
Let  this  health  be  a  seal. 
For  the  good  of  the  common<weal«    ' 

The  woman  shall  wear  the  breeches ! 
Let's  drink  then  and  laugh  It, 
And  merrily,  merrily  quaff  It, 
And  tipple,  and  tipple  a  round : 

Here's  to  thy  fool. 

And  to  my  fool ; 

Come,  to  all  fools. 
Though  it  cost  us,  wench,  many  a  pomid. 

Mor,  They  look  out. 
[^All  the  Women  appear  adove.  Citizens,  and  Country 
Women. 

Petru,  Good  even,  ladies ! 

Maria,  Good  you  good  even,  sir  ! 

Petru,  How  have  yon  slept  to-night  ? 

Maria,  Exceeding  well,  sir. 

Petru,  Did  yon  not  wish  me  with  you  ? 

Maria,  No,  believe  me, 
I  never  thought  upon  you. 

Coun,  Is  &at  he  P 

Bianea,  Yes. 

Coun,  Sir ! 

Soph.  She  has  drank  hard :  Mark  her  hood. 

Coun,  You  are 

Soph.  Learnedly  drunk,  I'll  hang  dse.    Let  her 
utter. 

Coun.  And  I  must  tell  you  viva  voce,  friend, 
A  very  foolish  fellow. 


come 


Tra.  There's  an  ale-figure* 

Petru,  I  thank  you,  Susan  Brotes. 

Cit,  Forward,  sister. 

Coun.  You  have  espoused  here  a  hearty  woman, 
A  comely,  and  courageous—— 

Petru.  Well,  I  hove  so, 

Coun,  And,  to  the  comfort  of  distressed  damsels^ 
Women  out-worn  in  wedlock,  and  such  vessela. 
This  woman  has  defied  you. 

Petru,  It  should  seem  so. 

Coun.  And  why  ? 

Petru,  Yes,  can  you  tell  ? 

Coun.  For  thirteen  causes. 

Petru.  Pray,  by  your  patience,  mistresa 

Cit,  Forward,  sister  I 

Petru,  Do  you  mean  to  treat  of  all  these  ? 

Cit.  Who  shall  let  her  ? 

Petron,  Do  you  hear,  velvet-hood  ?  v 
To  hear  your  doctrine.  [not 

Coun.  For  the  first,  I  take  it, 
It  doth  divide  itself  into  seven  branches. 

Petru.  Hark  you,  good  Maria, 
Have  you  got  a  catechiser  here  ? 

Tra,  G(x>d  zeal ! 

Soph,  Good  three-piled  predicatioii,   will   yoa 
And  hear  the  cause  we  oome  for  ?  [peace, 

Coun.  Yes,  bob-tails. 
We  know  the  cause  yon  come  for;  here's    the 
cause  : —  iPeimtimff  to  BLasiA. 

Bot  never  hope'to  carry  her,  never  dream 
Or  flatter  your  opinions  with  a  thought 
Of  base  repentance  in  her. 

Cit.  Give  me  sack  1 
By  this,  and  next,  strong  ale 

Coun.  Swear  forward,  sister ! 

Cit,  By  all  that's  cordial,  in  this  place  well 
bury 
Our  bones,  fiunes,  tongues,  our  triumphs,  and  then 
That  ever  yet  was  chronicled  of  woman,  [all 

But  this  brave  wench,  this  excellent  despiser, 
This  bane  of  dull  obedience,  shall  inherit 
Her  liberal  will,  and  march  off  with  oonditiona 
Noble  and  worth  herself. 

Coun,  She  shall,  Tom  Tilers, 
And  brave  ones  too.    My  hood  shall  make  a  hearve- 
And  I'll  lie  under  it  like  Joan  o'Gaunt,       [doth. 
Ere  1  go  less  ;  my  distaff  stuck  up  by  me. 
For  the  eternal  trophy  of  my  conquests, 
And  loud  IWe  at  my  head  with  two  main  bottles 
Shall  fill  to  all  the  world,  the  glorious  fall 
OfoldDonGiUian* 

Cit.  Yet  a  littb  further. 
We  have  taken  arms  in  rescue  of  this  lady^ 
Most  just  and  noble  :  If  ye  beat  us  off, 
Without  conditions,  and  we  recant. 
Use  us  as  we  deserve ;  and  first  degrade  na 
Of  all  our  ancient  chambering,  next  that 
The  symbols  of  our  secresy,  silk  stockings 
Hew  off  our  heels ;  our  petticoats  of  arms 
Tear  off  our  bodies,  and  our  bodkins  break 
Over  our  coward  heads. 

Coun^  And  ever  after, 
To  make  the  taintnre  most  notorious. 
At  all  our  crests  (videlicet,  our  placketa) 
Let  laces  hang,  and  we  return  again 
Unto  our  former  titles,  dairy-maids  t 

Petru.  No  more  wars  1   Puissant  ladiea,  shew 
And  freely  I  accept  'em.  [conditioiia, 

Maria,  Call  in  Livia  $ 
She's  in  the  treaty  too. 
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Enter  lanx  above, 
Mor.  How !  liTia  ? 
Maria.  Hear  yaa  that,  sir  ? 
There's  the  condtdons  for  jon ;  pray  penue  'em. 

iThrowi  down  a  paper. 

Patron,  Yes,  there  she  is :  It  had  been  no  right 
rebellion, 
Htd  she  held  off.    What  think  yon,  man  ? 

Mor.  Nay,  nothing : 
I  htve  enough  o*  th'  prospect.    O'  my  conscience, 
The  world's  end  and  the  goodness  of  a  woman 
Will  come  together. 

Pttnm.  Are  you  there,  sweet  lady  ? 

Livta.  'Cry  you  mercy,  sir  i  I  saw  yon  not :  Your 
blessing ! 

Petron,  Yes,  when  I  bless  a  jade  that  stumbles 
How  are  the  articles  ?  [with  me. 

Livia.  This  is  for  yon,  sir ; 
And  I  shall  think  upon't. 

IThrotee  a  paper  to  Moroso. 

Mor,  You  have  used  me  finely ! 

Livia.  There  is  no  other  use  of  thee  now  extant, 
Bat  to  be  hung  up,  cassock,  cap,  and  all. 
For  some  strange  monster  at  Apothecaries. 

Petnm.  I  hear  you,  whore ! 

Livia,  I  must  be  his  then,  sir ; 
For  need  will  then  compel  me. 

Cii.  Blessing  on  thee ! 

Livia.  He  wUi  undo  me  in  mere  pans  of  coals, 
To  make  him  lusty. 

Petron.  There  is  no  talking  to  'em. — 
How  are  they,  sir  ? 

Petru.  As  1  expected  :  Liberty  and  clothes, 

IReads. 
When,  and  in  what  way  she  will ;  continual  monies. 
Company,  and  all  the  house  at  her  dispose  ; 
No  tongue  to  say,  lehff  is  this :  or,  whither  will  it  9 
New  coaches,  and  some  buildings,  she  appoints 

here ; 
Hangings,  and  hunting-horses ;  and  for  plate 
And  jewels,  for  her  private  use,  I  take  it. 
Two  thousand  pound  in  present ;  then  for  music 
And  women  to  read  French-^— 

Petron.  This  must  not  be. 

Petrti.  And  at  the  latter  end  a  clause  put  in. 


That  Livia  shall  by  no  man  be  importuned, 
This  whole  month  yet,  to  marry. 

Petron.  This  is  monstrous  ! 

Petru.  This  shall  be  done;  I'll  humour  her 
awhile: 
If  nothing  but  repentance  and  undoing 
Can  win  her  love,  I'll  make  a  shift  for  one. 

Soph.  When  you  are  once  a-bed,  all  these  con- 
lie  under  your  own  seal.  [ditions 

Maria.  Do  you  like  'em? 

Petru.  Yes; 
And,  by  that  fidth  I  gave  you  'fore  the  priest, 
I'll  ratify  'em. 

Coun.  Stay !  what  pledges  ? 

Maria.  No,  I'll  take  that  oath. 
But  have  a  care  you  keep  it ! 

Cit.  'Tisnotnow 
As  when  Andrea  lived. 

Coun.  If  you  do  juggle. 
Or  alter  but  a  letter  of  these  articles 
We  have  set  down,  the  self-same  persecution — 

Maria.  Mistrust  him  not. 

Petru.  By  all  my  honesty 

Maria.  Enough ;  I  yield. 

Petron.  What's  this  inserted  here  ? 

Soph,  That  the  two  valiant  women  that  com- 
mand here 
Shall  have  a  supper  made  'em,  and  a  large  one, 
And  liberal  entertainment  without  grudging. 
And  pay  for  all  their  soldiers. 

Petru.  That  shall  be  too ; 
And  if  a  tun  of  wine  will  serve  to  pay  'em. 
They  shall  have  justice.     I  ordain  ye  all 
Paymasters,  gentlemen. 

Tra.  Then  we  shall  have  sport,  boys  ! 

Maria.  We'll  meet  you  in  the  parlour. 

Petru.  Ne'er  look  sad,  air ; 
For  I  wiU  do  it. 

Soph.  There's  no  danger  in't 

Petru.  For  Livia's  article,  you  shall  observe  it ; 
I  have  tied  myself. 

Petron,  1  wilL 

Petru.  Along  then ! — ^Now 

Either  I  break,  or  this  stiff  plant  must  bow. 

lExeunt. 


ACT   III, 


SCENE  h-^A  Street. 
Enter  Tkakio  and  Rowland.  ' 


Tra.  Come,  you  shall  take  my  counsel. 
Boml.  I  diall  hang  first ! 
Ill  no  more  love,  tluit's  certain ;  'tis  a  bane, 
Next  that  they  poison  rats  with,  the  most  mortal. 
No,  I  thank  Heaven,  I  have  got  my  sleep  again, 
And  now  begin  to  write  sense ;  I  can  walk  ye 
A  long  hour  in  my  chamber  like  a  man, 
And  think  of  something  that  may  better  me, 
Some  serious  point  of  learning  or  my  state : 
No  more  ah-me^n,  and  misereri*Bt  Tranio, 
Come  near  my  brain.    I'll  tell  thee ;  had  the  devil 
Bnt  any  essence  in  him  of  a  man, 
jjid  could  be  brought  to  love,  and  love  a  woman, 
iWild  make  his  head  ache  worser  than  his  horns 

do. 
And  firk  him  with  a  fire  he  never  felt  yet. 


Would  make  him  dance.     I  tell  thee;  there  is 

nothing 
(It  may  be  thy  case,  Tranio,  therefore  hear  me) 
Under  the  sun  (reckon  the  mass  of  follies 
Crept  into  th'  world  with  man^  so  desperate, 
So  mad,  so  senseless,  poor  and  base,  so  wretched, 
Roguy,  and  scurvy 

Tra.  Whither  wilt  thou,  RowUnd  ? 

RowJ.  As  'tis  to  be  in  love. 

Tra.  And  why,  for  Virtue  sake  ? 

Rowl.  And  why,  for  Virtue's  sake  I    Dost  thou 

Tra.  No,  by  my  troth.  [not  conceive  me  ? 

Rowl,  Pray  then,  and  heartily. 
For  fear  thou  fall  into't.     I'll  tell  thee  why  too, 
For  I  have  hope  to  save  thee  :  When  thou  lovest, 
And  first  be^n'st  to  worship  the  gilt  calf, 
ImprimiSf  thou  hast  lost  thy  gentry. 
And,  like  a  'prentice,  flung  away  thy  fireedom ; 
Forthwith  thou  art  a  slave. 
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Tra.  That's  a  new  doctrine. 

Rowl.  Next,  thou'rt  no  more  man. 

Tra.  What  then? 

Rowl,  A  frippery ; 
Nothing  but  braided  hair,  and  penny  ribband, 
Glove,  garter,  ring,  rose,  or  at  best  a  swabber ; 
If  thou  canst  love  so  near  to  keep  thy  making, 
Yet  thon  wilt  lose  thy  language. 

Tra.  Why? 

Rowl.  Oh,  Tranio ! 
Those  things  in  love  ne'er  talk  as  we  do. 

Tra.  No? 

Rowl.  No,  without  donbt ;  they  sigh,  and  shake 
And  sometimes  whistle  dolefully.  [the  head, 

Tra.  No  tongue  ? 

Rowl.  Yes,  Tranio,  but  no  truth  in't,  nor  no 
reason : 
And  when  they  cant  (for  'tis  a  kind  of  canting) 
You  shall  hear,  if  you  reach  to  understand  'em, 
(Which  you  must  be  a  fool  first,  or  you  cannot,) 
Such  gibb'rish;  such,  believe  me — I  protest,  tweet — 
And,  oh^dear  Heavens,  in  which  such  constellations 
Reign  at  the  births  qf  lovers — This  is  too  well  I 
And,  deign  me,  lady,  deign  me,  I  beseech  you. 
Your  poor  unworthy  lump^^eaid  then  she  licks  him. 

Tra.  A  poz  on't,  this  is  nothing ! 

Rowl.  Thou  hast  hit  it.< 
Then  talks  she  ten  times  worse,  and  wries,  and 

wriggles, 
As  though  she  had  the  itch  (and  so  it  may  be). 

Tra.  Why  thou  art  grown  a  strange  discoverer. 

Rowl.  Of  mine  own  follies,  Tranio. 

Tra.  WUt  thou,  Rowland, 
Certain  ne'er  love  again  ? 

Rowl.  I  think  so,  certain ; 
And,  if  I  be  not  dead-drunk,  I  shall  keep  it. 

Tra.  Tell  me  but  this ;  what  dost  thou  think  of 
women  ? 

Rowl.  Why,  as  I  think  of  fiddles ;  they  delight 
Till  their  strings  break.  [me, 

Tra.  What  strings  ? 

Rowl.  Their  modesties, 
Faiths,  vows,  and  maidenheads ;  for  they  are  like 
They  have  but  four  strings  to  'em.  [kits, 

Tra.  What  wilt  thon 
Give  me  for  ten  pounds  now,  when  thou  next 
And  the  same  woman  still  ?  [lovest, 

Rowl,  Give  me  the  money ; 
A  hundred,  and  my  bond  for't. 

Tra.  But  pray  hear  me ; 
111  work  all  means  I  can  to  reconcile  ye  ? 

Rowl.  Do,  do  $  give  me  the  money. 

Tra.  There! 

Rowl.  Work,  Tranio. 

Tra.  You  shall  go  sometimes  where  she  is. 

Rowl.  Yes,  straight 
This  is  the  first  good  I  e'er  got  by  woman. 

Tra.  Yon  would  think  it  strange  now,  if  another 
As  good  as  hers,  say  better [beauty 

Rowl,  Well.' 

Tra.  (Conceive  me, 
This  is  no  point  o'  th'  wager.) 

Rowl.  That's  all  one. 

Tra.  Love  you  as  much,  or  more,  than  she  now 
hates  you. 

Rowl.  'Tis  a  good  hearing  1  Let  'em  love :  Ten 
pound  more, 
I  never  love  that  woman. 

Tra.  There  it  is  ; 
And  so  an  hundred,  if  you  lose. 


Rowl.  'Tis  done ! 
Have  you  another  to  put  in  ? 

Tra.  No,  no,  sir. 

Rowl.  I'm  very  sorry.    Now  will  I  erect 
A  new  game,  and  go  hate  for  th'  bell ;  I'm  sore 
I  am  in  exodlent  case  to  win. 

Tra.  1  must  have  leave 
To  tell  you,  and  tell  truth  too,  what  she  is. 
And  how  she  suffers  for  you. 

Rowl.  Ten  pound  more, 
I  ne'er  believe  yon. 

Tra.  No,  sir  ;  I  am  stinted. 

Rowl.  Well,  take  your  best  way  then. 

Tra.  Let's  walk.    J  am  glad 
Your  sullen  fever's  off. 

Rowl.  'Shalt  see  me,  Tranio, 
A  monstrous  merry  man  now.     Let*8  to  the  wed« 
And,  as  we  go,  tell  me  the  general  hurry        [ding ; 
Of  these  mad  wenches,  and  their  works. 

Tra.  I  will. 

Rowl.  And  do  thy  worst 

Tra.  Something  I'll  do 

Rowl.  Do,  Tranio.  ISxeunt, 


SCENE  11.-—^  Room  in  the  House  of 
Petruchio. 

Enter  Psdmo  and  Jaquss. 

Pedro.  A  pair  of  stocks  bestride  'em !  are  they 
gone? 

Jaques.  Yes,  they  are  gone ;  and  all  the  pans  i* 
th*  town 
Beating  before  'em.    What  strange  admonitiona 
They  gave  my  master,  and  how  fearfully 
They  threaten'd,  if  he  broke  'em  I 

Pedro.  O*  my  consdenoe. 
He  has  found  his  full  match  now. 

Jaques.  That  I  believe  too. 

Pedro.  How  did  she  entertain  him  ? 

Jaques.  She  look'd  on  him 

Pedro.  But  scurvily. 

Jaques.  With  no  great  affection 
That  I  saw :  And  I  heard  some  say  he  Idas'd  her. 
But  'twas  upon  a  treaty ;  and  some  oopiea 
Say,  but  her  cheek. 

Pedro.  Jaques,  what  wouldst  thon  give 
For  such  a  wife  now  ? 

Jaques.  Full  as  many  prayers 
As  the  most  zealous  Puritan  conceives 
Out  of  the  meditation  of  fat  veal, 
Or  birds  of  prey,  cramm'd  capons,  against  playvrs, 
And  to  as  good  a  tune  too ;  but  against  her, 
"  That  Heaven  would  bless  me  from  her  1"    Marl 

it,  Pedro ; 
If  this  house  be  not  tnm'd  within  this  fortnight 
With  the  foundation  upward,  I'll  be  carted. 
My  comfort  is  yet,  that  those  Amorites 
That  came  to  back  her  cause,  those  heathen  whorv^ 
Had  their  hoods  hallowed  with  aack. 

Pedro.  How  devilish  drunk  they  were  1 

Jaques.  And  how  they  tumbled,  Pedro  ! 
The  country  cavaliero  ?  [thou 

Pedro.  Out  upon  her, 
How  she  tum'd  down  the  bragget  I 

Jaques.  Ay,  that  sunk  her. 

Pedro.  That  drink  was  well  put  to  her :  WhtLt  ^ 
somersalt. 
When  the  chair  Ml,  she  fetch'd  with  her  heeli 
upward!  I 
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Jaques,  And  what  a  piece  of  landaldp  she  dis- 
cover'd  1 

Pedro,  Didst  mark  her  when  her  hood  fell  in 
the  poeset  ? 

J«upte$,  Yes,  and  there  rid,  like  a  Dutch  hoy. 
When  she  had  got  her  ballast [The  tumbrel, 

Pedro,  That  I  saw  too. 

Jaquee,    How  £un  she  would  have  drawn  on 
Sophocles 
To  come  aboard,  and  how  she  simpered  it 

Pedro,  I  warrant  her,  she  has  been  a  worthy 
striker. 

Jaquee.  V  th'  heat  of  aommer,  there  had  been 

Pedro,  Hang  her  !  [some  hope  on't. 

Jaques,  She  oflTer'd  him  a  Harry-groat,  and 
bdch'd  oat. 
Her  stomach  being  blown  with  ale,  such  courtship. 
Upon  my  life,  has  given  him  twenty  stools  since. 
Believe  my  calculation,  these  old  women. 
When  they  are  tippled,  and  a  little  hented. 
Are  like  new  wheels ;  they'll  roar  you  all  the  town 
Till  they  be  gieaaed.  [o'er 

Pedro.  The  city  cinque-pace, 
Dame  Toast-and- Butter,  had  the  bob  too. 

Jaques.  Yes: 
But  she  was  sullen  drunk,  and  giv'n  to  filching ; 
I  tee  her  offer  at  a  spoon.— My  master ! 
I  do  not  like  his  look ;  1  fear  he  has  fasted. 
For  all  this  preparation :  Let's  steal  by  him. 

[.Exeunt. 
Enter  ParatcHio  and  Sophoclss. 

Sitph.  Not  let  you  touch  her  all  this  night  ? 

Petru,  Not  touch  her. 

Soph,  Where  was  your  courage  ? 

Petru,  Where  was  her  obedience  ? 
Never  poor  man  was  shamed  so  ;  never  rascal 
That  keeps  a  stud  of  whores  was  used  so  basely. 

Soph,  Pray  you  tell  me  one  thing  truly ;  do  you 
love  her  ? 

Petru,  I  would  I  did  not ;  upon  that  condition 
I  pufl'd  thee  half  my  Und. 

Soph.  It  may  be  then, 
Her  modesty  required  a  little  violence : 
Some  women  love  to  struggle. 

Petru,  She  had  it, 
And  io  much  that  I  sweat  for't,  so  I  did ; 
But  to  no  end ;  I  wash'd  an  Ethiop. 
She  swore  my  force  might  weary  her,  but  win  her 
I  never  could,  nor  should,  till  she  consented ; 
And  I  might  take  her  body  prisoner. 
Bat  for  her  mind  or  appetite— 

Soph.  'Tis  strange ! 
This  woman  is  the  first  I  ever  read  of, 
Befnsed  a  warranted  occasion. 
And  standing  on  so  fair  terms. 

Petru,  I  shall  quit  her. 

Soph.  Used  you  no  more  art  ? 

Peiru.  Yes ;  I  swore  to  her. 
And  by  no  little  ones,  if  presently. 
Without  more  disputation  on  the  matter, 
She  grew  not  nearer  to  me,  and  dispatch'd  me 
Out  of  the  pain  I  was,  (for  I  was  nettled,) 
And  willingly,  and  eagerly,  and  sweetly, 
I  would  to  her  chamber-maid,  and  in  her  hearing 
Begin  her  such  a  hunts-up 

Soph,  Then  she  started  ? 

Petru,  No  more  than  I  do  now :  Marry,  she 
answer'd, 
^  I  were  so  disposed,  she  could  not  help  it ; 
But  there  was  one  call'd  Jaques,  a  poor  butler. 


One  that  might  well  content  a  single  woman. 

Soph,  And  he  should  tilt  her? 

Petru.  To  that  sense.     And  last, 
She  bade  me  yet  these  six  nights  look  for  nothing, 
Nor  strive  to  purchase  it,  but  fair  good-night, 
And  so  good-morrow,  and  a  kiss  or  two 
To  close  my  stomach;  for  her  vow  had  seal'd  it. 
And  she  would  keep  it  constant. 

Soph,  Stay  you,  stay  you  I 
Was  she  thus  when  you  woo'd  her  ? 

Petru.  Nothing,  Sophocles, 
More  keenly  eager :  I  was  oft  afraid 
She  had  be^  light  and  easy,  she  would  shower 
Her  kisses  so  upon  me. 

Soph,  Then  I  fear 
Another  spoke's  i'  th'  wheeL 

Petru,  Now  thou  hast  found  me  ! 
There  gnaws  my  devil,  Sophocles.    Oh,  Patience, 
Preserve  me  !  that  I  make  her  not  example 
By  some  unworthy  way ;  as  flaying  her. 
Boiling,  or  making' veijuioe,  drying  her 

Soph,  I  hear  her. 

Petru,  Mark  her  then,  and  see  the  heir 
Of  spite  and  prodigality !  She  has  studied 
A  way  to  beggar  us  bodi,  and  by  this  hand 
She  shall  be,  if  I  live,  a  doxy. 
[Makia  appears  at  the  door^  uHth  a  Servant  and  Woman. 

Soph.  Fy,  sir ! 

Maria.  I  do  not  like  that  dressing;  'tis  too  poor : 
Let  me  have  six  gold  laces,  broad  and  massy, 
And  betwixt  every  lace  a  rich  embroidery ; 
Line  the  gown  through  with  plush  perfumed,  and 
All  the  sleeves  down  with  pearl !  [purfle 

Petru,  What  think  you,  Sophocles  ? 
In  what  point  stands  my  state  now  ? 

Maria,  For  those  hangings. 
Let  'em  be  carried  where  I  gave  appointment, 
They  are  too  base  for  my  use ;  and  bespeak 
New  pieces,  of  the  civil  wars  of  France : 
Let  'em  be  large  and  lively,  and  aU  silk-work, 
The  borders  gold. 

Soph.  Ay,  marry,  sir,  this  cuts  it. 

Maria,  That  fourteen  yards  of  sattin  give  my 
I  do  not  like  the  colour,  'tis  too  civil ;  [woman  ; 
There's  too  much  silk  i'  th'  lace  too.    Tell  the 

Dutchman, 
That  brought  the  mares,  he  must  with  all  speed 

send  me 
Another  suit  of  horses ;  and,  by  all  means, 
Ten  cast  of  hawks  for  th'  river :  I  much  care  not 
What  price  they  bear,  so  they  be  sound,  and  flying; 
For  the  next  winter  I  am  sure  for  the  country. 
And  mean  to  take  my  pleasure.     Where's  the 
horseman  ? 

Petru,  She  means  to  ride  a  great-horse. 

Soph.  With  a  side-saddle  ? 

Petru.   Yes;  and  she'll  run  a-dlt  within  this 
twelvemonth. 

Maria.  To-morrow  I'll  begin  to  learn :  But  pray. 
Have  a  great  care  he  be  an  easy  doer ;  [sir, 

'Twill  spoil  a  scholar  else. 

Soph,  An  easy  doer ! 
Did  you  hear  that  ? 

Petru,  Yes ;  I  shall  meet  her  morals 
Ere  it  be  long,  I  fear  not. 

Maria,  [Entering.^  Oh,  good  morrow  ! 

Soph.  Good  morrow,  lady  !  How  is't  now  ? 

Maria,  'Faith,  sickly ; 
This  house  stands  in  an  ill  air 

Petru,  Yet  more  charges  ? 
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Maria.  Subject  to  rots  and  rhenms ;  out  on't ! 
But  a  tiled  fog.  ['tis  nothing 

Peiru.  What  think  you  of  the  Lodge  then  ? 

Maria.  I  like  the  seat,  but  'tis  too  little. — 
Sophocles, 
Let  me  have  thy  opinion ;  thou  hast  judgment. 

Peiru.  'Tisyery  well! 

Maria.  What  if  I  pluck  it  down. 
And  build  a  square  upon  it,  with  two  courts 
Still  rising  from  the  entrance  ? 

Peiru.  And  1'  th'  midst 
A  college  for  young  scolds. 

Maria.  And  to  the  southward 
Take  in  a  garden  of  some  twenty  acres, 
And  cast  it  of  the  Italian  fashion,  hanging  ? 

Peiru,  An  you  could  east  yourself  so  too-— Pray, 
Will  not  this  cost  much  money  ?  [Isdy, 

Maria.  Some  five  thousand ; 
Say  six.     I'll  have  it  battled  too 

Peiru.  And  gilt  ? — Maria, 
This  is  a  fearful  course  you  take !  Pray  think  on't : 
You  are  a  woman  now,  a  wife,  and  his 
That  must  in  honesty  and  justice  look  for 
Some  due  obedience  from  you. 

Maria.  That  bare  word 
Shall  cost  you  many  a  pound  more.   Build  upon't! 
Tell  me  of  due  obedience  ?    What's  a  husband  ? 
What  are  we  married  for  ?  to  carry  sumpters  ? 
Are  we  not  one  piece  with  you,  and  as  worthy 
Our  own  intentions  as  you  yours  ? 

Peiru.  Pray  hear  me  ! 

Maria.  Take  two  small  drops  of  water,  equal 
weigh'd, 
Tell  me  which  is  the  heaviest,  and  which  ought 
First  to  descend  in  duty  ? 

Peiru.  You  mistake  me ; 
I  urge  not  service  from  you,  nor  obedience 
In  way  of  duty,  but  of  love  and  credit : 
All  I  expect  ia  but  a  noble  care 
Of  what  I  have  brought  yon,  and  of  what  I  am, 
And  what  our  name  may  be. 

Maria.  That*B  in  my  making. 

Peiru.  'Tis  true,  it  is  so. 

Maria.  Yes,  it  is,  Petnichio ; 
For  there  was  never  man  without  our  moulding, 
Without  our  stamp  upon  him,  and  our  jostioe, 
Left  anything,  three  ages  after  him, 
Good,  and  his  own. 

Soph.  Good  lady,  understand  him. 

Maria.  1  do  too  much,  sweet  Sophocles :  He's 
Of  a  most  spiteful  self-condition,  [one 

Never  at  peace  with  anything  but  age. 
That  has  no  teeth  left  to  return  his  anger : 
A  bravery  dwells  in  his  blood  yet,  of  abusing 
His  first  good  wife ;  he's  sooner  fire  than  powder, 
And  sooner  mischief. 

Peiru.  If  I  be  so  sudden, 
Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Maria.  No,  nor  yet  care  fbr  yon ; 
And,  if  it  may  be  lawful,  I  defy  you  ! 

Peiru.  Does  this  become  you  now  ? 

Maria.  It  shall  become  me. 

Peiru,   Thou  disobedient,  weak,  vain-glorious 
woman. 
Were  I  but  half  so  wilfdl  as  thou  spitefbl, 
I  should  now  drag  thee  to  thy  duty. 

Maria.  Drag  me  ? 

Peiru.  But  I  am  friends  again ;  take  all  your 
pleasure  I 

Maria.  Now  you  perceive  him,  Sophocles. 


Peiru.  I  love  thee 
Above  thy  vanity,  thou  fidthless  creatore ! 

Maria.  [To  Sophoclbs.]  'Would  I  had 
happy,  when  I  muried. 
But  to  have  met  an  honest  man  like  thee, 
(For  I  am  sure  thou  art  good,  I  know  thou  art 
A  handsome  hurtless  man,  a  loving  man,  [honest) 
Though  never  a  penny  wiUi  him,  and  those  ejres. 
That  face,  and  that  true  heart  I — Wear  this  for  my 
sake,  iOUfet  him  a  ring. 

And  when  thou  think'st  upon  me,  pity  me ; 
I'm  cast  away  I  [JErtt 

Sojih.  Why,  how  now,  man  ? 

Peiru.  Pray  leave  me ; 
And  follow  your  advices. 

Soph.  The  man's  jealous. 

Peiru.  I  shall  find  a  time,ere  it  be  long,  to  stsk 
One  or  two  foolish  questions.  [jou 

Soph,  I  shall  answer 

As  well  as  I  am  able,  when  you  call  me.< 

If  she  mean  true,  'tis  but  a  little  killing. 

And  if  I  do  not  venture,  it's— p 

Farewell,  sir !  Z^SjtU. 

Peiru.  Pray,  &rewell ! — Is  there  no  keeping 
A  wife  to  one  man's  use  ?  no  wintering 
These  cattle  without  straying  ?  'Tis  hsird  dealing. 
Very  hard  dealing,  gentlemen,  strange  dealing  ! 
Now,  in  the  name  of  madness,  what  star  reign *d. 
What  dog-star,  bull,  or  1)ear.<tar,  when  I  mnrried 
This  second  wife,  this  whirlwind  that  takes  all 
Within  her  compass  ?  Was  I  not  well  wam'd, 
(I  thought  I  had,  and  I  believe  I  know  it,) 
And  beaten  to  repentance,  in  the  days 
Of  my  first  doting  ?  had  I  not  wife  enough 
To  turn  my  love  too  ?  did  I  want  vexation. 
Or  any  special  care  to  kill  my  heart? 
Had  I  not  every  morning  a  rare  breakfast, 
Mix'd  with  a  learned  lecture  of  iU  hmguage. 
Louder  than  Tom  o'  Lincoln  ?  and  at  dinner, 
A  diet  of  the  same  dish  ?  Was  there  evening 
That  e'er  past  over  us,  without  thou  knave ^ 
Or  ihou  whore,  for  digestion  ?  had  I  ever 
A  pull  at  this  same  poor  sport  men  run  mad  for. 
But  like  a  cur  I  was  fain  to  shew  my  teeth  first. 
And  almost  worry  her  ?    And  did  Heaven  lorgiTei 
And  take  this  serpent  from  me,  and  am  I        [me* 
Keeping  tame  devUs  now  again  ?  My  heart  aches  ! 
Something  I  must  do  ^eecUly  :  I'll  die. 
If  I  can  handsomely,  for  that's  the  way 
To  make  a  rascal  of  her.    I  am  sick, 
And  I'll  go  very  near  it,  but  I'll  perish.  iSrU. 


SCENE  III.— .^  Hoom  in  ihe  House  of 
Pbteonius. 

Enter  LnriA,  Biamca,  Tiumo,  and  Bowuixs. 

Livia.  Then  I  must  be  content,  sir,  with  my 

Rowl.  And  I  with  mine.  [fortune. 

Livia.  I  did  not  think  a  look. 
Or  a  poor  word  or  two,  ooold  have  displaated 
Such  a  fix'd  constancy,  and  for  your  end  too. 
Howl.  Come,  come,  I  know  your  coniaes !  lliere'a 
your  gewgaws. 
Your  rings,  and  bracelets,  and  the  purse  yon  gave 
The  money's  spent  in  entertaining  you  [me  : 

At  plays,  and  cherry-gardens. 

lAvia.  There's  your  chain  too. 
But,  if  you'll  give  me  leave,  111  wear  the  hair  still ; 
I  would  yet  remember  you. 
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Bianea,  Give  him  his  loTe,  wench ; 
The  young  man  has  employment  for't. 

Tra.  Fy,  RowUnd ! 

RowL  Yon  cannot /jf  me  out  a  hnndied  pound 
With  this  poor  plot^-Yet,  let  me  ne'er  see  day 

morCf 
If  something  do  not  ftmggle  strangely  in  me ! 

Bianea.  Tonng  man,  let  me  talk  with  you. 

Rifwl,  Well,  young  woman  ? 

Bianea.  This  was  yonr  mistress  once. 

Rowl  Yes. 

Bianea,  Are  yon  honest  ? 
I  see  yon  are  yonng  and  handsome. 

RowL  I  am  honest. 

Bianco,  Why,  that's  well  said.    And  there's  no 
donbt  your  judgment 
Is  good  enough,  and  strong  enough,  to  tell  you 
Who  are  yonr  foes,  and  friends :  Why  did  you 
leave  her  ? 

Rowl,  She  made  a  puppy  of  me. 

Bianea.  Be  that  granted : 
She  must  do  so  sometimes,  and  oftentimes ; 
Lore  were  too  serious  else. 

RowL  A  witty  woman  I 

Bianea.  Had  you  lored  me 

RowL  I  would  I  had ! 

Bianea.  And  dearly. 
And  I  had  loved  you  so-^You  may  lote  worse,  sir ; 
Bat  that  is  not  naaterial. 

RowL  I  shall  lose  ! 

Bianea.  Some  time  or  other,  for  Tarietr, 
I  should  have  call'd  you  fool,  or  boy,  or  bid  you 
PUy  with  the  pages ;  but  have  loved  you  still, 
Out  of  all  question,  and  extremely  too  : 
Yon  are  a  man  naade  to  be  loved. 

RowL  This  woman 
Either  abuses  me,  or  loves  me  deadly. 

Bianea.  1*11  tell  you  one  thing ;  if  I  were  to 
choose 
A  husband  to  mine  own  mind,  I  should  think 
One  of  your  mother's  making  would  content  me ; 
For  o'  my  conscience  she  makes  good  ones. 

RowL  Lady, 
111  leave  you  to  your  commendations. — 
I  un  in  again,  the  devil  take  their  tongues ! 

Bianea.  Yon  shall  not  go. 

Rowl.  I  wilL  Yet  thus  far,  Livia ; 
Tour  sorrow  may  induce  me  to  forgive  you. 
Bat  never  love  again.— If  I  stay  longer. 


I  have  lost  two  hundred  pound. 
Livia.  Good  sir,  but  thus  raudi- 


lAparU 


IKiste*  her. 


Tra.  Turn,  if  thou  be'st  a  man. 

Livia.  But  one  kiss  of  you  ; 
One  parting  kiss,  and  I  am  gone  too. 

RowL  Come ; 
I  shall  kiss  fifty  pound  away  at  this  clap, 
We'U  have  one  more,  and  wa  farewell. 

Livia.  Farewell! 

Bianea.  Well,   go  thy  ways !   thou  bear'st  a 
kind  heart  with  thee. 

Tra.  He  has  made  a  stand. 

Bianea.  A  noble,  brave  young  fellow, 
Wordiy  a  wench  indeed ! 

RowL  I  will— I  will  not  lExU. 

Tra,  He's  gone ;  but  shot  again.    Flay  you  but 
your  part. 
And  I  will  keep  my  promise ;  forty  angels 
In  fur  gold,  lady  (wipe  your  eyes  1)  he  s  yours, 
If  I  have  any  wit 

Livia.  Ill  pay  the  forfeit 


Bianoa,  Come  then ;  let's  see  yonr  sister,  how 
she  fores  now. 
After  her  skirmish ;  and  be  sure  Moroso 
Be  kept  in  good  hand :  Then  all's  perfect,  Livia. 

lExeunU 


SCENE  IV^^  HaU  in  the  House  qf 
Pbtbuchio. 

Enter  Jaqum  and  Pximo. 

Pedro.  Oh,  Jaques,  Jaques,  what  becomes  of 
Oh,  my  sweet  master !  [us  ? 

Jaquee.  Run  for  a  physician. 
And  a  whole  peck  of  pothecaries,  Pedro. 
He  will  die,  didle,  didle,  die,  if  they  come  not 
Quickly  ;  and  bring  aU  people  that  are  skilful 
In  lungs  and  livers ;  raise  the  neighbours, 
And  all  the  a^ruavt/tf-bottles  extant ; 
And,  oh,  the  parson,  Pedro,  oh,  the  parson ! 
A  little  of  his  comfort,  ne*er  so  little — 
Twenty  to  one  you  find  him  at  the  Bush ; 
There's  the  best  ale. 

Pedro.  I  fly  1  iExU. 

Enter  Maaia  and  Servants. 

Maria.  Out  with  the  trunks,  ho  ! 
Why  are  you  idle  ?  Sirrah,  up  to  th'  chamber, 
And  take  the  hangings  down,  and  see  the  linen 
Pack'd  up,  and  sent  away  within  this  half-hour. 
What,  are  the  carts  come  yet  ?  Some  honest  body 
Help  down  the  chests  of   plate,  and  some  the 
Alas,  we  are  undone  else  I  [wardrobe ; 

Jamtee.  Pray,  forsooth. 
And  1  beseech  you,  tell  me,  is  he  dead  yet? 

Maria.  No,  but  he's  drawing  on.     Out  with 

Jaquee.  Then  I'll  go  see  him.         [the  armour ! 

Maria.  Thou  art  undone  then,  fellow  ; 
No  man  that  has  been  near  him  come  near  me  ! 

Enter  Sopboglss  and  PxiBoicnm. 

Sopfi.  Why,  how  now,  lady?  what  means  this? 
Petron.  Now,  daughter ! 
How  does  my  son  ? 
Maria,  Save  all  you  can,  for  Heaven  sake ! 

Enter  LnriA,  Bianca,  and  Teanio. 

Livia,  Be  of  good  comfort,  sister. 

Maria,  Oh,  my  casket  I 

Petron.  How  does  thy  husband,  woman  ? 

Maria,  Get  you  gone, 
If  you  mean  to  save  your  lives  :  The  sickness— 

Petron,  Stand  further  off,  I  pr'ythee  1 

Maria,  Is  i'  th'  house,  sir.  My  husband  has  it 
Alas,  he  is  infected;  and  raves  extremely  :  [now : 
Give  me  some  counsel,  friends. 

Bianca,  Why,  lock  the  doors  up. 
And  send  him  in  a  woman  to  attend  him. 

Maria,  I  have  bespoke  two  women,  and  the 
city 
Hath  sent  a  watch  by  this  time :  Meat  nor  money 
He  shall  not  want,  nor  prayers. 

Petron,  How  long  is  t 
Since  it  first  took  him  ? 

Maria,  But  within  this  three  hours. 

Enter  WBtOi. 

I  am  frighted  from  my  wits ! — Oh,  here's   the 

watch. 
Pray  do  your  office ;  lock  the  doors  up,  friends  : 
And  patience  be  his  angel ! 
Tra.  This  comes  unlook'd  for. 
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Maria,  I'll  to  the  Lodge:  Some  that  are  kind, 
and  love  me, 
I  know  will  visit  me. 

.  Peini.  [  Within,"]  Do  yon  hear,  my  masters  ? 
Ho,  you  that  lock  the  doors  up  ! 

Petron,  *T\b  his  voice. 

Tra,  Hold,  and  let's  hear  him. 

Petru,  Will  ye  starve  me  here  ? 
Am  I  a  traitor,  or  an  heretic  ? 
Or  am  I  grown  infectious  ? 

Petron,  Pray,  sir,  pray  ! 

Petru.  I  am  as  well  as  you  are,  goodman  puppy. 

Maria,  Pray  have  patience  ! 
You  shall  want  nothing,  sir. 

Petru.  I  want  a  cudgel. 
And  thee,  thou  wickedness  I 

Petron.  He  speaks  well  enough. 

Maria.  He  had  ever  a  strong  heart,  sir. 

Petru.  Will  ye  hear  me  ?  First,  he  pleased 
To  think  I  know  ye  all,  and  can  distinguish 
Every  man's  several  voice :  You  that  spoke  first, 
I  know  my  father-in-law ;  the  other,  Tranio  ; 
And  I  heard  Sophocles  ;  the  last,  pray  mark  me. 
Is  my  damn'd  wife  Maria. 
If  any  man  misdoubt  me  for  infected, 
There  is  mine  arm,  let  any  man  look  on't ! 

IThruttshit  arm  out  qfa  windavo. 

Enter  Doctor  and  Apothecary. 

Doctor.  Save  ye,  gentlemen ! 

Petron.  Oh,  welcome,  doctor ! 
You  come  in  happy  time.    Pray,  your  opinion ! 
What  think  you  of  his  pulse  ? 

Doctor.  It  beats  with  busiest,        IPeeU  hU  puUe. 
And  shews  a  general  inflammation. 
Which  is  the  symptom  of  a  pestilent  fever. 
Take  twenty  ounces  from  him. 

Petru.  Take  a  fool ! 
Take  an  ounce  from  mine  arm,  and  doctor  Deuzace, 
I'll  make  a  close-stool  of  your  velvet  costard  i — 
Pox,  gentlemen,  do  you  make  a  May-game  on  me  ? 
I  tell  ye  once  again,  I  am  as  sound. 
As  wdl,  as  wholesome,  and  as  sensible. 
As  any  of  ye  all.  Let  me  out  quickly. 
Or,  as  I  am  a  man,  1*11  beat  the  walls  down, 
And  the  first  thing  I  light  upon  shall  pay  for't. 

{^Exeunt  Doctor  and  Apothecary. 

Petron.  Nay,  we'll  go  with  you,  doctor. 

Maria.  'Tis  the  safest. 
I  saw  the  tokens,  sir. 

Petron.  Then  there's  but  one  way. 

Petru.  Will  it  please  you  open  ? 

Tra,  His  fit  grows  stronger  still. 

Maria,  Let's  save  ourselves,  sir  : 
He's  past  all  worldly  cure. 

Petron.  Friends,  do  your  office ! 
And  what  he  wants,  if  money,  love,  or  labour, 
Or  any  way,  may  win  it,  let  him  have  it. 
Farewell,  and  pray,  my  honest  friends.       lExeunt. 

Petru.  Why,  rascals ! 
Friends !  gentlemen  !  thou  beastly  wife  !  Jaques  ! 
None  hear  me  ?  Who's  at  the  door  there  ? 

1  Watch.  Think,  I  pray,  sir, 

Whither  yon  are  going,  and  prepare  yourself. 

2  Watch.  These  idle  thoughts  disturb  you  :  The 

good  gentlewoman. 
Your  wife,  has  taken  care  you  shall  want  nothing. 
Petru.  Shall  I  come  out  in  quiet  ?  Answer  me  1 
Or  shall  I  charge  a  fowling-piece,  and  make 


Mine  own  way  ?  two  of  ye  I  cannot  miss. 

If  I  miss  three.     Ye  come  here  to  assault  me ! 

I  am  as  excellent  well,  I  thank  HeaTcn  for't. 

And  have  as  good  a  stomach  at  this  instant 

2  Watch.  That's  an  ill  sign  1 
1  Watch.  He  draws  on ;  he's  a  dead  man  !  '' 
Petru.  And  sleep  as  soundly — Will   you  look 
upon  me  ? 

1  Watch.  Do  you  want  pen  and  ink  ?  While  you 

have  sense,  sir, 
Settle  your  state. 

Petru.  Sirs,  I  am  well  as  you  are, 
Or  any  rascal  living. 

2  Watch.  'Would  you  were,  sir ! 

Petru,  Look  to  yourselves,  and,  if  yon   love 
your  lives, 
Open  the  door,  and  fly  me !  for  I  shoot  else  ; 
By  Heaven,  I'll  shoot,  and  presently,  chain>biillets ; 
And  under  four  I  will  not  kilL 

1  Watch.  Let's  quit  him  ! 

It  may  be  'tis  a  trick-     He's  dangerous. 

2  Wd^tch,.  The  devil  take  the  hindmost,  I  cry  ! 

lExeuHl  Watch  running. 
Petru.  Have  among  ye  ! 
The  door  shall  open  too ;  I'll  have  a  £ur  shoot. 

^Bursts  the  door  open,  and  entere  with  afowUnff-pieee, 
Are  ye  all  gone  ? — ^Tricks  in  my  old  days  !  crackers 
Put  now  upon  me  ?    And  by  Lady  Green-sleeves  ? 
Am  I  grown  so  tame  after  all  my  triumphs  ? 
But  that  I  should  be  thought  mad,  if  I  railM, 
As  much  as  they  deserve,  against  these  women. 
I  would  now  rip  up,  from  £e  primitive  cuckold. 
All  their  arch- villainies,  and  all  their  doubles  ; 
Which  are  more  than  a  hunted  hare  e'er  thoogfat  on. 
When  a  man  has  the  fairest  and  the  sweetest 
Of  all  their  sex,  and  as  he  thinks  the  noblest. 
What  has  he  then  ?  and  I'll  speak  modestly  ; 
He  has  a  quartern-ague,  that  shall  shake 
All  his  estate  to  nothing,  never  cured. 
Nor  never  dying :  he  has  a  ship  to  venture 
His  fame  and  credit  in,  which  if  he  man  not 
With  more  continual  labour  than  a  galley. 
To  make  her  tith,  either  she  grows  a  tumbrel. 
Not  worth  the  cloth  she  wears,  or  springs  nkorei 

leaks 
Than  all  the  fame  of  his  posterity 
Can  ever  stop  again.    Out  on  'em,  hedge-bogs  ! 
He  that  shall  touch  'em  has  a  thousand  thorns 
Runs  through  his  fingers :  If  I  were  unmarried, 
I  would  do  any  thing  below  repentance, 
Any  base  dunghill  slavery ;  be  a  hangman. 
Ere  I  would  be  a  husband.    Oh,  the  thousand. 
Thousand,  ten  thousand  ways  they  have  to  kill  us  ! 
Some  fall  with  too  much  stringing  of  the  fiddles. 
And  those  are  fools ;  some,  that  they  are  not  suffer'd,j 
And  those  are  maudlin-lovers ;  some,  like  scorpions^ 
They  poison  with  their  tails,  and  those  are  marty  r^  ^ 
Some  die  with  doing  good,  those  benefactors. 
And  leave  'em  land  to  leap  away ;  some  few. 
For  those  are  rarest,  they  are  said  to  Idll 
With  kindness  and  fair  usage  ;  but  what  they  are 
My  catalogue  discovers  not,  only  'tis  thought 
They're  buried  in  old  walls,  with  their  heels   up^ 

ward. 
I  could  rail  twenty  days  together  now  ! 
I'll  seek  'em  out ;  and  if  I  have  not  reason, 
And  very  sensible,  why  this  was  done, 
I'll  go  a-birding  yet,  and  some  shall  smart  for^t  ! 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.~^  Room  in  the  House  of 
Petronius. 

Enter  Moroso  and  Pstboicics. 

Mor.  That  I  do  love  her  is  without  all  question. 
And  most  extremely,  dearlf ,  most  exactly  ! 
And  that  I  would  even  now,  this  present  Monday, 
Before  all  others,  maids,  wives,  women,  widows, 
Of  what  degree,  or  calling,  marry  her. 
As  certain  too ;  but  to  be  made  a  whim- wham, 
A  jib-crack,  and  a  gentleman  o'  th'  first  house. 

For  all  my  kindness  to  her 

Peiron.  How  you  take  it ! 
Thou  get  a  wench  ?  thou  get  a  dozen  night-caps ! 
Woul^  have  her  come  and  lick  thee  like  a  calf. 
And  blow  thy  nose,  and  buss  thee  ? 
Mor.  Not  so,  neither. 
Petron.  What  wouldst  thou  have  her  do  ? 
Mor.  Do  as  she  should  do ; 
Put  on  a  dean  smock,  and  to  church,  and  marry. 
And  then  to  bed  a'  Grod's  name  !  This  is  fair  play. 
And  keeps  the  king's  peace.  Let  her  leave  her  bobs 
(I  have  had  too  many  of  them)  and  her  quillets, 
She  is  as  nimble  that  way  as  an  eel ; 
Bat  in  the  way  she  ought,  to  me  especially, 
A  sow  of  lead  is  swifter. 

Peiron.  Quote  your  griefe  down. 
Mor»  Give  fair  quarter :  I  am  old  and  crazy, 
And  subject  to  much  fumbling,  I  confess  it ; 
Yet  somiething  I  would  have  &at's  warm,  to  hatch 
But  understand  me,  I  would  have  it  so,  [me  : 

I  buy  not  more  repentance  in  the  bargain 
Than  the  ware's  worth  I  have.    If  you  allow  me 
Worthy  your  son-in-law  and  your  allowance, 
Do  it  a  way  of  credit,  let  me  shew  so ; 
And  not  be  troubled  in  my  visitations 
With  blows,  and  bitterness,  and  downright  railings, 
As  if  we  were  to  couple  like  two  cats, 
With  clawing  and  loud  clamour. 

Petron.  Thou  fond  man, 
Hast  thou  forgot  the  ballad,  **  Crabbed  Age  ?" 
Can  May  and  January  match  together, 
And  never  a  storm  between  'em  ?    Say  she  abuse 
Put  case  she  do  !  [thee, 

Mor.  Well? 

Petron.  Nay,  believe  she  does. 
Mor.  I  do  believe  she  does. 
Petron.  And  devilishly : 
Art  thou  a  whit  the  worse  ? 

Mor.  That's  not  the  matter ; 
I  know,  being  old,  'tis  fit  I  am  abused ; 
I  know  'tis  handsome,  and  I  know  moreover 
I  am  to  love  her  for't. 

Petron.  Now  you  come  to  me. 
Mor.  Nay,  more  than  this  ;  I  find  too,  and  find 
certain, 
What  gold  I  have,  pearl,  bracelets,  rings,  or  ouches. 
Or  what  she  can  desire,  gowns,  petticoats. 
Waistcoats,  embroider'd  stoddngs,  scarfs,  cawls, 

feathers. 
Hats,  five-pound  garters,  muffs,  masks,  ruffs,  and 
I  am  to  give  her  for't.  [ribbands, 

Petron.  'Tis  right,  you  are  so. 
Mor.  But  when  I  have  done  all  this,  and  think 
Is't  requisite  another  bore  my  nostrils  ?     [it  duty, 
Riddle  me  that ! 
Petron*  Go,  get  you  gone,  and  dream 


She's  thine  within  these  two  days,  for  she  is  so. 
The  boy's  beside  the  saddle  !  Get  warm  broths, 
And  feed  apace  !  think  not  of  worldly  business. 
It  cools  the  blood ;  leave  off  your  tricks,  they  are 

hateful. 
And  mere  forerunners  of  the  andent  measures  ; 
Contrive  your  beard  o'  th'  top  cut,  like  Yerdugo's, 
It  shews  you  would  be  wise ;  and  bum  your  night- 
It  looks  like  half  a  winding  sheet,  and  urges  [cap, 
From  a  young  wench  nothing  but  cold  repentance  ; 
You  may  eat  onions,  so  you'll  not  be  lavish. 

Mor.  I  am  glad  of  that. 

Petron.  They  pui^  the  blood  and  quicken  ; 
But  after  'em,  concdve  me,  sweep  your  mouth, 
And  where  there  wants  a  tooth,  stick  in  a  dove. 

Mor,  Shall  I  hope  once  again  ?  say  it ! 

Petron.  You  shall,  sir ; 
And  you  shall  have  your  hope. 

Mor.  Why,  there's  a  match  then  ! 

Enter  Bianca  and  Trahio. 

Bianco,  You  shall  not  find  me  wanting ;  get  you 
gone ! 
Here's  the  old  man  ;  he'll  think  you  are  plotting 

else 
Something  against  his  new  son.  IBxU  Tranio. 

Mor.  Fare  you  well,  sir !  lExit. 

Bianca,  An' eT*ry  buck  had  his  doe. 

And  ev*ry  cuckold  a  bell  at  his  tne ; 

Oh,  what  sport  should  we  hare  then,  boys,  then. 

Oh,  what  sport  should  we  have  then  I 

Petron.  This  is  the  spirit  that  inspires  'em  all. 

Bianca.  Give  you  good  even ! 

Petron.  A  word  with  you,  sweet  lady  ! 

Bianca.  I  am  very  halsty,  sir. 

Petron,  So  you  were  ever. 

Biafica.  Well,  what's  your  will  ? 

Petron.  Was  not  your  skilful  hand 
In  this  last  stratagem  ?  Were  not  your  mischiefs 
Eking  the  matter  on  ? 

Bianca.  In  his  shutting  up  ? 
Is  that  it  ? 

Petron,  Yes. 

Bianca.  I'll  tell  yon. 

Petron,  Do. 

Bianca.  And  truly. 
Good  old  man,  I  do  grieve  exceeding  much, 
I  fear  too  much. 

Petron.  I  am  sorry  for  your  heaviness. 
Belike  you  can  repent  then  ? 

Bianca.  There  you  are  wide  too : 
Not  that  the  thing  was  done  (concdve  me  rightly) 
Does  any  way  molest  me. 

Petron.  What  then,  lady  ? 

Bianca.  But  that  I  was  not  in  it,  there's  my 
sorrow. 
There  ;  now  you  understand  me !  for  I'll  tell  you, 
It  was  so  sound  a  piece,  and  so  well  carried. 
And  if  you  mark  tiie  way,  so  handsomely. 
Of  such  a  hdght,  and  excellence,  and  art, 
I  have  not  known  a  braver  ;  for,  conceive  me. 
When  the  gross  fool  her  husband  would  be  sick — 

Petron,  Pray  stay  ! 

Bianca,  Nay,  good,  your  patience ! — And  no 
Then  stept  your  daughter  in [sense  for't, 

Petron,  By  your  appointment  ? 

Bianca.  I  would  it  had,  on  that  condition 
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I  had  bat  one  half-smocki  I  like  it  sd  well  I—* 
Andy  like  an  excellent  cunning  woman,  cured  me 
One  madness  with  another ;  which  was^rare, 
And  to  our  weak  beliefs,  a  wonder. 

Peiron,  Hang  you  I 
For  surely,  if  your  husband  look  not  to  you, 
I  know  what  wilL 

Bianca,  I  humbly  thank  your  worship  I 
And  so  I  take  my  luLve. 

Petron,  You  have  a  hand  I  hear  too 

Bianca.  I  have  two,  sir. 

Peiroti.  In  my  young  daughter's  business. 

Bianca.  You  will  find  there 
A  fitter  hand  than  mine,  to  readi  her  finets, 
And  play  down-diddle  to  her. 

Petron.  1  shall  watch  you. 

Bianca.  Do. 

Peiron.  And  I  shall  have  justice. 

Bianca.  Where  ? 

Peiron.  That's  all  one ; 
I  s^all  be  with  you  at  a  turn  henceforward. 

Bianca,  Get  you  a  posset  too ;  and  so  good  even, 
sir !  lEjceunt. 


SCENE  II.— ^n  Apartment  in  the  House  qf 

Pbthuchio. 

Enter  Pktruchio,  Jaqubb.  and  Pcdeo. 

Jaquee.  And,  as  I  told  your  worship,  all  the 
hangings, 
Brass,  pewter,  plate,  even  to  the  very  looking- 
glasses. 
Pedro.  And  that,  that  hung  for  our  defence,  the 
armour. 
And  the  March-beer  was  going  too  :  Oh,  Jaques, 
What  a  sad  sight  was  that ! 

Jaques.  Even  the  two  nmdlets, 
The  two  that  was  our  hope,  of  muskadel^ 
Better  ne'er  tongue  tript  over,  these  two  caonons. 
To  batter  brawn  withal  at  Chxistmas,  sir. 
Even  those  two  lovely  twins,  the  enemy 
Had  almost  cut  off  dean. 

Petru.  Go  trim  the  house  up. 
And  put  the  things  in  order  as  they  were ! 

lEaeunt  Panno  and  Jaqucb. 
I  shall  find  time  for  all  this  ! — Could  I  find  her 
But  constant  any  way,  I  had  done  my  business  : 
Were  she  a  whore  directly,  or  a  scold, 
An  untfarift,  or  a  woman  made  to  hate  me, 
I  had  my  wish,  and  knew  which  way  to  reign  her ; 
But  while  she  shews  all  these,  and  all  their  losses, 
A  kind  of  linsey-wolsey,  mingled  mischief 
Not  to  be  guess'd  at,  and  whether  true  orborrow'd 
Not  certain  neither — What  a  hap  had  I, 
And  what  a  tidy  fortune,  when  my  ftite 
Flung  me  upon  this  bear-whelp  1  Here  she  comes. 

Enter  Mjlbia. 

Now,  if  she  have  a  colour,  (for  the  fiiult  is 
A  cleanly  one)  upon  my  conscience 
I  shall  forgive  her  yet,  and  find  a  something 
Certain  I  married  for,  her  wit :  I'll  mark  her. 
Maria.  Not  let  his  wife  come  near  him  in  his 
sickness  ? 
Not  come  to  comfort  him  ?  she  that  all  laws 
Of  Hearen,  and  nations,  have  ordain'd  his  second. 
Is  she  refused  ?  and  two  old  paradoxes, 
Pieces  of  five  and  fifty,  without  fiuth, 
Clapt  in  upon  him  ?  Has  a  little  pet, 


That  all  young  wives  must  follow  necessary. 
Having  their  maidenheads    < 

Petru,  Tliis  is  an  axiom 
I  never  heard  before. 

Maria.  Or  say  rebellion, 
If  we  durst  be  so  foul,  (which  two  f>ir  words, 
Alas,  win  us  from  in  an  hour,  an  instant, 
We  are  so  easy)  make  him  so  forgetful 
Both  of  his  reason,  honesty,  and  credit, 
As  to  deny  his  wife  a  visitation  ? 
His  wife,  that,  though  she  was  a  little  foolish. 
Loved  Mm,  oh,  Heaven,  forgive  her  for't  1  nay 

doted. 
Nay,  had  run  mad,  had  she  not  married  him  ? 

Petru.  Though  I  do  know  this  fidser  than  the 
I  cannot  choose  but  love  it.  [devil, 

Maria.  What  do  I  know 
But  those  that  came  to  keep  him,  might  haw 

kill'd  him  ? 
In  what  a  case  had  I  been  then !  I  dare  not 
Believe  him  such  a  base  debosh'd  oompanion, 
That  one  refusal  of  a  tender  maid 
Would  make  him  feign  this  sickness  out  of  need, 
And  take  a  keeper  to  him  of  fourscore 
To  play  at  billiards ;  one  that  mew'd  content 
And  all  her  teeth  together.    Not  come  near  him  ? 

Petru.  This  woman  would  have  made  a  most 
She  can  prevaricate  on  any  thing ;      [rare  Jesuit ; 
There  was  not  to  be  thought  a  way  to  save  her, 
In  all  imagination,  beside  this. 

Maria.  His  unkind  dealing,  which  was  wont 
ofaU, 
In  sending,  who  knows  whither,  all  the  plate, 
And  all  the  household-stuff,  had  I  not  cross'd  it, 
By  a  great  providence,  and  my  friends'  assistance, 
Which  he  will  one  day  thank  me  for — Alas, 
I  could  have  watch'd  as  well  as  they,  have  served 
In  any  use,  better,  and  wilUnger :  [bim 

The  law  commands  me  to  do  it.  Love  oommanda 
And  my  own  duty  charges  me.  [m^) 

Petru.  Heaven  bless  me  I 
And,  now  I  have  said  my  prayers,  I'll  go  to  her.— 
Are  you  a  wife  for  any  man  ? 

Maria.  For  you,  sir. 
If  I  were  worse,  I  were  better :  That  you  are  well, 
At  least  that  you  appear  so,  I  thank  Heaven, 
Long  may  it  hold !  and  that  you  are  here,  I  an 

glad  too : 
But  that  you  have  abused  me  wretchedly, 
And  such  a  way  that  shames  the  name  of  husband, 
Such  a  malicious  mangy  way,  so  mingled — 
Never  look  strangely  on  me ;  I  dare  tell  you— 
With  breach  of  honesty,  care,  kindness,  manners— 

Petru.  Holla !  you  kick  too  fast. 

Maria.  Was  I  a  stranger  ? 
Or  had  I  vow'd  perdition  to  your  person  ? 
Am  I  not  married  to  you  ?  Tell  me  that  I 

Peiru.  I  would  I  could  not  tell  you ! 

Maria.  Is  my  presence. 
The  stock  I  come  of,  which  is  worshipful, — 
If  I  should  say  right  worshipful  I  lied  not. 
My  grandsire  was  a  knight — 

Petru.  O'  the  shire  ? 

Maria.  A  soldier. 
Which  none  of  all  thy  family  e'er  beard  of. 
But  one  conductor  of  thy  name,  a  grasier 
That  ran  away  with  pay  1— Or  am  I  grown. 
Because  I  have  been  a  little  peevish  to  you, 
Oidy  to  try  your  temper,  such  a  dog-leech, 
I  could  not  be  admitted  to  your  presence  ? 
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Peiru.  If  I  endare  this,  hang  me ! 
Maria.  And  two  death's  heads. 
Two  Hany-groats  that  had  their  faces  worn, 
Almoet  their  names  away  too 

Peiru,  Now  hear  me  ! 
For  I  will  stay  no  longer. 

Maria,  Tins  yon  shall  1 
However  yon  shall  think  to  flatter  me 
For  this  offence,  (which  no  submission 
Can  erer  mediate  for,  you'll  find  it  so) 
Whaterer  you  shall  do  by  intercession, 
What  you  can  ofler,  what  your  land  can  purchase. 
What  all  your  friends  or  fiunilies  can  win, 
Shall  be  but  this,  not  to  forswear  your  knowledge. 
Bat  eiver  to  forbtnur  it.   Now  your  will,  sir  I 

Petru,  Thou  art  the  subtlest  woman  I  think 
lifing, 
I  am  sure  the  lewdest  1  Now  be  still,  and  mark  me ! 
Were  I  but  any  way  addicted  to  the  devil, 
I  should  now  think  I  had  met  a  play-fellow 
To  profit  by»  and  that  way  the  most  learned 
That  ever  taught  to  murmur.  Tell  me,  thou, 
Thoa  most  poor,  paltry,  spiteful  whore — Do  you 
111  make  you  roar,  before  I  leave.  [cry  ? 

MariaJ  Your  pleasure ! 
Pttru.  Was  it  not  sin  enough,  diou  firuiterer, 
Full  of  the  fall  thou  eat'st,  thou  devil's  broker, 
Thou  seminary  of  all  sedition, 
Thou  sword  of  vengeance  with  a  thread  hung  o'er 
Was  it  not  sin  enough,  and  wickedness  [us, 

In  fall  abundance,  was  it  not  vexation 
At  all  points,  eap-a-pU — Nay,  I  shall  pinch  you ! — 
Thus  Uks  a  rotten  rascal  to  abuse 
The  name  of  Heaven,  the  tie  of  marriage, 
The  honour  of  thy  friends,  the  expectation 
Of  all  that  thought  thee  virtuous,  with  rebellion, 
Childish  and  bsise  rebellion  ?  but,  continuing 
After  forgiveness  too,  and  worse,  your  mischief  ? 
And  against  him,  setting  the  hope  of  Heaven  by. 
And  the  dear  reservation  of  his  honour. 
Nothing  above-ground  could  have  won  to  hate 
Well,  go  thy  ways !  [thee  ? 

Maria,  Yes. 

Petru,  You  shall  hear  me  out  first : 
Wbat  punishment  mayst  thou  deserve,  thou  thing. 
Thou  idle  thing  of  nothing,  thou  pull'd  primrose. 
That  two  hours  after  art  a  weed,  and  wither*  d, 
For  this  last  flourish  on  me  ?  Am  I  one 
Sdected  out  of  all  the  husbands  living. 
To  be  so  ridden  by  a  tit  of  ten -pence  ? 
Am  I  so  blind,  and  bed-rid  ?  I  was  mad. 
And  had  the  plague,  and  no  man  must  come  near 

me  I 
1  must  be  shut  up,  and  my  substance  'bezxled. 
And  an  old  woman  watch  me ! 

Maria,  Well,  sir,  well ; 
Yon  may  well  glory  in't. 
Petru.  And  when  it  comes  to  opening,  'tis  my 
plot, 
I  must  undo  myself,  forsooth  !  Dost  hear  me  ? 
If  I  should  beat  thee  now,  as  much  may  be. 
Dost  thou  not  well  deserve  it  ?    C  thy  conscience, 
Dost  thou  not  cry.  Come  beat  me  f 

Maria,  I  defy  you  1  [stroke. 

And,  my  last  loving  tears,  farewell  I     The  first 
The  very  first  you  give  me,  if  you  dare  strike, 
(Try  me,  and  you  shall  find  it  so)  for  ever. 
Never  to  be  r«call'd,  (I  know  you  love  me, 
Biad  till  you  have  e^joy'd  me,)  I  do  turn 
Utteriy  from  you ;  sjid  what  man  I  meet  first, . 


That  has  but  spirit  to  deserve  a  favour. 
Let  him  bear  any  shape,  the  worse  the  better. 
Shall  kill  you,  and  enjoy  me.  What  I  have  said 
About  your  foolish  sickness,  ere  you  have  me 
As  you  would  have  me,  you  shall  swear  is  certain, 
And  challenge  any  man  that  dares  deny  it ; 
And  in  all  companies  approve  my  actions. 
And  so,  farewell  for  this  time  I  IBxU, 

Petru,  Grief  go  with  thee  I 
If  there  be  any  witchcrafts,  herbs,  or  potions. 
Saying  my  prayers  backward,  fiends,  or  fairies. 
That  can  again  unlove  me,  I  am  made.  lExit, 


SCENE  III.— ^  Boom  in  the  House  o/Bianca. 
Bnttr  BfAifCA  and  TaAiffo. 

Tra.  Mistress,  you  must  do't. 

Bianea,  Are  tite  writings  ready 
I  told  you  of  ? 

Tra,  Yes,  they  are  ready  ; 
But  to  what  use  I  know  not. 

Bianoa,  You  are  an  ass. 
You  must  have  all  things  construed. 

Tra,  Yes,  and  pierced  too, 
Or  I  find  little  pleasure. 

Bianea.  Now  you  are  knavish  ; 
Gro  to !  Fetch  Rowland  hither  presently ; 
Your  twenty  pound  lies  bleeding  else ;  she's  married 
Within  these  twelve  hours,  if  we  cross  it  not. 
And  see  the  papers  of  one  size ! 

Tra,  I  have  you, 

Bianoa,  And  for  disposing  of  'em 

Tra,  If  I  fail  you. 
Now  I  have  found  the  way,  use  martial  law. 
And  cut  my  head  off  with  a  hand-saw  ! 

Bianoa,  Well,  sir  1 
Petronius  and  Moroso  I'll  see  sent  for. 
About  your  business  ;  go  ! 

Tra,  I  am  gone.  IBxU, 

Bianea,  Ho,  Livia  I 

Enter  LtriA. 

Livia,  Who's  that? 

Bianea,  A  friend  of  yours.   Lord,  how  you  look 
As  if  you  had  lost  a  carrack  !  [now, 

Livia,  Oh,  Bianea ! 
I  am  the  most  undone,  unhappy  woman 

Bianea,  Be  quiet,  wench !  thou  shalt  be  done, 
and  done. 
And  done,  and  double  done,  or  all  shall  split  for't. 
No  more  of  these  minced  passions  !    they  are 

mangy. 
And  ease  thee  of  nothing,  but  a  little  wind : 
An  apple  will  do  more.    Thou  fear'st  Moroso  ? 

Livia,  Even  as  I  fear  the  gallows. 

Bianea.  Keep  thee  there  still ! 
And  you  love  Rowland  ?  say. 

Livia,  If  I  say  not, 
I  am  sure  I  lie. 

Bianea,  What  wouldst  thou  give  that  woman. 
In  spite  of  all  his  anger,  and  thy  fear. 
And  all  thy  father's  pc^icy,  that  could 
Clap  ye  within  these  two  nights  quietly 
Into  a  bed  together. 

Livia,  How  ? 

Bianoa,  Why,  fairly. 
At  half-sword,  man  and  wife : — ^Now  the  red  blood 
Ay,  marry,  now  the  matter's  changed.       [comes  ! 

Livia.  Bianea, 
Methinks  you  diould  not  mock  me. 
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JBianoa,  Mock  a  podding  I 
I  speak  good  honest  English,  and  good  meaning. 

ijivia.   I  should    not   be    ungrateful    to    that 
woman. 

Bianca.  I  know  thou  wouldst  not :  Follow  but 
my  counsel, 
And  if  thou  hast  him  not,  despite  of  fortune. 
Let  me  never  know  a  good  night  more  !     You  must 
Be  very  sick  o'  th'  instant. 

Livia.  Well,  what  follows  ? 

JBianoa.  And  in  that  sickness  send  for  all  your 
friends, 
Your  father  and  your  fever,  old  Moroso  ; 
And  Rowland  shall  be  there  too. 

Livia,  What  of  these  ? 

Bianca.  Do  you  not  twitter  yet  ?    Of  this  shall 
follow 
That  which  shall  make  thy  heart  leap,  and  thy  lips 
Venture  as  many  kisses  as  the  merchants 
Do  dollars  to  the  East-Indies  :  You  shall  know  all ; 
But  first  walk  in  and  practise  ;  pray  be  sick. 

Livia.  I  do  beUeve  you,  and  I  am  sick. 

Bianca,  Do. 
To  bed  then ;  come  ! — I'll  send  away  your  servants 
Post  for  your  fool,  and  father :  And,  good  Fortune, 
As  we  mean  honesty,  now  strike  an  up-shot  I 

lExeunt, 


SCENE  IV.— A  Street. 
Enter  Tranio  and  Rowland. 

Tra.  Nay,  on  my  conscience,  I  have  lost  my 
money ; 
But  that*8  all  one :  I'll  never  more  persuade  you ; 
I  see  you  are  resolute,  and  I  commend  you. 

Rowl.  But  did  she  send  for  me  ? 

Tra.  You  dare  believe  me  ? 

Rowl.  I  cannot  tell ;  you  have  your  ways  for 
Allowed  you,  Tranio,  as  well  as  I  [profit 

Have  to  avoid  'em  fear. 

Tra,  No,  on  my  word,  sir, 
I  deal  directly  with  you. 

Enter  Servant  haetiljf. 

Bowl.  How  now,  fellow  ? 
Whither  post  you  so  fast  ? 

Serv,  Oh,  sir,  my  master  ! 
Pray  did  you  see  my  master  ? 

Bowl.  Why  your  master  ? 

Serv.  Sir,  his  jewel— 

Bowl.  With  the  gilded  button  ? 

Serv.  My  pretty  mistress  livia 

Bowl.  What  of  her? 

Serv.  Is  £dlen  sick  o'  the  sudden 

Bowl.  How,  o'  th'  sullens  ? 

Serv.  O*  th'  sudden,  sir,  I  say  ;  very  sick. 

Bowl.  It  seems  she  hath  got  the  toom-ache  with 
raw  apples. 

Serv.  It  seems  you  have  got  the  head-ache : 
Fare  you  well,  sir  ! 
You  did  not  see  my  master  ? 

Bowl.  Who  told  you  so  ? 

Tra.  No,  no ;  he  did  not  see  him. 

Bowl.  Farewell,  blue-bottle.—       lExit  Servant. 
What  should  her  sickness  be  ? 

Tra.  For  you,  it  may  be. 

Bowl.  Yes,  when  my  brains  are  out,  I  may  be- 
lieve it ; 
Never  before,  I  am  sure.  Yet  I  may  see  her ; 
'Twill  be  a  point  of  honesty. 


Tra.  It  will  so. 

Bowl.  It  may  be  not  too ;  you  would    fain  be 
fingering 
This  old  sin-offering  of  two  hundred,  Tranio  : 
How  daintily  and  cunningly  you  drive  me 
Up  like  a  deer  to  th'  toil !  yet  I  may  leap  it ; 
And  what's  the  woodman  then  ? 

Tra.  A  loser  by  you. 
Speak,  will  you  go  or  not  ?   To  me  'tis  equal. 

Bowl.  Come,  what  goes  less  ? 

Tra.  Nay,  not  a  penny,  Rowland. 

Bowl.  Shall  I  have  liberty  of  conscience. 
Which,  by  interpretation,  is  ten  kisses  ? 
Hang  me,  if  I  affect  her ;  yet,  it  may  be. 
This  whoreson  manners  will  require  a  stmggliDg, 
Of  two  and  twenty,  or,  by'r  Lady,  thirty. 

Tra.  By'r  Lady,  I'll  require  my  wager  then. 
For  if  you  kiss  so  often,  and  no  khidness, 
I  have  lost  my  speculation  : — I'll  allow  yon 

Bowl.  Speak  like  a  gamester  now. 

Tra.  It  may  be  two. 

Bowl,  Under  a  dozen,  Tranio,  there's  no  setting  i 
Yon  shall  have  forty  shillings,  wink  at  small  ftmlUi 
Sav  I  take  twenty,  come,  I7  all  that's  honest, 
I  do  it  but  to  vex  her. 

Tra.  I'll  no  by-blows. 
If  you  can  love  her,  do ;  if  you  can  hate  her. 
Or  any  else  that  loves  you 

Bowl.  Pr'ythee,  Tranio  ! 

Tra.  Why,  farewell,  twenty  pound  I  'twill  noi 
You  have  my  resolution.  [undo  me  | 

Bowl.  And  your  money : 
Which,  since  you  are  so  stubborn,  if  I  forfeit. 
Make  me  a  Jack  o'  Lent,  and  break  my  shins 
For  untagg'd  points  and  counters!  I'll  go  witi 

you; 
But  if  thou  getf  St  a  penny  by  the  baiigain — 
A  parting  kUs  is  lawful  ? 

Tra,  I  allow  it. 

Bowl,  Knock  out  my  brains  with  apples.      Yet 
a  bargain .' 

Tra,  I  tell  you,  I'll  no  bargains ;  win  and  wea 

Bowl.  Thou  art  the  strangest  fellow !  [ic 

Tra.  That's  all  one. 

Bowl.  Along  then!  Twenty  pound  more,  if  tboi 
I  give  her  not  a  good  word  !  [daresi 

Tra.  Not  a  penny.  CS-« 


SCENE    v.— ^^  Boom  in  the  House    of 
Petrucbio. 

Enter  Pktrucbio,  Jaqubs,  and  Pbdbo. 

P£tru.  Pr'ythee,  entreat  her  come ;  I  will  n<^ 
trouble  her 
Above  a  word  or  two.  IBxit  Pki»k^ 

Ere  I  endure 

This  life,  and  with  a  woman,  and  a  vow'd  one 
To  all  the  mischiefs  she  can  lay  upon  me, 
I'll  go  to  plough  again,  and  eat  leek-porridge  ! 
(Begging's  a  pleasure  to't,  not  to  be  number* d.) 
No,  there  be  other  countries,  Jaques,  for  me. 
And  other  people ;  yea,  and  other  women  : 
If  I  have  need,  '*  here's  money,"  "  there's  yo^ 

ware," 
Which  is  fair  dealing ;  and  the  sun,  they  any. 
Shines  as  warm  there  as  here ;  and  till  I  hare  lost 
Either  myself  or  her — I  care  not  whether^ 
Nor  which  first— 

Jaques.  WUl  your  worship  hear  me  ? 
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Pdnu  And  utterlj  ontwom  the  memorj 
Of  inch  a  cone  as  Uus,  none  of  my  nation 
Sun  et er  know  me  more. 

Jaquti,  Oat,  alas,  mr. 
Whet  a  stxange  way  do  yon  nm  I 

PetriL  Any  way, 
So  I  ont-ran  thii  rascal. 

Jaquet,  Methinks  now, 
If  70V  good  worship  conld  bnt  have  the  patic 

Petrm.  The  patience  ?  why  the  patience  ? 

/sfMf.  Why,  I'll  tell  yon ; 
Coold  yon  but  hare  the  patience — 

Petru.  Well,  the  patience. 

Jtgue$.  To  Ungh  at  all  she  does,  or,  when  she 
rails. 
To  hare  a  drum  beaten  o'  the  top  o'  th'  house, 
To  gire  the  neighboors  warning  of  her  lanim, 
Ai  1  do  when  my  wife  rebels—— 

PWrv.  Thy  wife? 
Thy  wife's  a  pigeon  to  her,  a  mere  slomber ; 
Tbe  dead  of  night's  not  stiller 

Jaquet,  Nor  an  iron-mill. 

Petru,  Bat  thy  wife  is  certain-^— 

Jaqun.  That's  false  doctrine ; 
Yoa  never  read  of  a  certain  woman. 

Petru.  Thou  know'st  her  way. 

J9qu€$.  I  shonld  do,  I  am  sore ; 
I  luTc  ridden  it  night  and  day,  this  twenty  year. 

Petru,  Bat  mine  is  such  a  drench  of  balderdash, 
Svh  i  itFuge  carded  conningness,  the  rainbow, 
WhcD  the  hanga  bent  in  Heaven,  sheds  not  her 

ooloars 
Quicker,  and  more,  than  this  deceitfnl  woman 
^  ores  in  her  dyes  of  wickedness. 

Enter  VwDwo. 
^^  isys  she  ? 

Pedro,  Nay,  not  a  word,  sir ;  hut  she  pointed 
tome. 
At  UuMigh  she  meant  to  follow.    Pray,  sir,  bear  it 
Eren  as  yoa  may :  I  need  not  teach  yoor  worship 
^e  beat  men  have  their  crosses,  we  are  all  mor- 

Petru,  What  ails  the  feUow  ?  [tal 

Pedro.  And  no  doubt  she  may,  sir 

Petru.  What  may  she?  or  what  does  she?  or 
what  is  she  ? 
^peak  and  be  hang'd  1 

Pedro,  She's  mad,  sir. 

Petru,  Heaven  continue  it ! 

Pedro.  Amen,  if 't  be  his  pleasure. 

Petru,  How  nmd  is  she  ? 

Pedro.  As  mad  as  heart  can  wish,  sir :  She  has 
dress'd  herself 
(Suing  your  worship's  reverence)  just  i'  th'  cut 
^QM  of  those  that  multiply  i'  th'  suburbs 
For  nagie  money,  and  as  dirtily : 
U  lay  speak  to  her,  first  she  whistles, 
Aiui  thea  begins  her  compass  with  her  fingers, 
Aa4  points  to  what  she  would  have. 

Pftru,  What  new  way's  this  ? 

Pedro.  There  came  in  master  Sophocles 

Petru.  And  what 
^  inaster  Sophocles,  when  he  came  in  ? 
Gn  my  tnmks  ready,  sirrah !  I'll  be  gone  straight. 

Pedro.  He's  here  to  tell  you.— 
^Ws  horn  mad,  Jaques. 

BnUr  BovaocLMB. 
S^ph,  Call  yon  this  a  woman  ? 
^eiru.  Yes,  sir,  she  is  a  woman* 

S^  Sir,  I  doubt  it. 
T6t.  n. 


Petru.  I  had  thought  yon  had  made  experience. 

Soph,  Yes,  I  did  so. 
And  almost  with  my  life. 

Petru,  You  rid  too  fast,  sir. 

Soph.  Pray,  be  not  mistaken :  By  this  hand, 
Your  wife's  as  chaste  and  honest  as  a  virgin, 
For  anything  I  know !  'Tis  true,  she  gave  me 
A  ring 

Petru.  For  rutting. 

Soph.  You  are  much  deceived  still : 
Believe  me,  I  ne'er  kiss'd  her  since  ;  and  now 
Coming  in  visitation  like  a  friend, 
(  I  think  she's  mad,  sir)  suddenly  she  started. 
And  snatch'd  the  ring  away,  and  drew  her  knife 
To  what  intent  I  know  not  [out, 

Petru.  Is  this  certain  ? 

Soph,  As  I  am  here,  sir. 

Petru.  I  believe  you  honest ; 
And  pray  continue  so. 

Enter  Mamxa. 

Soph,  She  comes. 

Petru,  Now,  damsel, 
What  will  your  beauty  do,  if  I  forsake  you  ? 

[<S%e  makes  tignt. 
Do  you  deal  by  signs  and  tokens?  As  I  guess  then. 
You'll  walk  sbroad  this  summer,  and  catch  cap- 
tains; 
Or  hire  a  piece  of  holy  ground  1'  th'  suburbs, 
And  keep  a  nest  of  nuns  ? 

Soph,  Oh,  do  not  stir  her ! 
You  see  in  what  a  case  she  is. 

Petru.  She's  dogged. 
And  in  a  beastly  case,  I  am  sure. — I'll  make  her. 
If  she  have  any  tongue,  yet  tattle. — Sophocles, 
Pr'ythee  observe  this  woman  seriously. 
And  eye  her  well ;  and  when  thou  hast  done,  but 

tell  me 
(For  thou  hast  understanding)  in  what  case 
My  sense  was,  when  I  chose  this  thing. 

Soph.  I'll  tell  you, 
I  have  seen  a  sweeter--^— 

Petru.  An  hundred  times,  cry  oysters. 
There's  a  poor  beggar-wench  about  Black-Friars, 
Runs  on  her  breech,  may  be  an  empress  to  her. 

Soph.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  bitter. 

Petru.  Never  a  whit,  sir.— 
I'll  tell  thee,  woman,  for  now  I  have  day  to  see 

thee. 
And  all  my  wits  about  me,  and  I  speak 
Not  out  of  passion  neither  (leave  your  mumping ; 
I  know  you  are  well  enough.)— Now  would  I  give 

lApart. 
A  million  but  to  vex  her  ! — ^When  I  chose  thee 
To  make  a  bedfellow,  I  took  more  trouble 
Than  twentv  terms  can  come  to ;  such  a  cause. 
Of  such  a  utle  and  so  everlasting, 
That  Adam's  genealogy  may  be  ended 
Ere  any  law  find  thee :  I  took  a  leprosy. 
Nay  worse,  the  plague,  nay  worse  yet,  a  pos- 
session. 
And  had  the  devil  with  thee,  if  not  more ; 
And  yet  worse,  was  a  beast,  and  like  a  beast 
Had  my  reward,  a  jade  to  fling  my  fortunes : 
For  who  that  had  but  reason  to  distinguish 
The  light  from  darkness,  wine  from  water,  hunger 
From  full  satiety,  and  fox  from  fern-bush, 
That  would  have  married  thee  ? 

Soph.  She's  not  so  ill. 

Petru,  She's  worse  than  I  dare  think  of;  she's 
so  lewd 
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No  court  is  strong  enough  to  bear  her  cause  ; 
She  hath  neither  manners,  honesty,  behaviour, 
Wifehood,  nor  womanhood  ;  nor  any  mortal 
Can  force  me  think  she  had  a  mother  :  No, 
I  do  believe  her  stedfastly,  and  know  her, 
To  be  a  woman-wolf  by  transmigration : 
Her  first  form  was  a  ferret's  under-ground  ; 
She  kills  the  memories  of  men Not  yet  ? 

Soph,  Do  you  think  she's  sensible  of  this? 

Petru.  I  care  not ! 
Be  what  she  will,  the  pleasure  I  take  in  her, 
Thus  I  blow  off ;  the  care  I  took  to  love  her, 
Like  this  point,  I  unty,  and  thus  I  loose  it ; 
The  husband  I  am  to  her,  thus  I  sever  : 
My  vanity,  farewell !  Yet,  for  you  have  been 
So  near  me,  as  to  bear  the  name  of  wife, 
My  unquench'd  charity  shall  tell  you  thus  much, 
Though  you  deserve  it  well,  you  shall  not  beg : 
What  I  ordain'd  your  jointure,  honestly 
You  shall  have  settled  on  you,  and  half  my  house ; 
The  other  half  shall  be  employed  in  prayers, 
(That  meritorious  charge  TU  be  at  also; 
Yet  to  confirm  you  christian ;  your  apparel. 
And  what  belongs  to  build  up  such  a  folly, 
Keep,  I  beseech  you,  it  infects  our  uses : 
And  now  I  am  for  travel. 

Jlfarto.  Now  I  love  you ; 
And  now  I  see  you  are  a  man,  I'll  talk  to  you ; 
And  I  forget  your  bitterness. 

Soph,  How  now,  man  ? 

Petru.  Oh,  Pliny,  if  thou  wilt  be  ever  famous, 
Make  but  this  woman  all  thy  wonders ! 

Maria,  Sure,  sir, 
You  have  hit  upon  a  happy  course,  a  blessed. 
And  what  will  make  you  virtuous. 

Petru.  She'll  ship  me. 

Maria.  A  way  of  understanding  I  long  wish'd 
for; 
And  now  'tis  come,  take  heed  yon  fly  not  back, 

sir ! 
Methinks  you  look  a  new  man  to  me  now, 
A  man  of  excellence ;  and  now  I  see 
Some  great  design  set  in  you.  You  may  think  now 
(And  so  may  most  that  know  me)  'twere  my  part 
Weakly  to  weep  your  loss,  and  to  resist  you ; 
Nay,  hang  about  your  neck,  and,  like  a  dotard. 
Urge  my  strong  tie  upon  you :  But  I  love  you, 
And  all  the  world  shall  know  it,  beyond  woman ; 
And  more  prefer  the  honour  of  your  country, 
Which  chiefly  you  are  bom  for,  and  may  perfect 
The  uses  you  may  make  of  other  nations. 
The  ripening  of  your  knowledge,  conversation, 
The  fall  ability  and  strength  of  judgment, 
Than  any  private  love,  or  wanton  kisses. 
Go,  worthy  man,  and  bring  home  understanding. 

Soph,  This  were  an  excellent  woman  to  breed 
schoolmen. 

Maria.  For  if  the  merchant  through  unknown 
seas  plough 
To  get  his  wealth,  then,  dear  sir,  what  must  you 
To  gather  wisdom  ?  Go,  and  gq  alone. 
Only  your  noble  mind  for  your  companion ; 
And  if  a  woman  may  win  credit  with  you. 
Go  far,  too  far  you  cannot,  stiU  the  farther 
The  more  experience  finds  you :  And  go  sparing ; 
One  meal  a- week  will  serve  you,  and  one  suit, 
Through  all  your  travels  ;  for  you'll  find  it  certain, 
The  poorer  and  the  baser  you  appear, 
The  more  you  look  through  stilL 

Petru.  Dost  hear  her  ? 


Soph.  Yes. 

Petru.  What  would  this  woman  do,  if  she  werr 
Upon  a  new  religion  ?  [auffer'd 

Soph.  Make  us  Pagans. 
I  wonder  that  she  writes  not. 

Maria.  Then  when  time. 
And  fulness  of  occasion,  have  new-made  you. 
And  squared  you  from  a  sot  into  a  signor. 
Or  nearer,  from  a  jade  into  a  courser ; 
Come  home  an  aged  man,  as  did  Ulysses, 
And  I,  your  glad  Penelope-^— 

Petru.  That  must  have 
As  many  lovers  as  I  lang^uages  : 
And  what  she  does  with  one  i'  th'  day,  i*  th'  night 
Undo  it  with  another. 

Maria.  Much  that  way,  sir ; 
For  in  your  absence  it  must  be  my  honour. 
That,  that  must  make  me  spoken  of  hereafter. 
To  have  temptations,  and  not  little  ones. 
Daily  and  hourly  offer'd  me,  and  strongly. 
Almost  believed  against  me,  to  set  off 
The  faith  and  loyalty  of  her  that  loves  you. 

Petru,  What  should  I  do  ? 

Soph.  Why,  by  my  soul,  I  would  travel ; 
Did  not  you  mean  so  ? 

Petru.  Alas,  no  ;  nothing  less,  man ; 
I  did  it  but  to  try,  sir.     She's  the  devil ! 
And  now  I  find  it,  (for  she  drives  me}  I   most 

go.— 
Are  my  trunks  down  there,  and  my  hones  ready  ? 

Maria,  Sir,  for  your  house,  and,  if  yon  please 
to  trust  me 
With  that  you  leave  behind 

Petru.  Bring  down  the  money ! 

Maria,  As  I  am  able,  and  to  my  poor  fortimes« 
I'll  govern  as  a  widow.     I  shall  long 
To  hear  of  your  well-doing,  and  your  profit ; 
And  when  I  hear  not  from  you  once  a  quarter, 
I'll  wish  you  in  the  Indies,  or  Cataya, 
Those  are  the  climes  must  make  you. 

Petru.  How's  the  wind  ?— 
She'll  wish  me  out  o'  th'  world  anon ! 

Maria.  For  France 
'Tis  very  fair  :  Get  you  aboard  to-night,  sir. 
And  lose  no  time ;  you  know  the  tide  stayn  na 
I  have  cold  meats  ready  for  you.  [man^ 

Petru.  Fare  thee  well  1 
Thou  hast  fool'd  me  out  o'  th'  kingdom  with   a 

vengeance ! 
And  thou  canst  fool  me  in  again. 

Maria,  Not  I,  sir ; 
I  love  you  better ;  take  your  time,  and  pleasure. 
I'll  see  you  horsed. 

Petru.  I  think  thouwould'st  see  me  hang'd  too^ 
Were  I  but  half  as  willing. 

Maria.  Anything 
That  you  Uiink  well  of,  I  dare  look  upon. 

Petru,   You'll    bear    me    to   the   land's   eod^ 
Sophocles  } 
And  other  of  my  friends,  I  hope. 

Maria.  Ne'er  doubt,  sir ; 
You  cannot  want  companions  for  your  good. 
I  am  sure  you'll  kiss  me  ere  I  go ;  I  have  busxneas^ 
And  stay  long  here  I  must  not. 

Petru.  Gret  thee  going ! 
For  if  thou  tarriest  but  another  dialogue, 
I'll  kick  thee  to  thy  chamber. 

Maria.  Fare  you  weU,  sir  1 
And  bear  yourself,  I  do  beseech  you  once  mors. 
Since  you  have  undertaken  doing  wisely, 
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Haolj  and  worthily  ;  'tis  for  mj  credit 

And  for  those  flying  lames  here  of  your  follies, 

Yotir  gambols,  and  ill-breeding  of  your  youth, 

For  which  I  understand  you  tiJce  this  travel, 

(Notliiiig  should  make  me  leave  you  else)  I'll  deal 

So  like  a  wife  that  loves  your  reputation, 

Afid  the  Biost  large  addition  of  your  credit, 

IW  those  shall  die.     If  you  want  limon-waters, 

Or  any  thing  to  take  the  edge  o'  th*  sea  off, 

Pny  speak,  and  be  provided. 

Peiru.  Now  the  devil. 
That  wai  your  first  good  master,  shower  his  bless- 
Upon  je  all!  into  whose  custody [ing 


Maria,  I  do  commit  your  reformation  ; 
And  so  I  leave  you  to  your  stilo  novo,  lExit, 

Petru,  I  will  go !— Yet  I  will  not  I — Once  more, 
ril  put  her  to  the  test.  [Sophocles, 

Soph,  YoQ  had  better  go. 

Petru,  I  will  go  then !— Let's  seek  my  father 
And  aU  my  friends  to  see  me  fair  aboard :       [out, 
Then,  women,  if  there  be  a  storm  at  sea 
Worse  than  your  tongues  can  make,  and  waves 

more  broken 
Than  your  dissembling  fiiiths  are,  let  me  feel 
Nothing  but  tempests,  till  they  crack  my  keel ! 

\,Exeunt, 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  the  House  o/Pbtronius. 
A  Table  sei  out  with  ink  and  paper. 

Enter  Pstrowiub  and  Biajtca. 

Bumea,  Now  whether  I  deserve  that  blame  you 
Ut  aD  the  world  discern,  sir.  [g^ve  me, 

PeiroH,  If  this  motion, 
1  mean  this  fiur  repentance  of  my  daughter, 
Spriof  from  your  good  persuasion,  as  it  seems  so, 
I  most  confess  I  have  spoke  too  boldly  of  you, 
AndlrepenL 

Bianea,  The  first  touch  was  her  own* 
Taken  no  doubt  from  disobeying  you  ; 
The  second  I  put  to  her,  when  I  told  her 
Hov  good  and  gende  yet,  with  fi^ee  contrition, 
Afam  you  might  be  purchased :  Loving  woman ! 
^  heard  me,  and,  I  thank  her,   thought  me 

worthy 
Obseniag  in  this  point.    Yet  all  my  counsel 
Aod  comfoit  in  this  case  could  not  so  heal  her, 
^t  that  grief  got  his  share  too,  and  she  sicken'd. 

Petron,  I  am  sorry  she's  so  ill ;  yet  glad  her 
Has  got  so  good  a  ground.  [sickness 

Enter  Mommo. 

Bienea,  Here  comes  Moroso. 

Petr^n.  Oh,  you  are  very  welcome ; 
Nov  you  shall  know  your  happiness, 

M9r,  I  am  glad  on't 
^  makes  this  lady  here  ? 

Biatiea.  A  diah  for  you,  sir, 
Toa'U  thank  me  for  hereafter. 

Petrm.  True,  Moroso : 
^1  get  jou  in,  and  see  your  mistress. 

Biaaca,  She  is  sick,  sir ; 
But 


you  may  kiss  her  whole. 

^or.  How? 

Bianco,  Comfort  her. 

'Vor.  Why  am  I  sent  for,  sir  ? 

Pfircn,  Will  yott  in  and  see  ? 

Btmea,  May  be  she  needs  confession. 
^»r.  By  Saint  Mary, 
>he  ghaO  lunre  ahsolution  then  and  penance ; 
Bat  not  above  her  carriage. 

Petron,  Get  you  in,  fool !  isxit  Monoeo. 

Btanea.  Here  comes  the  other  too. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Trakio. 

Petron,  Now,  Tranio  !— 
^^  even  to  you  too  I  and  you  are  welcome. 
Bowl  Thank  you- 


Petron.  I  have  a  certain  daughtei 
Eowl,  'Would  you  had,  sir ! 
Petron,  No  doubt  you  know  her  well. 
Bowl,  Nor  never  shall,  sir : 
She  is  a  woman  ;  and  the  ways  unto  her 
Are  like  the  finding  of  a  certain  path 
After  a  deep-fall'n  snow. 

Petron,  Well,  that's  by  th'  bye  still. 
This  daughter  that  I  tell  you  of  is  fallen 
A  little  crop-sick,  with  the  dangerous  surfeit 
She  took  of  your  affection. 
Rowl,  Mine,  sir? 
Petron,  Yes,  sir : 
Or  rather,  as  it  seems,  repenting.    And  there 
She  lies  within,  debating  on  it. 
Rowl.  Well,  sir? 

Petron,  I  think  'twere  well  you  would  see  her. 
Rowl.  If  you  please,  sir ; 
I  am  not  squeambh  of  my  visitation. 

Petron,  But  this   I'll  teU  you,  she  is  alter'd 
You'll  find  her  now  another  livia.  [much ; 

Rowl,  I  have  enough  o'  th'  old,  sir. 
Petron.  No  more  fool. 
To  look  gay  babies  in  your  eyes,  young  Rowland, 
And  hang  about  your  pretty  neck 

Rowl,  I  am  glad  on't, 
And  thank  my  fates  I  have  'scaped  such  execution. 
Petron,  And  buss  you  till  you  blush  again. 
Rowl,  That's  hard,  sir ; 
She  must  kiss  shamefully  ere  I  blush  at  it ; 
I  never  was  so  boyish.     Well,  what  follows  ? 
Petron.  She's  mine  now,  as  I  please  to  settle 
her. 
At  my  command,  and  where  I  please  to  plant  her : 
Only  she  would  take  a  kind  farewell  of  you. 
And  give  you  back  a  wand'ring  vow  or  two. 
You  left  in  pawn ;  and  two  or  three  slight  oaths 
She  lent  you  too,  she  looks  for. 

Rowl,  She  shall  have  'em. 
With  all  my  heart,  sir ;  and,  if  you  like  it  better, 
A  free  release  in  writing. 

Petron,  That's  the  matter ; 
And  you  from  her  shall  have  another,  Rowland, 
And  then  turn  tail  to  tail,  and  peace  be  with  you ! 
Rowl.  So  be't. — ^Your  twenty  pound  sweats, 

Tranio. 
Tra.  'Twill  not  undo  me,  Rowland;  do  your 
Rowl.  Come,  shall  we  see  her,  sir  ?         [worst ! 
Bianca.  Whate'er  she  says 
You  must  bear  manly,  Rowland  ;  for  her  sickness 
Has  made  her  somewhat  teatish. 
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Rowt.  Let  her  talk 
'Till  her  toogae  ache,  I  care  not.    By  this  hand. 
Thou  hast  a  handsome  face,  wench,  and  a  body 
Daintily  mounted ! — Now  do  I  feel  an  hundred 
Running  directly  from  me,  as  I  pissM  it. 

LiTiA  brought  in  on  a  bed  ;  MoRoao  bp  her. 

Bianea,  Pray  draw  her  softly  I  the  least  hurry, 
Puts  her  to  much  impatience.  [sir, 

Petron.  How  is't,  daughter  ? ' 

Livia.  Oh,  very  sick,  very  sick ;  ^yet  somewhat 
Better,  I  hope,  a  little  lightsomer, 
Because  this  good  man  has  forgiven  me. 
Pray  set  me  higher :  Oh,  my  head  I 

Bianea,  Well  done,  wench  1 

Livia,  Father,  and  all  good  people  that  shall 
I  hare  abused  this  man  perniciously ;  [hear  me, 
Was  never  old  man  humbled  so  :  I  have  scorn' d 

him, 
And  call'd  him  nasty  names ;  I  have  spit  at  him, 
Flung  candles'  ends  in  his  beard,  and  call'd  him 

Harrow, 
That  must  be  drawn  to  all  he  does ;  contemnM 

him, 
For  methought  then  he  was  a  beastly  fellow, — 
Oh,  God,  my  side  I — a  very  beastly  fellow  ; 
And  gave  it  out  his  cassock  was  a  barge-cloth, 
Pawn'd  to  his  predecessor  by  a  sculler, 
The  man  yet  living  ;  I  gave  him  purging  comfits 
At  a  great  christning  once. 
That  spoil'd  his  camblet  breeches ;  and  one  night 
I  strew'd  the  stairs  with  pease,  as  he  pass'd  down  ; 
And  the  good  gentleman,  (woe  worth  me  for't !) 
Even  with  his  reverend  head,  this  head  of  wisdom, 
Told  two  and  twenty  stairs,  good  and  true, 
Miss'd  not  a  step,  and,  as  we  say,  verbatim 
Fell  to  the  bottom,  broke  his  casting  bottle. 
Lost  a  fair  toad^stone  of  some  eighteen  shillings, 
Jumbled  his  joints  together,  had  two  stools, 
And  was  translated.    All  this  villainy 
Did  I :  I,  Livia :  I  alone,  untaught. 

Mor,  And  I,  unask'd,  forgive  it. 

Livia.  Where's  Bianea  ? 

Bianea.  Here,  cousin. 

Livia.  Give  me  drink. 

Bianea.  There. 

Livia.  Who's  that? 

Mor.  Rowland. 

Livia,  Oh,  my  dissembler^  yon  and  I  must  part. 
Come  nearer,  sir. 

Rowl,  I  am  sorry  for  your  sickness. 

Livia.  Be  sorry  for  yourself,   sir:   You  have 
wrong'd  me  ; 
But  I  forgive  you. — Are  the  papers  ready  ? 

Bianea.  I  have  'em  here : — WiU't  please  you 

Petron,  Yes.  [view  *em  ? 

Livia.  Shew  'em  the  young  man  too ;  I  know 
he's  willing 
To  shift  hia  sails  too  ;  'tis  for  his  more  advance- 
ment : 
Alas,  we  might  have  beggar'd  one  another ; 
We  are  young  both,  and  a  world  of  children 
Might  have  been  left  behind  to  curse  our  follies ; 
We  had  been  undone,  Bianea,  had  we  married, 
Undone  for  ever.    I  confess  I  loved  him 
(I  care  not  who  shall  know  it)  most  entirely ; 
And  once,  upon  my  conscience,  he  loved  me : 
But  farewell  that !  we  must  be  wiser,  cousin  ; 
Love  must  not  leave  us  to  the  world.      Have  you 

Bowl.  Yes,  and  am  ready  to  subscribe,    [done  ? 


Livia.  Pray  stay  then. 
Give  me  the  papers,  (aud  let  me  pemse  them,) 
And  so  much  time  as  may  afford  a  tear 
At  our  last  parting. 

Bianea.  Pray  retire,  and  leave  her ; 
I'll  call  ye  presently. 

Petron.  Come,  gentlemen ; 
The  shower  must  &11. 

Bowl.  'Would  I  had  never  seen  her  1      lEjr^unt. 

Bianea.  Thou  hast  done  bravely,  wench. 

Livia.  Pray  Heaven,  it  prove  so  ! 

Bianea.  There  are  the  other  papers  :    Wliea 
they  come. 
Begin  you  first,  and  let  the  rest  subscribe 
Hard  by  your  side ;  give  'em  as  little  light 
As  drapers  do  their  wares. 

Livia.  Didst  mark  Moroso, 
In  what  an  agony  he  was  ?  and  how  he  cried  most 
When  I  abused  him  most  ? 

Bianea.  That  was  but  reason. 

Livia.  Oh,  what  a  stinking  thief  is  this  ! 
Though  I  was  but  to  counterfeit,  he  made  me 
Directly  sick  indeed ;  Thames-street  to  him 
Is  a  mere  pomander. 

Bianea.  Let  him  be  hang'd ! 

Livia.  Amen! 

Bianea.  And  lie  you  still ; 
And  onoe  more  to  your  business ! 

Livia.  Call  'em  in. — 
Now,  if  there  be  a  power  that  pities  lovers. 
Help  now,  and  hear  my  prayers  I 

Enter  Pbtroniub,  Rowland,  Traitid,  and  Mowwo. 

Petron.  Is  she  ready  ? 

Bianea.  She  has  done  her  lamentattons :  Pray 
go  to  her. 

Livia.  Rowland,  come  near  me;  and,  before 
yon  seal. 
Give  me  your  hand :  Take  it  again ;  now  kiss  me  ! 
This  is  the  last  acquaintance  we  most  have  ! 
I  wish  you  ever  happy !     There's  the  p^per. 

Rowl,  Pray  stay  a  litUe ! 

Petron.  Let  me  ttever  live  more. 
But  I  do  begin  to  pity  this  young  fellow; 
How  heartily  he  weeps ! 

Bianea,  There's  pen  and  ink,  sir. 

Livia.    Even  here,  I  pray  you:   Tis  a  little 
How  near  you  have  been  to  me.  [emblem 

Rowl.  [Signs.]  There. 

Bianea.  Your  hands  too. 
As  witnesses. 

Petron,  By  any  means ;  to  the  book,  son. 

Mor.  With  all  my  heart.  [SipiM. 

Bianea.  You  must  deliver  it. 

Bowl.  There,  livia ;  and  a  better  love  li^ht  on 
I  can  no  more.  [thee  I 

Bianea.  To  this  yon  must  be  witness  too. 

Petron.  We  wilL  iThef  tfijm. 

Bianea.  Do  you  deliver  it  now. 

Livia.  Pray  set  me  up. 
There,  Rowland,  all  thy  old  love  back ;  and  may 
A  new  to  come  exceed  mine,  and  be  happy ! 
I  must  no  more. 

Rowl.  Farewell  I 

Livia.  A  long  farewell !  IBxit  Rowi.A2n>. 

Bianea,  Leave  her  by  any  means,  till  this  wild 
passion 
Be  off  her  head.    Draw  all  the  curtains  dosr. 
A  day  hence  you  may  see  her ;  'twill  be  better : 
She's  now  for  little  company. 
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'      Petrm,  Pray  tend  her. 

I  I  miut  to  hone  stnight ;  you  muit  needs  along  too, 
I  To  see  my  son  aboard :  Were  but  his  wife 
I  As  fit  for  pity  as  this  wench,  I  were  happy. 
'     Bianca.  Time  mnst  do  that  too.    Fare  ye  well ! 
To-morrow 
Toa  shall  receiTe  a  wife  to  quit  your  sorrow, 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Boom  in  Pktruchio's  House, 

EnUr  JAquas,  Pbd«o,  and  Porters,  9cUk  a  chat  and 

hampers. 

Jaques.  Bring  'em  away,  sirs  I 

fedro,  Mnst  the  great  trunks  go  too  ? 

JtupuM.  Yes,  and  the  hampers.  Nay,  be  speedy. 
He'll  he  at  sea  before  us  else.  [masters ! 

Pedro,  Oh,  Jaques  I 
Wbit  a  most  blessed  turn  hast  thou 

Janpiet.  1  hope  so. 

Pidro,  To  have  the  sea  between  thee  and  this 
woman! 
Noching  can  drown  her  tongue  but  a  storm. 

Jwjuit,  By  your  leave, 
^^e'n  get  us  up  to  Paris  with  all  speed ; 
For,  on  my  soul,  as  fitf  as  Amiens 
•^be'il  cwry  blank.     Away  to  Lyon-key, 
Aod  ship  'em  presently!  we'll  follow  ye. 

Pedro,  Now  could  I  wish  her  in  that  trunk. 

•^•fMt.  God  shield,  man ! 
I W  rather  have  a  hear  in't 

Ptdto,  Yes,  I'U  tell  you  : 
For  in  the  passage,  if  a  tempest  take  you. 
As  nanj  do,  and  you  lie  beating  for  it. 
Then,  if  it  pleased  the  fates,  I  would  have  the 
0«t  of  a  povrerfnl  providence,  to  cry,         [master, 
"  lighten  the  ship  of  all  hands,  or  we  perish ;" 
1^  this  for  one,  as  best  spared,  should  by  all 
Orer-board  presently.  [means 

i'cfiwt.  O'  that  condition, 
So  we  were  certain  to  be  rid  of  her, 
I  would  wish  her  with  us.    But,  believe  me,  Pedro, 
She  wmild  spoil  the  fishing  on  this  coast  for  ever ; 
For  none  would  keep  her  company  but  dog-fish, 
•V5  cuniah  as  herself,  or  pprpoises, 
^Ude  to  all  fatal  uses :  The  two  Fish-Streets, 
^ere  she  but  once  arrived  among  the  whitings, 
"oold  srag  a  wofnl  mt#erm,  Pedro, 
Aad  moom  in  Poor-John,  till  her  memory 
^erecttt  o'  shore  again,  with  a  strong  sea-breach ; 
^  would  make  god  Neptune,  and  his  fire-fork, 
And  ill  his  demi-gods  and  goddesses, 
^  veary  of  the  Flemish  channel,  Pedro, 
^  wer  boy  was  of  the  school ;  'tis  certain, 
1^  ibe  bat  meet  him  fair,  and  were  well  anger'd, 
Sbe  wonld  break  his  god-head. 

Pedn.  Oh,  her  tongue,  her  tongue ! 

*^«?<vt.  Rather  her  many  tongues ! 

Pedro.  Or  rather  strange  tongues  1 

•/•fvet.  Her  lying  tongue  1 

Pfdro,  Her  lisping  tongue  I 

"^ofvei.  Her  long  tongue  I 

Pedro.  Her  lawless  tongue  I 

^^'fiM*.  Her  loud  tongue  ! 

Pedro,  And  her  liquorish 

Jtufutt,  Bflany  other  tongues,  and  many  stranger 
tongues 
^  ever  Babel  had  to  tell  his  ruins, 
^ere  women  raised  withal ;  but  never  a  true  one. 


Alter  SoPBocLss. 

Soph,  Home  with  your  stuff  again!  the  jour- 
ney's ended. 

Jaques.  What  does  your  worship  mean  ? 

Soph.  Your  master — Oh,  Petruchio  I  Oh,  poor 

Pedro,  Oh,  Jaques,  Jaques  I  [fellows  I 

Soph,  Oh.  your  master's  dead, 
His  body  coming  back  1    His  wife,  his  devil, 
The  grief  of  her 

Jaques.  Has  kill'd  him  ? 

Soph,  Kill'd  him,  kill'd  him  ! 

Pedro,  Is  there  no  law  to  hang  her  ? 

Soph,  Get  ye  in. 
And  let  her  know  her  misery :  I  dare  not. 
For  fear  impatience  seize  me,  see  her  more ; 
I  must  away  again.     Bid  her  for  wife-hood. 
For  honesty,  if  she  have  any  in  her. 
Even  to  avoid  the  shame  that  follows  her. 
Cry  if  she  can.    Your  weeping  cannot  mend  it. 
The  body  will  be  here  within  this  hour,  (so  tell 

her,) 
And  all  his  friends  to  curse  her.  Farewell,  fellows ! 

lExU. 

Pedro,  Oh,  Jaques,  Jaques  ! 

Jaques,  Oh,  my  worthy  master ! 

Pedro,  Oh,  my  most  beastly  mistress !  Hang  her— 

Jaques,  Split  her 

Pedro.  Drown  her  directly— 

Jaques,  Starve  her 

Pedro,  Stink  upon  her 

Jaques,  Stone  her  to  death !  May  all  she  eat  be 
'Till  she  run  kicking-mad  for  men !  [cSB>> 

Pedro.  And  he. 
That  man  that  gives  her  remedy,  pray  Heaven 
He  may  even  ipso  facto  lose  his  longings  1 

Jaques.  Let's  go  discharge  ourselves;  and  he 
that  serves  her. 
Or  speaks  a  good  word  of  her  from  this  hour, 
A  Sedgly  curse  light  on  him ;  which  is,  Pedro, 
"  The  fiend  ride  through  him  booted  and  spurr'd, 
with  a  scythe  at  his  back  1 "         IBxeunL 


SCENE  III.— il  Sireei. 

Enter  Bowuun>  with  a  deed^  and  Tbanio  stealing  behind 

him, 

Rowl.  What  a  dull  ass  was  I  to  let  her  go  thus ! 
Upon  my  life,  she  loves  me  still.     Well,  paper, 
Thou  only  monument  of  what  I  have  had, 
Thou  all  the  love  now  left  me,  and  now  lost. 
Let  me  yet  kiss  her  hand,  yet  take  my  leave 
Of  what  I  must  leave  ever.     Farewell,  Livia ! 
Oh,  bitter  words,  I'll  read  you  once  again, 
And  then  for  ever  study  to  forget  ye. —        IReada, 
How's  this  ?  let  me  look  better  on't  1  A  contract  ? 
By  Heaven,  a  contract,  seal'd  and  ratified. 
Her  father's  hand  set  to  it,  and  Moroso'a ! 
I  do  not  dream  sure !  Let  me  read  again ; 
The  same  still ;  'tis  a  contract ! 

Tra.  'Tis  so,  Rowland ; 
And,  by  the  virtue  of  the  same,  you  pay  me 
An  hundred  pound  to-morrow. 

Rowl,  Art  sure,  Tranio, 
We  are  both  alive  now  ? 

Tra.  Wonder  not ;  you  have  lost. 

RowL  If  this  be  true,  I  grant  it. 

Tra,  'lis  most  certain  1 
There's  a  ring  for  you  too ;  you  know  it  ? 

RowL  Yea. 
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Tra,  When  shall  I  have  my  money  ? 

Howl.  Stay  you,  stay  you ! 
When  shall  I  marry  her  ? 

Tra.  To-night. 

BowL  Take  heed  now 
You  do  not  trifle  with  me  :  If  you  do, 
You'll  find  more  payment  than  your  money  comes 
Come,  swear,  (I  know  I  am  a  n)an,  and  find    [to! 
I  may  deceive  myself,)  swear  faithfully, 
Swear  me  directly,  am  I  Rowland  ? 

Tra,  Yes. 

Rowl,  Am  I  awake? 

Tra,  You  are. 

Rowl,  Am  I  in  health  ? 

Tra,  As  far  as  I  conceive. 

Rowl.  Was  I  with  livia  ? 

Tra.  You  were,  and  had  this  contract. 

Rowl.  And  shall  I  enjoy  her  ? 

Tra.  Yes,  if  you  dare. 

Rowl,  Swear  to  all  these. 

Tra,  IwiU. 

Rowl,   As  thou  art  honest;  as  thou  hast  a 
conscience. 
As  that  may  wring  thee  if  thou  liest ;  all  these 
To  be  no  vision,  but  a  truth,  and  serious  1 

Tra,    Then,   by  my  honesty,   and  faith,  and 
All  this  is  certain.  [conscience, 

Rowl,  Let's  remove  our  places. 
Swear  it  again. 

Tra,  By  Heaven,  it  is  true. 

Rowl,  I  have  lost  then,  and  Heaven  knows  1 
am  glad  on*t. 
Let's  go ;  and  tell  me  all,  and  tell  me  how. 
For  yet  I  am  a  pagan  in  it. 

Tra,  I  have  a  priest  too  ; 
And  all  shall  come  as  even  as  two  testers. 

lExeunL 


SCENE  lY.— .^n  Apartment  in  Pjctruchio's 

House, 

Enter  PsraoNius,  Bopbocuu,  BIobobo,  and  Pktruchio 
borne  in  a  eqffin. 

Petron,  Set  down  the  body,  and  one  call  her  out ! 

Enter  Mabia  in  blaek,  weeping,  and  jAQum. 

You  are  welcome  to  the  last  cast  of  your  fortunes  ! 
There  lies    your  husband  ;    there,   your    loving 

husband ; 
There  he  that  was  Petruchio,  too  good  for  you ! 
Your  stubborn  and  unworthy  way  has  killed  him. 
Ere  he  could  reach  the  sea :  If  you  can  weep. 
Now  you  have  cause,  begin,  and  after  death 
Do  something  yet  to  the  world,  to  think  you  ho- 
So  many  tears  had  saved  him,  shed  in  time ;  [nest. 
And  as  they  are  (so  a  good  mind  go  with  'em) 
Yet  they  may  move  compassion. 

Maria.  Bray  ye  aU  hear  me. 
And  judge  me  as  I  am,  not  as  you  covet, 
For  that  would  make  me  yet  more  miserable  : 
'Tis  true,  I  have  cause  to  grieve,  and  mighty  cause ; 
And  truly  and  imfeignedly  I  weep  it. 

Soph,  I  see  there's  some  good  nature  yet  left 
in  her. 

Maria,  But  what's  the  cause  ?  Mistake  me  not ; 
not  this  man. 
As  he  is  dead,  I  weep  for ;  Heaven  defend  it ! 
I  never  was  so  childish  :  But  his  life, 
His  poor,  unmanly,  wretched,  foolish  life, 
Is  that  my  full  eyes  pity  ;  there's  my  mourning. 


Petron,  Dost  thou  not  shame  ? 

Maria,  I  do,  and  even  to  water, 
To  think  what  this  man  was  ;  to  think  how  simple, 
How  far  below  a  man,  how  far  from  reason. 
From  common  understanding,  and  all  gentry. 
While  he  was  living  here,  he  walked  amongst  ns. 
He  had  a  happy  turn,  he  died  !  I'll  tell  ye, 
These  are  the  wants  I  weep  for,  not  his  person  ; 
The  memory  of  this  man,  had  he  lived 
But  two  years  longer,  had  b^got  more  follies. 
Than  wealthy  Autumn  flies.    But  let  him  rest. 
He  was  a  fool,  and  ftu^weU  he !  not  pitied, 
I  mean  in  way  of  life,  or  action. 
By  any  understanding  man  that's  honest. 
But  only  in  his  posterity,  which  I, 
Out  of  the  fear  his  ruins  might  out-live  him 
In  some  bad  issue,  Uke  a  careful  woman. 
Like  one  indeed  bom  only  to  preserve  him. 
Denied  him  means  to  raise. 

Petru,  [Rising,"]  Unbutton  me ! 
By  Heaven,  I  die  indeed  else  ! — Oh,  Maria, 
Oh,  my  unhappiness,  my  misery  ! 

Petron,  Go  to  him,  whore  !     By  Heaven,  if  he 
perish, 
I'll  see  thee  hang*d  myself ! 

Petru,  Why,  why,  Maria 

Maria,  I  have  done  my  worst,  and  have    my 
end :  Forgive  me ! 
From  this  hour  make  me  what  you  please  :   I  haTe 

tamed  you. 
And  am  now  vow'd  your  servant.      Look    not 

strangely. 
Nor  fear  what  I  say  to  you.   Dare  you  Idas  me  ? 
Thus  I  b^;in  my  new  love.  C3Vr  ^iM. 

Petru,  Once  again ! 

Maria,  With  idl  my  heart. 

Petru,  Once  again,  Maria  !— - 
Oh,  gentlemen,  I  know  not  where  I  am. 

Soph,  Get  ye  to  bed  then ;  there  you'll  quickly 
know,  sir. 

Petru,  Never  no  more  your  old  tricks  ? 

Maria.  Never,  sir. 

Petru.  You  shall  not  need  ;  for,  as  I  have  a  faith. 
No  cause  shall  give  occasion. 

Maria,  As  I  am  honest. 
And  as  I  am  a  maid  yet,  all  my  life 
From  this  hour,  since  you  make  so  firee  profession, 
I  dedicate  in  service  to  your  pleasure. 

Soph,  Ay,  marry,  this  goes  roundly  off! 

Petru.  Go,  Jaques, 
Get  all  the  best  meat  may  be  bought  for  money. 
And  let  the  hogsheads  blood :  I  am  bom  again  ! 
Well,  little  England,  when  I  see  a  husband 
Of  any  other  nation,  stem  or  jealous, 
I'll  wish  him  but  a  woman  of  thy  breeding ; 
And  if  he  have  not  butter  to  his  bread 
Till  his  teeth  bleed,  I'll  never  trast  my  travel. 

Enter  Rowlaxd,  Livia,  Bianca«  and  Trakio. 

Petron.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Rowl,  Another  morris,  sir, 
That  you  must  pipe  to. 

Tra.  A  poor  married  couple 
Desire  an  offering,  sir. 

Bianoa,  Never  frown  at  it ; 
You  cannot  mend  it  now :  There's  your  own  hand. 
And  yours,  Moroso,  to  confirm  the  bargain. 

Petron,  My  hand  ? 

Mor,  Or  mine  ? 

Bianca,  You'll  find  it  so. 
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Pelrom.  A  trick. 
By  Hecven,  a  trick  ! 

Bianea.  Yes,  air,  we  trick'd  yoa. 

Livia,  Father 

Petnm.  Hast  thou  lain  with  him  ?  Speak ! 

Lwia.  Yes,  truly,  sir. 

Petnm.  And  hast  thou  done  the  deed,  boy^? 

RewL  I  hare  done,  sir, 
That  that  will  serve  the  tum^  I  think. 

Peiru,  ,A  match  then  ! 
Ill  be  tiie  maker-up  of  this. — Moroso, 
There's  now  no  remedy,  you  see  :  Be  willing ; 
For  be,  or  be  not,  he  must  have  the  wench. 

Mor,  Since  I  am  over-reach'd,  let's  in  to  dinner; 
And.  if  I  can,  I'll  drink' t  away. 

Tra.  That's  well  said  I 


Petrcn.  Well,  sirrah,  you  have  play'd  a  trick  : 
Look  to't. 
And  let  me  be  a  grandsire  within  this  twelvemonth, 
Or,  by  this  hand,  I'll  curtail  half  your  fortunes  ! 

RofjoL  There  shall  not  want  my  labour,   sir. 
Your  money 
Here's  one  has  undertaken. 

Tra.  Well,  I'll  trust  her ; 
And  glad  I  have  so  good  a  pawn. 

Rowl.  I'll  watch  you. 

Petru,  Let's  in,  and  drink  of  all  hands,  and  be 
jovial  1 
I  have  my  colt  again,  and  now  she  carries  : 
And,  gentlemen,  whoever  marries  next, 
Let  bun  be  sure  he  keep  him  to  his  text. 


EPILOGUE. 

Thk  Tamer's  Tamed ;  but  so,  as  nor  the  men 

Can  find  one  just  cause  to  complain  of,  when 

They  fitly  do  consider,  in  their  lives 

They  diould  not  reign  as  tyrants  o'er  their  wives 

Nor  can  the  women,  from  this  precedent. 

Insult,  or  triumph  ;  it  being  aptly  meant, 

To  teach  both  sexes  due  equality. 

And,  as  they  stand  bound,  to  love  mutually. 

If  this  ^iTect,  arising  from  a  cause 

Well  laid  and  grounded,  may  deserve  applause. 

We  something  more  than  hope,  our  honest  ends 

Will  keep  the  men,  and  women  too,  our  friends. 
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Suitors  to 

QUIAiUU. 


Kino  or  Tidorb, 

Kiwo  or  Bakam, 

PnnrcK  or  Syava, 

Ajucubia,    I 

RoyDiabJ^*^'*^^***^- 

GoTSRNOR  or  TnuTATA,  an  lU  Man  J 

Piiriiuio,  Nej^tw  to  Ruy  Dias,  a  merrp  Captain. 

8osA,  \  Companions  to  Armusia  and  hit 

BuAHVKL,  J     valiant  FoUowert. 

Chbistophxbo,  ) 

Pbdro.  / 

Keeper. 


Soldiers  and  Friends  to  Pnnuio. 


Moors, 

Guard. 

Captain. 

CltixeDfl  and  Towiunun. 

QUIBARA,  thelSLAMO  PRIMCMS,  StsttT  to  tk£  King 

ttfTiDona. 
QuiBAiTA,  Aunt  to  Vke  Frinoen. 
Panura,  Waiting-Woman  to  the  Prlnoeaa  Q.dx- 

BARA. 

CiUMiur  Wlyet. 


SCENE, — TiooRR,  RXccrriNo  Dumnio  th«  omuter  part  op  teb  Scoohd  Act. 

WHEN  IT   IS   TbRNATA. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE    I — ^TiDORE.     The  Ramparts  <if  the 
Portuguese  Fart,   A  hell  rings. 

Enter  Pinuebo,  CmusToraxRo,  and  Proro. 

Piniero,  Open  the  ports,  and  see  the  watch 
reliev'd, 
And  let  the  guards  be  carefiil  of  their  bosiness, 
Their  yigilant  eyes  fixM  on  these  islanders  ! 
Thej  are  false  and  desperate  people;  when  they 
The  least  occasion  open  to  enconragement,     [find 
Cruel  and  crafty  soiUs.  Believe  me,  gentlemen, 
Their  late  attempt,  which  is  too  fresh  amongst  us, 
In  which,  against  all  arms  and  honesty, 
The  Goremor  of  Temata  made  surprise 
Of  our  confederate,  the  king  of  Tidore, 
(As  for  his  recreation  he  was  rowing 
Between  both  lands)  bids  us  be  wise  and  circum- 
spect. 

Chris,  It  was  a  mischief  suddenly  imagined, 
And  as  soon  done :   That  goyemor's  a  fieroe'knaye, 
Unfaithful  as  he's  fierce  too ;  there's  no  trusting. 
But  I  wonder  much,  how  such  poor  and  base  plea- 
As  tugging  at  an  oar,  or  skill  in  steerage,      [sures 
Should  become  princes. 

Pin,  Base  breedings  lore  base  pleasure : 
They  take  as  much  delight  in  a  baratto, 
(A  little  scurry  boat)  to  row  her  tithly, 
And  have  the  art  to  turn  and  wind  her  nimbly. 
Think  it  as  noble  too,  (though  it  be  slavish. 
And  a  dull  labour  that  declines  a  gentleman) 
As  we  Portugals,  or  the  Spaniards,  do  in  rioing. 
In  managing  a  great  horse,  (which  is  princely) 
The  French  in  courtship,  or  the  dancing  English 
In  carrying  a  fair  presence. 

Pedro,  He  was  strangely  taken ; 


But  wherie  no  fidth  is,  there's  no  trust ;  he  has 

paid  for't. 
His  sister  yet,  the  fiur  and  great  Quiaara, 
Has  shew'd  a  noble  mind,  and  much  love  in't 
To  her  afiUcted  brother ;  and  the  nobler 
Still  it  appears,  and  seasons  of  more  tenderness. 
Because  his  ruin  styles  her  absolute, 
And  his  imprisonment  adds  to  her  profit. 
Feeling  all  this,  which  makes  all  men  admire  her. 
The  warm  beams  of  this  fortune  that  fall  on  her. 
Yet  has  she  made  divers  and  noble  treaties. 
And  propositions  for  her  brother's  fineedom. 
If  wodth  or  honour 

Pin,  Peace,  peace !  you  are  fool'd,  sir  : 
Things  J  of  these  natures  have   strange  ontsides, 

Pedro, 
And  cunning  shadows,  set  'em  Ur  from  us  ; 
Draw  'em  but  near,  they  are  gross,  and  they  abase 

us: 
Th^  that  observe  her  close  shall  find  her  natare. 
Which,  I  doubt  mainly,  will  not  prove  soescdlent* 
She  is  a  princess,  and  she  must  be  fair, 
That's  the  prerogative  of  being  royal ; 
Let  her  want  eyes  and  nose,  she  must  bebesnteaos. 
And  she  must  know  it  too,  and  the  use  of  it. 
And  people  must  believe  it,  they  are  damn*d  else  : 
Why,  all  the  neighbouring  princes  are  mad  for  her. 

Chris,  Is  die  not  fair  dien  ? 

Pin,  But  her  hopes  are  fidrer. 
And  there's  a  haughty  master,  the  King  of  Bakam, 
That  lofty  sir,  that  speaks  far  more  and  loader. 
In  his  own  commendations,  than  a  cannon  ; 
He  is  strucken  dumb  with  her. 

Pedro,  Beshrew  me,  she  is  a  sweet  one  ! 

Pin,  And  there's  that  hopeful  man  of  Sysna» 


KCll  U. 


THE  ISLAND  PRINCESS. 


233 


That  sprightly  fellow,  he  that's  wise  and  temperate, 
fie  is  a  lorer  too. 

Chris.  'WoiiU  I  were  worth  her  looking ! 
For,  by  my  life,  I  hold  her  a  complete  one  : 
Hk  Toy  fon,  I  think,  affects  her  sweetness, 
kai  dares  not,  as  he  does  to  all  else,  dye  it 
Into  his  tawny  liTery. 

Pm.  She  dares  not  see  him, 
But  keqM  herself  at  distance  from  his  kisses, 
And  wean  her  complexion  in  a  case :  LethLmbnt 

like  it 
A  nek,  or  two,  or  three,  she  would  look  like  a 

lion. 
But  the  main  sport  on't  is,  or  rather  wonder, 
T^  Go? emor  of  Temata,  her  mortal  enemy. 
He  that  has  catch'd  her  brother-king,  is  struck 
And  is  arrired  under  safo  conduct  also,  [too, 

Aod  hostages  of  worth  deUyer'd  for  him ; 
Aad  he  brought  a  letter  fit>m  his  prisoner, 
(Whether  compdl'd,  or  wiUingly  deUver'd) 
From  the  poor  king ;  or  what  else  dare  be  in't— 

Chrii,  So  it  be  honourable,  anything,  'tis  all 
For  I  dare  think  she'll  do  the  best.  [one ; 

Pia.  Tia  certain 
He  has  admittance,  and  solicits  hourly. 
Now  if  he  hsTC  the  trick— 

Pedn.  What  trick  ? 

Pn.  The  true  one, 
Totakehertoo:  If  he  be  but  skill'd  in  bat-fowl- 
Afid  lime  his  bush  right—  [ing, 

Chris,  Vn  be  hang'd  when  that  hits : 
For  'tis  not  a  compeU'd  or  forced  affection 
Tbt  DQst  take  her :  I  guess  her  stout  and  ^irtn- 


ous.— 
But  there's  your  uncle,  sir,  our  valiant  captain, 
IVe  brare  Roy  Diaa,  all  this  while  ? 

Pi».  Ay,  marry, 
He  is  amoDgst  'em  too. 

Pfdn.  A  lover? 

Wa,  Nay, 
I  kaow  not  chat ;  but  sure  he  stands  in  fiiTOur, 
Or  woald  atand  stiffly ;  he's  no  Portugal  else. 

Chris,  The  Toice  says,  in  good  favour ;  in  the 
list  too 
Of  the  privy  wooers.  How  cunningly  of  late 
^IhiTe  observed  him)  and  how  privately 
H«  haa  stolen  at  all  hiours  from  us,  and  how  readily 
Hf  has  feign'd  a  business  to  bid  the  fort  farewell 
For  fire  or  six  days,  or  a  month  together ! 
^  there  is  somethings— ^ 

Pin.  Yes,  yes,  there  is  a  thing  in't, 
^  thing  would  make  the  best  on's  sll  dance  after  it, 
A  diinty  thing  !  Lord,  how  this  uncle  of  mine 
Ht?  netd  to  me,  and  rated  me  for  wenching, 
^  told  me  in  what  desperate  case  'twould  leave 
A:i4  bov  'twould  stew  my  bones [me, 

i*Hr».  You  cared  not  for  it. 

Piu,  Ffaith,  not  much;    I  ventured  on  still 
easily, 
Aod  took  my  chance ;  danger*s  a  soldier's  honour. 
nt  that  this  man,  this  herb  of  grace,  Ruy  Diss, 
m  iather  of  our  Acuities,  should  slip  thus  ! 
(For  rare  he  is  a.ferT«ting)  that  he 
P^  wodd  drink  nothing,  to  depress  the  spirit, 
Bat  milk  and  water,  eat  nothing  but  thin  air, 
|v  make  his  blood  obedient ;  that  his  youth, 
I&  »ptte  of  all  his  temperance,  should  tickle, 
^  hsTe  a  love-mange  on  him 

Chris,  Tis  m  him,  sir,  [too. 

Bet  honourable  courtship,  and  becomes  his  rank 


Pm.  In  me  it   were  abominable  lechery,  or 
would  be ; 
For  when  our  thoughts  are  on't,  and  miss  their 
We  must  hit  somet^ng.  [level, 

Pedro.  Well,  he's  a  noble  gentleman ; 
And,  if  he  be  a  suitor,  may  he  speed  in't ! 

Pin.  Let  him  alone ;  our  fiunUy  ne'er  fail'd  yet. 

Chrit.  Our  mad  lieutenant  still,  merry  Piniero  i 
Thus  would  he  do,  if  the  surgeon  were  searching 
of  him. 

Pedro,  Especially  if  a  warm  wench  had  shot 
him. 

Pffi.  But  hark,  Christophero ;   come    hither, 
Pedro; 
When  saw  you  our  brave  countryman,  Armusia, 
He  that's  arrived  here  lately,  and  his  gidlants  ? 
A  goodly  fellow,  and  a  brave  companion 
Methinks  he  is,  and  no  doubt  truly  valiant ; 
For  he  that  dares  come  hither  dares  fight  anywhere. 

Chrit.  I  saw  him  not  of  late.  A  sober  gentleman 
I  am  sure  he  is  ;  and  no  doubt  bravely  sprung, 
And  promises  much  nobleness. 

Pin.  I  love  him. 
And  by  my  troth  would  faui  be  inward  with  him. 
Pray  let's  go  seek  him. 

Pedro.  We'll  attend  you,  sir. 

Pin.  By  that  time,  we  shall  hear  the  burst  of 
business.  IBxtunt. 


SCENE  II.— iln  Apartment   in   the  House  oS 

QUISANA. 

TS»Ut  Ruy  Dias,  Quibasa,  Quibana,  and  Faitura. 

f^uMar.  Aunt,   I  much  thank    you  for  your 
courtesy. 
And  the  fair  liberty  you  still  allow  me. 
Both  of  your  house  and  service.  Though  I  be 
A  princess,  and  by  that  prerogative  stand  free 
From  the  poor  malice  of  opinion. 
And  no  ways  bound  to  render  up  my  actions, 
Because  no  power  above  me  can  examine  me ; 
Yet,  my  dear  brother  being  still  a  prisoner. 
And  many  wandering  eyes  upon  my  ways, 
Being  left  alone  a  sea-mark,  it  behoves  me 
To  use  a  little  caution,  and  be  circumspect. 

Qtiisan.  You  are  wise  and  noble,  lady. 

Q^uar.  Often,  aunt, 
I  resort  hither,  and  privately  to  see  you, 
It  may  be  to  converse  with  some  I  favour : 
I  would  not  have  it  known  as  oft,  nor  construed ; 
It  stands  not  with  my  care. 

Qttwan.  You  speaJc  most  fairly ; 
For  even  our  pure  devotions  are  examined. 

Qt(t>ar.  So  mad  are  men's  minds  now. 

Ruy.  *Or  rather  monstrous ; 
They  are  thick  dreams  bred  in  fogs,  that  know  no 
fairness. 

Quitan.  Madam,  the  house  is  yours,  I  am  yours, 
(pray,  use  me) 
And  at  your  serrice  all  I  have  lies  prostrate  ; 
My  care  shall  ever  be  to  yield  you  honour. 
And,  when    your  fame  falls  here,  'tis  my  fault, 

lady. 
A  poor  and  simple  banquet  I  have  provided, 
Which  if  you  please  to  honour  with  your  presence — 

Q,u\ear.  I  thank  you,  aunt !  I  shall  be  with  you 
A  few  words  with  this  gentleman  !  [instantly. 

QvLxean.  TU  leave  you ; 
And,  when  you  please  retire,  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

\Exeuni  QinsAit a  and  pAxvnA. 
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Quisar.  Why,  how  now,  oaptain  ?  What,  afraid 
to  speak  to  me  ? 
A  man  of  arms,  and  daunted  with  a  hidj  ? 
Commanders  have  the  power  to  parle  with  princes. 

Ruy,   Madam,   the    fovoors    you    ha?e    still 
shower'd  on  me, 
(Which  are  so  high  above  my  means  of  merit. 
So  infinite,  that  nought  can  value  'em 
But  their  own  goodness ;  no  eyes  look  up  to  'em 
But  those  that  are  of  equal  light  and  lustre) 
Strike  me  thus  mute !  You  are  my  royal  mistress. 
And  all  my  services,  that  aim  at  honour. 
Take  life  from  you,  the  saint  of  my  devotions. 
Pardon  my  wish  !  it  is  a  fair  ambition. 
And  well  becomes  the  man  that  honours  you : 
I  would  I  were  of  worth,  of  something  near  you, 
Of  such  a  ro3ral  piece !  a  king  I  would  be, 
A  mighty  king  that  might  command  affection. 
And  bring  a  youth  upon  roe  might  bewitch  you, 
And  you  a  sweet-soul'd  Christian. 

Quisar,  Now  you  talk,  sir  ! 
You  Portugals,  though  you  be  rugged  soldiers, 
Yet,  when  you  list  to  flatter,  you  are  plain  courtiers. 
And  could  you  wish  me  Christian,  brave  Ruy'Dias  ? 

Ruy.  At  all  the  danger  of  my  life,  great  lady. 
At  all  my  hopes,  at  all- 

Quisar,  Pray  you  stay  a  little ; 
To  what  end  runs  your  wish  ? 

Ruy,  Oh,  glorious  lady. 
That  I  might — But  I  dare  not  speak. 

Quisar,  I  dare  then ; 
That  you  might  hope  to  marry  me :  Nay,  blush 
An  honourable  end  needs  no  excuse.  [not ; 

And  would  you  love  me  then  ? 

Ruy,  My  soul  not  dearer !  [me  that  way, 

Quisar.  Do  some  brave  thing  that  may  entice 
Something  of  such  a  meritorious  goodness, 
Of  such  an  unmatched  nobleness,  that  I  may  know 
You  have  a  power  beyond  ours  that  preserves  you. 
'Tis  not  the  person,  nor  the  royal  title. 
Nor  wealth,  nor  glory,  that  I  look  upon ; 
That  inward  man  I  love  that's  lined  with  virtue. 
That  well-deserving  soul  works  out  a  favour, 
I  have  many  princes  suitors,  many  g^eat  ones, 
Yet  above  these  I  love  you ;  you  are  valiant. 
An  active  man,  able  to  build  a  fortune ; 
I  do  not  say  I  dote,  nor  mean  to  marry ; 
Only  the  hope  is,  something  may  be  done 
That  may  compel  my  futh,  and  ask  my  freedom. 
And  leave  opinion  fur. 

Ruy.  Command,  dear  lady  ! 
And  let  the  danger  be  as  deep  as  hell. 
As  direful  to  attempt 

Quisar,  You  are  too  sudden ; 
I  must  be  ruled  by  you :  Find  out  a  fortune, 
Wisely  and  handsomely  ;  examine  Time, 
And  court  Occasion  that  she  may  be  ready; 
A  thousand  uses  for  your  forward  spirit 
You  may  find  daily ;  be  sure  you  take  a  good  one ! 
A  brave  and  worthy  one,  that  may  advance  you ! 
Forced  smiles  reward  poor  dangers :    You're  a 

soldier, 
(I  would  not  talk  so  else)  and  I  love  a  soldier. 
And  that  that  speaks  him  true  and  great,  his  valour : 
Yet  for  all  these,  which  are  but  women's  follies. 
You  may  do  what  you  please ;  I  shall  still  know 
And  though  you  wear  no  sword [yoo, 

Ruy,  Excellent  lady ! 
When  I  grow  so  cold,  and  disgrace  my  nation, 
That  from  their  hardy  nurses  suck  adventures. 


'Twere  fit  I  wore  a  tombstone.  You  have  icad  to 
The  story  of  your  fiivour :  If  I  mistake  it,  [ne 
Or  grow  a  truant  in  the  study  of  it, 

A  great  correction,  lady 

Quisar,  Let's  to  th'  banquet. 
And  have  some  merrier  talk,  and  then  to  court. 
Where  I  give  audience  to  my  general  suitors ! 
Pray  Heaven  my  woman's  wit  hold !  Tho^  hnve 

captain. 
You  may  perchance  meet  something  that  mq 

startle  you : 
I'll  say  no  more :  Come,  be  not  sad  !  I  love  yoa. 

C£reuit 

SCENE  III.— ^  Hall  m  the  Royai  CastU, 

Enter  Pinikbo,  Abmubia,  8oca,  CmunvpHaao,  and 

Emanukl. 

Pin,  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen,  most  war^j 
welcome ! 
And  know,  there's  nothing  in  our  power  may  serre 
But  you  may  freely  challenge.  [je. 

Arm.  Sir,  we  thank  you, 
And  rest  your  servants  too. 

Pin,  Ye  are  worthy  Portugals ; 
You  shew  the  bravery  of  your  minds  and  spirits. 
The  nature  of  our  country  too,  that  brings  forth 
Stirring  unwearied  souls  to  seek  adventures. 
Minds  never  satisfied  with  search  of  honour : 
Where  time  is,  and  the  sun  gives  light,  brave  ooui* 

trymen. 
Our  names  are  known ;  new  worlds  disclose  thdr 

riches. 
Their  beauties  and  their  prides,  to  our  embraces, 
And  we  the  first  of  nations  find  these  wonders. 

Arm.  These  noble  thoughts,  sir,  have  enticed  us 
forward. 
And  minds  unapt  for  ease,  to  see  these  mir>rk». 
In  which  we  find  report  a  poor  relater : 
We  are  arrived  among  the  blessed  islands. 
Where  every  wind  that  rises  blows  perfumes. 
And  every  breath  of  air  is  like  an  incense ; 
The  treasure  of  the  sun  dwells  here ;  each  tree, 
As  if  it  envied  the  old  Paradise, 
Strives  to  bring  forth  immortal  fruit ;  the  spioei 
Renewing  nature,  though  not  deifying ; 
And  when  that  £iJls  by  time,  scorning  the  earth, 
The  sullen  earth,  should  taint  or  suck  their  beauties, 
But  as  we  dreamed,  for  ever  so  preserve  us : 
Nothing  we  see,  but  breeds  an  admiration  ; 
The  very  rivers,  as  we  float  along. 
Throw  up  their  pearls,   and  curl  their  heads  to 

court  us ; 
The  bowels  of  the  earth  swell  with  the  birdis 
Of  thousand  unknown  gems,  and  thousand  riches ; 
Nothing  that  bears  a  life,  but  brings  a  treasure. 
The  people  they  shew  brave  too,  dvil-manaer'd, 
Proportion'd  like  the  masters  of  great  minds ; 
The  women,  which  I  wonder  at 

Pin.  You  speak  well. 

Arm.  Of  delicate  asp^ts,  £ur,  cleariy  beauteous. 
And.  to  that  admiration,  sweet  and  courteous. 

Pin,  And  is  not  that  a  good  thing  ?  Brave  Ar* 
You  never  saw  the  court  before  ?  [mB«. 

Arm,  No,  certain ; 
But  that  I  see  a  wonder  too,  all  exoellait, 
The  government  exact 

Chris,  You  shall  see  anon 
That  that  will  make  you  start  indeed  !  such  besa* 
Such  riches,  and  such  form^ [t><*» 
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Sosa.  We  are  fire  already ; 
The  wealthy  magazine  of  Nature  sore 
Inhabitf  here. 

EtOtr  Bakajm,  Syana,  and  Governor  of  Temata. 

Arm,  These  sure  are  all  islanders. 

Pin.  Yes,  and  great  princes  too,  and  lasty  lovers. 

Arm.  They  are  goodly  persons.  What  might  he 
That  bears  so  proud  a  state  ?  [be,  signor. 

Pin.  King  of  Bakam, 
A  fellow  that  farts  terror. 

Eman.  He  looks  highly ; 
Sore  he  was  begot  o'  th'  top  of  a  steeple. 

Chrii.  It  may  well  be ; 
For  yoa  shaU  hear  him  ring  anon. 

Pin.  That  is  Syana, 
And  a  braTe-temper'd  fellow,  and  more  valiant. 

SoM€u  What  nigged  face  is  that  ? 

Pin.  That's  the  great  governor, 
The  msn  sarprised  our  friend  ;  I  told  yon  of  him. 

Arm.  He  has  dangerous  eyes. 

Pin.  A  perilous  thief,  and  subtle  ! 

Chrit,  And,  to  that  snbtilty,  a  heart  of  iron. 

Pin.  Yet  the  young  lady  makes  it  melt. 

Arm.  They  start  all, 
And  thunder  in  the  eyes 

Bakam.  Away,  ye  poor  ones  I 
Am  lin  competition  with  such  bubbles  ? 
Mj  rirtue  and  my  name  rank*d  with  such  trifles  ? 

Spana.  You  speak  loud. 

Bakam.  Young  man,  I  will  speak  louder ! 
Can  any  man  but  I  deserve  her  favour, 
You  petty  princes  ? 

Pin,  He  will  put  'em  all  in's  pocket. 

[Prinoes^f^  at  one  another. 

Sfona.  Thou  proud  mad  thing,  be  not  so  full  of 
So  M  of  vanity  !  [glory, 

Bakam,  How  !  I  contemn  thee, 
And  that  fort-keeping  fellow !— . 

Pin.  How  the  dog  looks. 
The  bandog  governor ! — 

Gw.  Ha!  Why? 

Bakam,  Away,  thing. 
And  keep  your  rank  with  those  that  fit  your  'roy- 
Call  out  the  princess.  [alty ! 

Goo.  Doet  thou  know  me,  bladder, 
Unm  insc^nt  imposthume  ? 

Bahun.  I  despise  thee. 

Gov.  Art  thou  acquainted  with  my  nature,  baby  ? 
With  my  revenge  for  injuries?  Darest  thou  hold 
So  hr  behind  thy  file,  I  cannot  reach  thee  ?  [me 
What  canst  thou  merit  ? 

Bakam,  Merit .'  I  am  above  it ; 
1  am  equal  with  all  honours,  aU  atchievements. 
And  what  is  great  and  worthy ;  the  best  doer 
I  keep  at  my  command ;  Fortune's  my  servant : 
Tis  in  my  power  now  to  despise  such  wretches. 
To  bok  upon  ye  slightly,  and  neglect  ye ; 
And,  but  she  deigns  at  some  hours  to  remember  ye. 
And  people  have  bestow'd  some  titles  on  ye, 
1  ahoold  forget  your  names. 

Sjfona.  Mercy  of  me ! 
What  a  blown  fool  has  self-affection 
Hade  of  this  fellow!    Did  not  the  queen   your 

mother 
I/mg  for  bellows  and  bagpipes  when  she  was  great 
She  brou^t  forth  such  a  windy  birth  ?  [with  you, 

Goff.  'tis  ten  to  one 
She  eat  a  drum,  and  was  delivered  of  a  larum ; 
Or  else  he  was  swaddled  in  an  old  sail  when  he  was 
young. 


Syana.  He  swells  too  mainly  with  his  medita- 
tions:— 
*Fidth,  talk  a  little  handsomer,  ride  softly 
That  we  may  be  able  to  hold  way  with  you !     We 

are  princes ; 
But  those  are  but  poor  things  to  you :  Talk  wiser ! 
'Twill  well  become  your  mightiness :  Talk  less. 
That  men  may  think  you  can  do  more ! 

Gov.  Talk  truth. 
That  men  may  think  you  are  honest,  and  believe 

you! 
Or  talk  yourself  asleep,  for  I  am  weary  of  you. 

Bakam,  Why,  I  can  talk  and  do 

Gov,  That  would  do  excellent. 

Bakam.  And  tell  you,  only  I  deserve  the  princess. 
And  make  good  only  /,  if  you  dare,  you,  sir ; 
Or  you,  Syana's  prince ! 

Pin.  Here's  a  storm  toward ; 
Methinks  it  sings  already.    To  him,  governor ! 

Gov,  Here  lies  my  proof.  IDraur. 

Syana,  And  mine. 

Gov,  I'll  be  short  with  you  ; 
For  these  long  arguments  1  was  never  good  at. 

Pin.  How  white  the  boaster  looks  ! 

Enter  Ruv  Dias,  Quisara,  Quisana,  and  Panuha. 

Arm.  I  see  he  lacks  faith. 

Buy.  For  shame,  forbear,  great  princes;   rule 
your  angers ! 
You  violate  the  freedom  of  this  place, 
The  state  and  royalty 

Gov,  He's  well  contented, 
It  seems ;  and  so  I  have  done. 

Arm,  la  this  she,  signor  ? 

Pin,  This  is  the  princess,  sir. 

Arm.  She  is  sweet  and  goodly. 
An  admirable  form  ;  they  have  cause  to  justle. 

Quiaar.  Ye  wrong  me  and  my  court,  ye  froward 
princes ! 
Comes  your  love  wrapt  in  violence  to  seek  us  } 
Is  it  fit,  though  you  be  great,  my  presence  should  be 
Stained  and  polluted  with  your  bloody  rages  ? 
My  privacies  affrighted  witit  your  swords  ? 
He  that  loves  me,  loves  my  command :  Be  tem- 

per'd, 
Or  be  no  more  what  ye  profess,  my  servants ! 

Bakam^  Syana,  and  Goo.  We  are  calm  as  peace. 

Arm,  What  command  she  carries ! 
And  what  a  sparkling  majesty  flies  from  her  ! 

Quitar.  Is  it  ye  love  to  do  ?  Ye  shall  find  danger, 
And  danger  that  shall  start  your  resolutions : 
But  not  this  way.    'TIS  not  contention 
Who  loves  me  to  my  face  best,  or  who  can  flatter 

most. 
Can  carry  me :  He  that  deserves  my  fiivour, 
And  will  enjoy  what  I  bring,  love  and  majesty, 
Must  win  me  with  his  worth,  must  travail  for  me, 
Must  put  his  hasty  rage  off,  and  put  on 
A  well-confirmed,  temperate,  and  true  valour. 

Bakam,  Syana,  and  Gov.  But  shew  the  way. 

Quisar,  And  will ;  and  then  shew  you 
A  will  to  tread  the  way,  I'll  say  ye  are  worthy. 

Pin,  What  task  now  will  she  turn  'em  to  ?  Tliese 
hot  youths 
I  fear  will  find  a  cooling  card :  I  read  in  her  eyes, 
Sometiiing  that  has  some  swinge  must  fly  amongst 
By  this  hand,  I  love  her  a  little  now  !  ['em  : 

Qfusar,  Tis  not  unknown  to  you 
I  had  a  royal  brother,  now  miserable, 
And  prisoner  to  that  man  ;  if  I  were  ambitious, 
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Gaped  for  that  glory  was  ne'er  bom  with  me, 

There  he  should  lie,  his  miseries  upon  him ; 

If  I  were  covetous,  and  my  heart  set 

On  riches,  and  those  base  effects  that  follow 

On  pleasures  uncontroul'd,  or  safe  revenges, 

There  he  should  die,  his  death  would  give  me  all 

For  then  stood  I  up  absolute  to  do  all :        [these ; 

Yet  all  these  flattering  shows  of  dignity. 

These  golden  dreams  of  greatness,  cannot  force 

To  forget  nature  and  my  fur  affection :  [me] 

Therefore,  that  man  that  would  be  known  my  lover 

Must  be  known  his  redeemer,  and  must  bring  him, 

Either  alive  or  dead,  to  my  embraces, 

(For  even  his  bones  I  scorn  shall  feel  such  slavery) 

Or  seek  another  mistress.    'Twill  be  hard 

To  do  this,  wondrous  hard,  a  g^eat  adventure, 

Fit  for  a  spirit  of  an  equal  greatness ! 

fiut,  being  done,  the  reward  is  worthy  of  it. 

Chris,  How  tiiey  stand  gaping  aU ! 

Quisar.  Ruy  Dias  cold  ?  lAparl  to  him. 

Not  fly  like  fire  into  it  ?  May  be,  you  doubt  me : 
He  that  shall  do  this  is  my  husband,  prince, 
fiy  the  bright  Heavens,  he  is  1  by  whose  justice 
1  openly  proclaim  it :  If  I  lie. 
Or  seek  to  set  you  on  with  subtilty, 
Let  that  meet  with  me,  and  reward  my  falsehood  ! 
No  stirring  yet  ?  No  start  into  a  bravery  ? 

Buy.  Madam,  it  may  be;  but  being  a  main 
danger. 
Your  Grace  must  give  me  leave  to  look  about  me, 
And  take  a  little  time :  The  cause  will  ask  it ; 
Great  acts  require  great  counsels. 

Quisar,  Take  your  pleasure ! — 
I  fear  the  Portugal.  lAtide, 

Bakam,  1*11  raise  an  army 
That  shall  bring  back  his  island,  fort  and  all, 
And  fix  it  here. 

Gov,  How  long  will  this  be  doing  ? 
You  should  have  begun  in  your  grandfather's  days. 

Syana,  What  may  be. 
And  what  my  power  can  promise,  noblest  lady — 
My  will  I  am  sure  stands  fair. 

Quisar.  Fair  be  your  fortune ! 
Few  promises  are  best,  and  fair  performance. 

Gov,  These  cannot  do ;  their  power  and  arts  are 
weak  ones. 
'Tis  in  my  will ;  I  have  this  king  your  brother, 
He  is  my  prisoner ;  I  accept  your  proffer, 
And  bless  the  fair  occasion  that  atchieved  him : 
I  love  you,  and  I  honour  you.     But  speak, 
Whether  alive  or  dead  he  shall  be  rendered. 
And  see  how  readily,  how  in  an  instant. 
Quick  as  .your  wishes,  lady 

Quisar,  No  ;  I  scorn  you. 
You  and  your  courtesy  !  I  hate  your  love,  sir : 
And  ere  I  would  so  basely  win  his  liberty, 
1  would  study  to  forget  he  was  my  brother. 
By  force  he  was  taken ;  he,  that  shall  enjoy  me. 
Shall  fetch  him  back  by  force,  or  never  know  me. 

Pin,  As  I  live,  a  rare  wench  ! 

Arm,  She  has  a  noble  spirit. 

Gov,  By  force  ? 

Quisar,  Yes,  sir,  by  force,  and  make  you  glad 
To  let  him  go.  [too 

Gov,  How  !  You  may  look  nobler  on  me. 
And  think  me  no  such  boy :  By  force  he  must  not ; 
For  your  love  much  may  be. 

Quisar,  Put  up  your  passion, 
And  pack  you  home  !  I  say,  by  force,  and  suddenly ; 
He  lies  there  till  he  rots  else  1  Although  I  love  him 


Most  tenderly  and  deariy,  as  a  brother. 

And  out  of  these  respects  would  joy  to  see  him. 

Yet,  to  receive  him  as  thy  courtesy, 

With  all  the  honour  thou  couldst  add  unto  him. 

From  his  hands  that  most  hates  him,  I  had  ratber 

(Though  no  condition  were  propounded  for  him) 

See  him  far  sunk  i'  th'  earth,  and  there  forget  him! 

Pin.  Your  hopes  are  gelt,  good  governor. 

Arm.  A  rare  woman  ! 

Gov.  Lady, 
m  pull  this  pride,  I'll  quench  this  bravery. 
And  turn  your  glorious  scorn  to  tears  and  howfiogi ; 
I  will,  proud  princess !  Tliis  neglect  of  me 
Shall  make  thy  brother-king  most  miserable. 
Shall  turn  him  into  curses  'gainst  thy  cmelty : 
For  where  before  I  used  him  like  a  king. 
And  did  those  royal  offices  unto  him. 
Now  he  shall  lie  a  sad  lump  in  a  dungeon, 
Loaden  with  chains  and  fetters ;  cold  and  hunger, 
Darkness,  and  ling'ring  death,  for  his  companiofis. 
And  let  me  see  who  dare  attempt  his  rescue. 
What  desperate  fool !  Look  toward  it !   Farewell, 
And  when  thou  know'st  him  thus,  lament  tfay 

follies! 
Nay,  I  will  make  thee  kneel  to  take  my  offer : 
Once  more  farewell,  and  put  thy  trust  in  puppeti ! 

Quisar.  If  none  dare  nndertake't.   111  lire  a 

mourner. 
Bakam.  You  cannot  want. 
Syana,  You  must  not. 
Buy.  'Tis  most  dangerous. 
And  wise    men  would  proceed    with    care  sod 

counsel ; 
Yet  some  way  'would  I  knew !  Walk  with  mCt 

gentlemen. — 

lExeunt  all  but  Armusia,  Soza,  and  Eausun. 

Arm.  How  do  you  like  her  spirit  ? 

Soza,  'Tis  a  clear  one, 
Clogg'd  with  no  dirty  stuff;    she   is  all   pore 
honour. 

Eman,  The  bravest  wench  I  ever  look'd  upon. 
And  of  the  strongest  parts !  She  is  most  £ur ; 
Yet  her  mind  sudi  a  mirror    ' 

Arm.  What  an  action 
Would  this  be  to  put  forward  on,  what  a  g^ory, 
And  what  an  everlasting  wealth  to  end  it ! 
Methinks  my  soul  is  strangely  raised. 

Soza,  To  step  into  it. 
Just  while  they  think ;  and,  ere  they  have  deter> 

mined. 
To  bring  the  king  off ! 

Arm,  Things  have  been  done  as  dangerous. 

Eman,  And  prosper'd  best,  when  they  were  ktst 
consider'd. 

Arm,  Bless  me,  my  hopes !  and  you,  my  ftieodi, 
assist  me  ! 
None  but  our  companions 

Soza,  You  deal  wisely. 
And,  if  we  shrink,  the  name  of  slaves  die  with  us ! 

Eman.  Stay  not  for  second  thoughts. 

Arm.  I  am  determined : 
And,  though  I  lose,  it  shall  be  sung,  I  wasvaliut, 
And  my  brave  offer  shall  be  turned  to  story. 
Worthy  the  princess'  tongue.  A  boat !  that's  s& 
That's  unprovided  ;  and  habits  like  to  merdiaati .' 
The  rest  we'll  counsel  as  we  go. 

Soza.  kYfB,j  then  ! 

Fortune  looks  fair  on  those  make  haste  to  win  her. 
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SCENE  I— Tbrkata.     The  Castle  of  the  Go- 
TtrMf.  A  Dungeon,  teith  a  Gallery  in  the  Book' 

Enttr  Keqier  and  two  or  three  Moon. 

Keeper,  I  have  kept  many  a  man,  and  many  a 
Yet,  1  coofets,  I  never  saw  before         [great  one, 
Abu  of  such  a  sofferanoe :  He  lies  now 
Ikre  I  would  not  lay  my  dog,  (for  sore  'twould 

kin  him) 
WlKfe  neither  light  or  comfort  can  come  near  him, 
Nor  air,  nor  earth  that's  wholesome.    It  grieves  me 
To  set  a  mighty  king,  with  all  his  glory, 
Saik  o'  th'  Ridden  to  the  bottom  of  a  dungeon. 
Wiiitber  should  we  descend,  that  are  poor  rascals, 
If  «e  had  onr  deserts  ? 

1  Moer.  Til  a  strange  wonder  I 
I^  him  with  irons,  oppress  him  with  contempts, 
i^hich  are  the  goyemor's  commands)  give  him 

nothing, 
(V  <o  little,  to  sustain  life,  'tia  next  nothing, 
Tlej  stir  not  him ;  he  smiles  upon  his  miseries, 
A»i  bean  *em  with  such  strength  as  if  his  nature 
Had  been  nursed  up  and  fosterM  with  calamities. 
-  Jfoor.  He  gives  no  ill  words,  curses,  nor  re- 
pines not, 
Bhaei  nothing,  hopes  in  nothing,  we  can  hear  of ; 
AihL  in  the  midst  of  all  these  frights,  fears  nothing. 

f^trper.  Ill  be  sworn 
He  ftan  not ;  for  even  when  I  shake  for  him, 
As  many  times  my  pity  will  compel  me) 
VhcQ  other  souls,  that  bear  not  half  his  burden, 
^nok  in  their  powers,  and  burst  with  their  op- 
ibeQwill  he  ling,  woo  his  afllictions,     [pressions, 
^  covt  'em  in  sad  airs,  as  if  he  would  wed  'em. 
1  Mdot.  That's  more  than  we  have  heard  yet ; 
we  are  only 
ippoioted  for  his  guard,  but  not  so  near  him  : 

u»e  coqU  hear  that  wonder 

Keeper.  Many  times 
1  fear  the  governor  should  come  to  know  it ; 
J^  bis  Toioe  so  affects  me,  so  delights  me, 
iut<  when  1  find  his  hour,  I  have  music  ready, 
^  it  itiii  me  infinitely.  Be  but  still  and  private, 
lad  Toa  may  chance  to  hear. 

^  »Pptart^  haden  teith  chains,  his  head  and  arms 

onljf,  above. 
^  Jf«r.  We  will  not  stir,  sir. 
^  tsa  sodden  change ;  but  who  dares  blame  it  ? 
^^fpsr.  Now  hark  and  melt  1  for  I  am  sure  I 
Shan. 
^^  ale&t !  What  stubborn  weight  of  chains— 
J  3f«r.  Yet  he  looks  temperately. 
'-•Vsor.  His  eyes  not  sunk,  and  his  complexion 
finnstm, 
||ovudncss,  no  distemper'd  touch  upon  him : 
How  constantly  he  smiles,  and  how  undaunted ! 
Vitii  what  a  mijesty  he  heaves  his  head  up  ? 

IMusie, 
^trper.  Now  mark  !  I  know  he  will  sing ;  do 
not  disturb  him. — 

lOives  him  his  aOofsanee. 

1^  aOowanoe  from  the  governor !    'Would  it 

were  more,  air, 
*if  in  mj  power  to  make  it  handsomer ! 
^^-  Do  not  transgress  thy  charge  !  I  take  his 

houn^.— 


And,  Fortune,  whilst  I  bear  a  mind  contented, 
Not  leaven'd  with  the  glory  I  am  fall'n  from, 
Nor  hang  upon  vain  hopes  that  may  corrupt  me. 
Thou  art  my  slave,  and  I  appear  above  thee. 

Enter  Governor. 

Keeper.  The  governor  himself ! 

Gov.  What,  at  your  banquet  ? 
And   in  such    state,  and  with   such   change    of 
service  } 

King.  Nature's  no  glutton,  sir ;  a  little  seryes  her. 

Gov,  This  diet's  wholesome  then  ? 

King.  I  beg  no  better. 

Gov,  A  calnf  contented  mind ! — Give  him  less 
next ; 
These  full  meals  wiU  oppress  his  health ;  his  grace 
Is  of  a  tender  and  pure  constitution ; 
And  such  repletions 

JTtn^.  Mock,  mock  !  it  moves  not  me,  sir  ; 
Thy  mirths,  as  do  thy  mischiefs,  fly  behind  me. 

Gov.  You  carry  it  handsomely.     But  tell  me, 
Patience, 
Do  not  you  curse  the  brave  and  royal  lady. 
Your  gracious  sister  ?  do  not  you  damn  her  pity. 
Damn  twenty  times  a-day,  and  damn  it  seriously  ? 
Do  not  you  swear  aloud  too,  cry  and  kick  ? 
The  very  soul  sweat  in  thee  with  the  agony 
Of  her  contempt  of  me  ?   Couldst  not  Uiou  eat  her 
For  being  so  injurious  to  thy  fortune, 
Thy  fair  and  happy  fortune  ?   Couldst  not  thou 

wish  her 
A  bastard,  or  a  whore  Fame  might  proclaim  her. 
Black  ugly  Fame,  or  that  thou  hadst  had  no  sister? 
Spitting  ihe  general  name  out,  and  the  nature. 
Blaspheming  Heaven  for  making  such  a  mischief. 
For  giving  power  to  pride,  and  will  to  woman  ? 

King,  No,   tyrant,   no !    I  bless  and  love  her 
for  it  : 
And,  though  her  scorn  of  thee  had  laid  up  for  me 
As  many  plagues  as  the  corrupted  air  breeds, 
As  many  mischiefs  as  the  hours  have  minutes, 
As  many  forms  of  death  as  Doubt  can  figure ; 
Yet  I  should  love  her  more  still,  and  more  honour 

her. 
All  thou  canst  lay  upon  me  cannot  bend  me  ; 
No,  not  the  stroke  of  death,  that  I  despise  too ; 
For  if  fear  could  possess  me,  thou  hadst  won  me : 
As  little  from  this  hour  I  prize  thy  flatteries. 
And  less  than  those  thy  prayers,  though  thou 

wouldst  kneel  to  me ! 
And  if  she  be  not  mistress  of  this  nature, 
She's  none  of  mine,  no  kin,  and  I  contemn  her. 

Gov,  Are  you  so  valiant,  sir  ? 

JTtn^.  Yes,  and  so  fortunate  ; 
For  he,  that  holds  my  constancy,  fttiU  conquers* 
Hadst  thou  preserved  me  as  a  noble  enemy, 
And,  as  at  first,  made  my  restraint  seem  to  me 
But  only  as  the  shadow  of  captivity, 
I  had  still  spoke  thee  noble,  still  declared  thee 
A  valiant,  great,  and  worthy  man,  still  loved  thee. 
And  still  preferr'd  thy  fair  love  to  my  sister ; 
But  to  compel  this  from  me  with  a  misery, 
A  most  inhuman  and  unhandsome  slavery-^— 

Gov,  You  will  relent,  for  all  this  talk,  I  fear  not. 
And  put  your  vrits  a-work  again. 

King.  You  are  cozen'd : 
Or,  if  1  were  so  weak  to  be  wrought  to  it. 


2d8 


THE  ISLAND  PRINCESS. 


ACT  II. 


So  fearful  to  give  way  to  so  mach  poverty, 
How  I  should  curse  her  heart,  if  she  consented  1 

Qov.  You  shall  write,  and  entreat,  or 

King,  Do  thy  utmost. 
And,  e'en  in  all  thy  tortures,  Fll  laugh  at  thee. 
I'll  think  thee  no  more  valiant,  but  a  villain  ; 
Nothing  thou  hast  done  brave,  but  like  a  thief, 
Atchieved  by  craft,  and  kept  by  cruelty  ; 
Nothing  thou  canst  deserve,  thou  art  unhonest ; 
Nor  no  way  live  to  build  a  name,  thou  art  bar- 
barous. 
Gov,  Down  with  him  low  enough,  there  let  him 
murmur ! 
And  see  his  diet  be  so  light  and  little. 
He  grow  not  thus  high-hearted  on't  I — 1*11  cool  you. 
And  make  you  cry  for  mercy,  and  be  ready 
To  work  my  ends,  and  willingly :  And  your  sister 

taken  down, 
Your  scornful,  cruel  sister,  shall  repent  too. 
And  sue  to  me  for  grace.— Give  him  no  liberty, 
But  let  his  bands  be  doubled,  his  ease  lessened. 
Nothing  his  heart  desires,  but  vex  and  torture 

him ! 
Let  him  not  sleep ;  nothing  that's  dear  to  Nature 
Let  him  enjoy ;  yet  take  heed  that  he  die  not ; 
Keep  him  as  near  death,  and  as  willing  to  em- 
brace it,    ^ 
But  see  he  arrive  not  at  it !    I  will  humble  him, 
And  her  stout  heart  that  stands  on  such  defiance : 
And  let  me  see  her  champions  that  dare  venture. 
Her  high  and  mighty  wooers  1     Keep  your  guards 
And,  as  you  love  your  lives,  be  diligent,       [close, 
And  what  I  charge  observe  ! 
AU.  We  shall  be  dutiful. 
Gov.  TU.  pull  your  courage.  King,  and  all  your 
bravery  !  lExiL    The  King  retire*. 

1  Moor.  Most  certain  he's  resolved,  nothing 

can  stir  him  ; 
For,  if  he  had  but  any  part  about  him 
Gave  way  to  fear  or  hope,  he  durst  not  talk  thus. 
And  do  thus  stoutly  too  :  As  willingly. 
And  quietly  he  sunk  down  to  his  sorrows, 
As  some  men  to  their  sleeps. 

Keeper.  Yes,  and  sleeps  with  'em, 
(So  little  he  regards  them,  there's  the  wonder) 
And  often  soundly  sleeps.    'Would  I  durst  pity 

him. 
Or  'would  'twere  in  my  will — But  we  are  servants, 
And  tied  xmto  command. 

2  Moor.  I  wish  him  better. 

But  much  I  fear  he  has  found  his  tomb  already. 
We  must  observe  our  guards. 

1  Moor,  He  cannot  last  long ; 
And  when  he's  dead  he's  free. 

Keeper.  That's  the  most  cruelty, 
That  we  must  keep  him  living. 

2  Moor.  That's  as  he  please ; 

For  that  man  that  resolves  needs  no  physician. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  11.-— The  same.    A  Street  in  the  chief 

Town, 

Enter  AKHimA,  8oza,  Emanukl,  and  a  Guide,  dUguUed 
as  Merchants,  armed  underneath. 

Arm.  Our  prosperous  passage  was  an  omen  to 
A  lucky  and  fair  omen.  [us, 

Eman,  and  Soxa.  We  believe  it. 
Arm,  The  sea  and  wind  strove  who  should  most 
befriend  us ; 


And  as  they  iavour'd  our  design,  and  loved  us, 
So  lead  us  forth— Where  lies  the  boat  that  broofhl 
us? 

Soxa.  Safe  lodged  within  the  reeds,  close  by  tlM 
castle, 
That  no  eye  can  suspect,  nor  thought  oome  near  it 

Eman.  But  where  have  you  been,  brave  sir  ? 

Arm.  I  have  broke  the  ice,  boysi 
I  have  begun  the  game  ;  fair  Fortune  guide  it ! 
Suspectless  have  I  travell'd  all  the  town  through, 
And  in  this  merchant's  shape  won  much  acquaint 

anoe. 
Surveyed  each  strength  and  place  that  may  befrieni 

us, 
View'd  all  his  magazines,  got  perfect  knowledge 
Of  where  the  prison  ia,  and  what  power  guards  it 

Soxa.  These  will  be  strong  attempts. 

Arm.  Courage  is  strong  : 
What  we  began  with  policy,  my  dear  friends, 
Let*s  end  with  manly  force  !  lliere's  no  retiring,! 
Unless  it  be  with  shame. 

Eman.  Shame  his  that  hopes  it.  [u 

Arm.  Better  a  few,  and  clearer  fame  will  foUoi 
However,  lose  or  win,  and  speak  our  memories, 
Than  if  we  led  out  armies  ;  Things  done  thus, 
And  of  this  noble  weight,  will  style  us  wortiiiei. 

Soxa.  Direct,  and  we  have  done ;  bring  ns  < 
execute, 
And  if  we  flinch,  or  fail 

Arm.  I  am  sure  ye  dare  not : 
Then  further  know,  and  let  no  ear  be  near  us 
That  may  be  false 

Eman.  Speak  boldly  on ;  we  are  honest, 
Our  lives  and  fortunes  yours. 

Arm.  Hard  by  the  place  then 
Where  all  his  treasure  lies,  his  arms,  lus  women, 
Close  by  the  prison  too  where  he  keeps  the  kingj 
I  have  hired  a  lodging,  as  a  trading  merchant ; 
A  cellar  to  that  too,  to  stow  my  wares  in,    • 
The  very  wall  of  wUch  joins  to  his  storehouse. 

Soxa.  What  of  all  this  ?  | 

Arm.  Ye  are  dull,  if  ye  apprehend  not. 
Into  that  cellar,  elected  friends,  I  have  conveyM^ 
And  unsuspected  too,  that  that  will  do  it, 
That  that  will  make  all  shake,  and  smoke  too. 

Eman,  Ha  I 

Arm.  My  thoughts  have  not  been  idle,  nor  d 

Practice : 
brought  here  with  me  shall  do  somi 

thing. 
Shall  burst  into  material  flames,  and  bright  ones^ 
That  all  the  island  shall  stand  wond'ring  at  it. 
As  if  they  had  been  stricken  with  a  comet. 
Powder  is  ready,  and  enough,  to  work  it ; 
The  match  is  left  a-fire,  all,  all  hush'd,  and  lodij 

close. 
No  man  suspecting  what  I  am,  but  merchant. 
An  hour  hence,  my  brave  friends,  look  for  t] 

ftiry,  * 

The  fire  to  light  us  to  our  honour'd  purpose  : 
For  by  that  time  'twill  take  I 
Soxa.  What  are  our  duties  ? 
Arm.  When  all  are  full  of  fiear  or  fright,  t| 

governor 
Out  of  his  wits  to  see  the  flames  so  imperious. 
Ready  to  turn  to  ashes  all  he  worships. 
And  all  the  people  there  to  stop  these  ruins, 
No  man  regarding  any  private  office, 
Then  fly  we  to  the  prison  suddenly  I 
Here's  one  has  found  the  way,  and  dares  direct  x 
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EmatL,  Then  to  our  swords  and  good  hearts  t   I 
long  for  it. 

Jrm,  Certain  we  shall  not  find  much  opposition ; 
Bat  what  is,  most  be  forced. 

SoMa.  'Tis  bravely  cast,  sir ; 
And  surely  too,  I  hope. 

Arm.  If  the  fire  ftul  not. 
And  powder  bold  his  nature.     Some  must  pre- 
Upon  the  first  cry  of  the  amazed  people,     [sently, 
(For  nothing  will  be  mark'd  then  but  the  misery) 
Be  ready  with  the  boat  upon  an  instant ; 
And  th^  all's  right  and  fair. 

Eman,  Bless  us,  dear  Fortune ! 

Arm,  Let  us  be  worthy  of  it  in  our  courage, 
And  Fortune  must  befriend  us.    Come,  all  sever ; 
Bot  keep  still  within  sight :  When  the  flame  rises. 
Let's  meet,  and  either  do  or  die ! 

SoMa,  So  be  it!  lExeunL 


SCENE  III.— TA*  same.     Before  the  Castle  of 

the  Governor. 

Enter  Governor  and  Captain. 

Gov.  No,  captain,  for  those  troops,  we  need  'em 
not, 
The  town  is  strong  enough  to  stand  their  furies : 
I  would  see  them  come,  and  offer  to  do  something. 
They  are  high  in  words. 

Capt.  'lis  safer,  sir,  than  doing. 

Gov.  Dost  think  they  dare  attempt? 

Capt.  May  be  by  treaty, 
Bat  sure  by  force  they  will  not  prove  so  forward. 

Goo.  No,  'faith,  I  warrant  thee,  they  know  me 
well  enough, 
And  know  they  have  no  child  in  hand  to  play 

with. 
They  know  my  nature  too ;  I  have  bit  some  of 'em. 
And  to  the  bones ;  they  have  reason  to  remember 
It  makes  me  laugh  to  think  how  glorious       [  me. 
The  fools  are  in  their  promises,  and  how  pregnant 
Their  wits  and  powers  are  to  bring  things  to  pass. 
Am  I  not  grown  lean  with  loss  of  sleep,  and  care 
To  prevent  these  threat'nings,  captain  ? 

Capl.  You  look  well,  sir : 
Upon  my  conscience,  you  are  not  like  to  sicken 
Upon  any  such  conceit. 

Goo.  I  hope  I  shall  not. — 
Well,  'would  I  had  this  wench !  for  I  must  have 

her, 
She  must  be  mine :  And  there's  another  charge, 

captain; 
What  betwixt  love  and  brawling,  I  get  nothing  ; 
AU  goes  in  maintenance — Hark  I  What  was  that, 

[Tht  train  takes,  an  explosion  within. 
Thai  noise  there  ?     It  went  with  a  violence. 

Capt,  Some  old  wall  belike,  sir. 
That  had  no  neighbour-help  to  hold  it  up, 
Is  fallen  suddenly. 

Gov.  I  must  discard  these  rascals, 
That  are  not  able  to  maintain  their  buildings ; 
They  blur  the  beauty  of  the  town. 

WUMn.  Fire,  fire ! 

Gov.  I  hear  another  tune,  good  captain ! 
It  comes  on  fresher  still ;  'tis  loud  and  fearful. 
Lwk  up  into  the  town ;  how  bright  the  air  shews ! 
Upon  my  Hfe,  some  sudden  fire  !   The  bell  too  ? 

iExitCaptsin,    Bell  rings. 
I  hear  the  noise  more  clear. 


Ca.  Rre,  fire ! 


filter  Citiaen. 


Gov.  Where  ?  where  ? 

Cit.  Suddenly  taken  in  a  merchant's  house,  sir. 
Fearfal  and  high  it  blazes.    Help,  good  people  ! 

\,Exit. 
Gov,   Pox  o'  their  paper-honses  I   how    they 
smother ! 
They  light  like  candles  I  How  the  roar  still  rises ! 

]^-enler  Captain. 

Capt,  Your  magazine's  a-fire,  'sir ;  help,  help 
suddenly ! 
The  castle  too  is  in  danger,  in  much  danger : 
All  will  be  lost !  Get  the  people  presently, 
And  all  that  are  your  guard!    and  all  help,  all 

hands,  sir ! 
Your  wealth,  your  strength,  is  burnt  else,  the 
The  castle  now  begins  to  flame.       [town  perish'd. 
Gov,  My  soul  shak^  ! 

Capt.  A  merchant's  house  next  joining  ?  Shame 
light  on  him  ! 
That  ever  such  a  neighbour,  such  a  villain 

Enter  other  CitUsens. 

Gcv.  Raise  all  the  garrison  and  bring  'em  up, 
And  beat  the  people  forward  ! — Oh  !  I  have  lost  all 
In  one  house,  all  my  hopes.  Good  worthy  citizens. 
Follow  me  all,  and  all  your  powers  give  to  me ! 
I  will  reward  you  all. — Oh,  cursed  fortune ! 
The  flame's  more  violent ! — Arise  still !  help,  help, 

citizens ! 
Freedom  and  wealth  to  him  that  helps  !    Follow, 

oh,  follow  I 
Fling  wine,  or  an3rthing ;  I'll  see  it  recompensed. 
Buckets,  more  buckets  !  Fire,  fire,  fire  !     \,Exeunt. 

Enter  Aamubia,  and  his  Company. 

Arm.  Let  it  flame  on !  a  comely  light  it  gives  up 

To  our  discovery.  ICries  within. 

Soza.  Hark,  [fairly ! 

What  a  merry  cry  these  hounds  make  !     Forward 

We  are  not  seen  i'  th'  mist,  we  are  not  noted. 

Away,  away  I  Now  if  we  lose  our  fortune 

iEjceunt. 

Enter  Captain  and  Citizens. 

Capt,  Up,  soldiers,  up,  and  deal  like  men ! 
Cit.  More  water,  more  water  !  all  is  consumed 

else. 
Capt.  All's  gone,  unless  you  undertake  it  straight; 
your  wealth  too. 
That  must  preserve,  and  pay  your  labour  bravely. 
Up,  up,  away  !  \,Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— TA^  same.     The  Dungeon  in  the 
Castle  of  the  Grovemor. 

Enter  Anu ubia  and  his  Company,  breaking  open  a  door. 

Arm.  So,  thou  art  open.     Keep  the  way  clear 
behind  still ! 
Now  for  the  place  I 

Sold.  'Tis  here,  sir. 

Arm.  Sure  this  is  it. 
Force  ope  the  door !  [The  "Kiag  discovered. 

A  miserable  creature ! 
Yet,  by  his  manly  face 

King,  Why  stare  ye  on  me  ? 
You  cannot  put  on  faces  to  affright  me ; 
In  death  I  am  a  king  still,  and  contemn  ye. 
Where  is  that  governor  }   Methinks  his  manhood 
Should  be  well  pleased  to  see  my  tragedy. 
And  come  to  bathe  his  stem  eyes  in  my  sorrows  : 
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I  dare  him  to  the  fight ;  bring  his  scomi  with  him, 
And  all  his  nigged  threats.  Here*8  a  throat,  sol- 
Come,  see  who  can  strike  deepest  1  [diers  : 

Eman.  Break  the  chain  there. 

King,  What  does  this  mean  ? 

Arm,  Come,  talk  of  no  more  governors ! 
He  has  other  business,  sir.  Put  your  legs  forward. 
And  gather  up  your  courage,  like  a  man ! 
We'll  carry  off  your  head  else.    We  are  friends. 
And  come  to  give  your  sorrows  ease. 

SoMa,  On  bravely ! 
Delays  may  lose  again. 

Enter  Guard. 

Arm,  The  guard. 

Soza,  Upon  'em ! 

Arm.  Make  speedy  and  sure  work. 

Eman.  They  fly.  IFight,  Tlk<  Guard^f^. 

Arm.  Up  with  him, 
And  to  the  boat.     Stand  fast !     Now  be  speedy ! 
When  this  heat's  past,  we'll  sing  our  history. 
Away,  like  thoughts  !  sudden  as  desires,  friends  ! 
Now,  sacred  Chance,  be  ours ! 

Soxa,  Pray  when  we  have  done,  sir.      lExeunt, 


SCENE  y,-~The  same.    A  Street. 
Enter  three  or /our  Citfxens,  teverallp, 

1  CU.  What,  is  the  fire  allay'd  ? 

2  at,  'Tis  out,  'tis  out. 

Or  past  the  worst.     I  never  did  so  stoutly, 
I'll  assure  you,  neighbours,  since  I  was  a  man : 
I  have  been  burnt  at  both  ends  like  a  squib  ; 
I  lived  two  hours  i'  th'  fire.      'Twas  a  hideous 

matter; 
But  when  men  of  understanding  come  about  it. 
Men  that  judge  of  things — My  wife  gave  me  over. 
And  took  her  leave  a  hundred  times ;  I  bore  up 
And  toss'd  the  buckets,  boys  !  [still, 

3  Cit,  We  are  all  mere  martins.  [hurry, — 

1  Cit.    I  heard  a  voice  at  latter  end  o'  th' 
Or  else  I  dream'd  I  heard  it —that  said  treason. 

2  Cit,  'Tis  like  enough. 

It  might  cry  murder  too ;  for  there  was  many 
Without  a  joint :  But  what  is  that  to  us? 
Let's  home  and  firight  our  wives  !  for  we  look  like 
devils. 

Enter  three  Women. 

3  Cit,  Here  come  some  of  'em  to  fright  us. 

1   fVom.   Mine's  alive,   neighbour. — O,  sweet 
honey  husband ! 

1  CU.  Thou  Uest  1    I  stink  abominably :     An 

thou  hadst  [ends. 

Been  in  my  place,  thou  wouldst  have  stunk  at  both 
Get  me  some  drink,  give  me  whole  tuns  of  drink. 
Whole  cisterns  1  for  I  have  four  dozen  of  fine  fire- 
brands 
In  my  belly :  I  have  more  smoke  in  my  mouth 
Would  blote  a  hundred  herrings.  [than 

2  Worn.  Art  thou  come  safe  again  ? 

3  Wom.  I  pray  what  became  of  my  man  ?  Is  he 

well? 
2  Cit.  At  heart's  ease  in  a  well ;  is  very  well, 
neighbour : 
We  left  him  drinking  of  a  new  dozen  of  buckets. 
Thy  husband's  happy,  he  was  thorough  roasted. 
And  now  he's  basting  of  himself  at  all  points : 
The  clerk  and  he  are  cooling  their  pericraniums. — 
Body  o'  me,  neighbours,  there's  fire  in  my  cod-piece. 
1  Wom,  Bless  my  husband  ! 


2  Cit.  Blow  it  out,  wife  !  Blow,  blow^  the  gable 

end  o'  the  store-house ! 
Women,  Some  water,  water,  water  I 

3  Cit,  Peace  1  'tis  but  a  sparkle ; 

Raise  not  the  town  again ;  'twill  be  a  great  hin- 

derance. 
I'm  glad  'tis  out ;  an't  had  ta'en  in  my  bay-loA — 
What  firif^ts  are  these  ?  marry,  Heaven  bless  thy 

modicum ! 
3  Wom,  But  is  'a  drown'd  outright  ?  pray  pat 
Out  of  fear,  neighbour.  [mtt 

2  CU,  Thou  wouldst  have  it  so : 
But  after  a  hundred  fires  more,  hell  live  to  see 
For  brewing  musty  liquor.  [thee  bunt 

1  Cit.  Come,  let's  go,  neighbour ! 

2  Cit.  For  I  would  very  fain  torn  down  this 

liquor. 
Come,  come ;  I  fry  like  a  burnt  marrow-booe. 
Women,  get  you  afore,  and  draw  upon  us  I 
Run,  wenches,  run,  and  let  your  taps  run  with  ye ; 
Run  as  the  fire  were  in  your  tails,  cry  ale,  ale ! 
Women,  Away,  let's  nourish  the  poor  wretches  * 
2  CU.  We'll  rally  up  the  rest  of  the  bnmt  regi- 
ment. lEremnt. 

SCENE  Yl.'^The  same,  B^ore  the  Castle  t^the 

Governor. 

EMer  Govemor*  C^tain.  Soldiov.  and  Guard. 
Gov,  The  fire's  quench'd,  captain,  but  the  mif- 
chief  hangs  still : 
The  king's  redeem'd  and  gone  too  I      A   trick,  a 

damn'd  one ! 
Oh,  I  am  overtaken  poorly,  tamely  ! 

Capt,  Where  were  the  guard  that  waited  opoo 

the  prison  ? 
Sold,  Most  of  'em  slain ;  yet  some  'scaped^  sir, 
and  they  deliver. 
They  saw  a  little  boat  ready  to  receive  hinay 
And  those  redeem'd  him,  making  such  haiste  and 

fighting, 
Fighting  beyond  the  force  of  men^^- 

Gov,  I  am  lost,  captain. 
And  all  the  world  will  laugh  at  this,  and  soom  me 
Count  me  a  heavy  sleepy  fool,  a  coward, 
A  coward  past  recovery,  a  oonfirm'd  coward. 
One  without  carriage,  or  common  sense  I 

Sold,  He's  gone,  sir. 
And  put  to  sea  amain,  past  our  recovery. 
Not  a  boat  ready  to  pursue ;  If  there  were  any. 
The  people  stand  amazed  so  at  their  valour. 
And  the  sudden  fright  of  fire,  none  knows  to  exe- 
cute. 
Gov.  Oh,  I  could  tear  my  limbs,  and  knock  my 
boys'  brains 
'Gainst  every  post  I  meet !     Fool'd  with  a  fire  ? 
Capt,  It  was  a  crafty  trick. 
Gov.  No,  I  was  lazy. 
Confident,  sluggish  lazy :  Had  I  but  met  'em. 
And  changed  a  dozen  blows,  I  had  forgiven  'em. 
By  both  these  hands  held  up,  and  by  that  bright- 
ness 
That  gilds  the  worid  with  light,  by  all  our  wor- 
The  hidden  ebbs  and  flows  of  the  blue  ocean,  [ships, 
I  will  not  rest ;  no  mirth  shall  dwell  upon  me. 
Wine  touch  my  mouth,  nor  any  thing  refresh  me. 
Till  I  be  wholly  quit  of  this  dishonour ! 
Make  ready  my  barratos  instantly. 

And  what  I  shall  intend 

Capt.  We  are  your  servants.  [ExmnL 
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SCENE  YII.— TiooRE.    An  open  Place  before 
the  R<n/al  Cattle, 

Entgr  QmsAKA  and  Rmr  Dua. 

(imtera.  Never  tell  me !  yon  never  cared  to  win 
me; 
\fTer,  for  my  nke,  to  attempt  a  deed 
Migiit  dnw  me  to  a  thought  you  sought  my  fiivour : 
If  not  for  love  of  me,  for  love  of  arms,  sir. 
For  diat  cause  yon  profess,  for  love  of  honour, 
Of  which  yon  style  yourself  the  mighty  master, 
YoQ  might  have  stept  out  nobly,  and  made  an  offer ; 
As  if  yoa  had  intended  something  exoeUent, 
hit  OQ  s  forward  face— • 

Rwf.  Dear  lady,  hold  me — 

QaiMT.  I  hold  you,  as  I  find  yon,  a  faint  ser- 

iuf.  By  heaven,  I  dare  do —  [vant. 

Qtdter.  In  a  lady's  chamber, 
I  dare  believe  you  ;  there's  no  mortal  danger : 
Gire  me  the  man  that  dares  do,  to  deserve  that ! 
I  thought  you  Portugals  had  been  rare  wonders, 
Mea  flf  those  haughty  courages  and  credits 
That  afl  things  were  confined  vrithin  your  promises ; 
The  lords  of  Fate  and  Fortune  I  believed  you ; 
B^  vdl  I  see  I  am  decelTed,  Ruy  Diss, 
Aod  blame,  too  late,  my  mudi  belief ! 

Ruf.  I  am  ashamed,  lady, 
I  vuao  don,  so  stapid  to  your  offer : 
Nov  yoo  have  onoe  more  schooled  me,  I  am  right. 
And  something  shali  be  thought  on  suddenly, 
^  pot  in  act  as  soon,  some  preparation — 

QtRMT.  And  giTe  it  out  ? 

Aay.  Yes,  lady,  and  so  great  too ; 
la  which,  the  noise  of  all  my  countrymen— 

Qwfsr.  Those  vrill  do  well,  for  they  are  all 
approved  ones ; 
Aad,  thoogh  he  be  restored  alive — 

R»9.  I  have  yoo. 

Qf^ier.  For  then  we  are  both  servants. 

Aay.  1  conoeiTe  yon ; 
G«id  madam,  give  me  leave  to  turn  my  fimdes. 

Qwar,  Do,  and  make  all  things  fit,  and  then 
I'll  visit  yon.  lExit. 

R^-  Myself,  my  cousin,  and  the  garrison^ 
TU  odghbours  of  the  out-isles  of  our  nation, 
^jwa!s  strength,  (for  I^can  humour  him,) 
I  Aad  proud  Bakamns,  I  shall  deceive  his  glory — 

lA  9hout. 
"^  nosiiig  sonnd  of  joy  is  this  ?  whence  comes 
Miy  be  the  princes  are  in  sport.  [it .' 

Emter  POmno  and  dmaroPHBiio. 

i*»».  Where  are  you  ? 

A«9>  Now,  Piniero,  what's  the  haste  you  seek 

Pm.  Do  yon  know  this  sign,  sir?  [me  ? 

A«9.  Ha  1 

^ta.  Do  you  know  this  emblem  ? 
lo'^noaeisbored. 

%.  Bored  ?  what  is  thatl 

Pin.  You  are  topt,  nr  : 
The  king*!  come  home  again,  the  king  I 

Suf,  The  dcvU ! 

/*«^  Nay,  sure  he  came  a'  God's  name  home; 
ot  8  retoni'd,  sir. 

f  *n».  And  all  this  joy  you  hear — 

Any.  Who  dnrst  attempt  him  ? 
»^  pTOices  are  all  here. 
^Arw,  Th^  are  worthy  princes, 
^T  ve  special  princes  all !  they  love  by  ounces. 
^^e  it,  sir,  'tis  done,  and  done  most  bravely 

»0L.   II. 


And  easily.     What  fortune  have  you  lost,  sir  1 
What  justice  have  you  now  unto  this  lady  ? 

Pin.  How  stands  your  daim  ?  That  e'er  man 
should  be  fool'd  so, 
When  he  should  do  and  prosper !  stand  protesting, 
Kissing  the  hand,  and  farting  for  a  favour, 
When  he  should  be  about  his  business  sweating  I 
She  bid  you  go,  and  picked  you  out  a  purpose, 
To  make  yourself  a  fortune  by,  a  lady, 
A  lady,  and  a  lusty  one,  a  lovely. 
That  DOW  you  may  go  look ;  she  pointed  you, 
Knowing  you  were  a  man  of  worth  and  merit. 
And  bid  you  fly :  You  have  made  a  fair  flight  on't ; 
You  have  caught  a  goose. 

Rujf.  How  dare  you  thus  molest  me  ? 

lA  shout  within. 
It  cannot  be ! 

Chris,  Hark  how  the  general  joy  rings  ! 

Pin.  Have  you  your  hearing  left?  is  not  that 
drunk  too  ? 
For,  if  you  had  been  sober,  you  had  been  vrise  sure. 

Rup.  Done  ?  who  dares  do  ? 

Pin,  It  seems  an  honest  fellow. 
That  has  ended  his  market  before  yon  be  up. 

Chris.  The  shama  on't,  he's  a  stranger  too. 

Pin,  'Tis  no  shame ; 
He  took  her  at  her  word  and  tied  the  bargain, 
Dealt  like  a  man  indeed,  stood  not  demurring. 
But  clapt  close  to  the  cause,  as  he  will  do  to  the 

lady : 
He  is  a  fellow  of  that  speed  and  handsomeness, 
He  will  get  her  with  child  too,  ere  you  shall  come 

to  know  him. 
Is  it  not  brave,  a  gentleman  scarce  landed, 
Scarce  eating  of  the  air  here,  not  acquainted, 
No  circumstance  of  love  depending  on  him. 
Nor  no  command  to  shew  him,  must  start  forth. 
At  the  first  sight  too 

Ruy,  I  am  undone ! 

Pin.  like  an  oyster.— 
She  neither  taking  view,  nor  value  of  him, 
Unto  such  deeds  as  these  ? — Pox  o'  these. 
These  wise  deUyings  !  they  make  men  cowards. 
You  are  undone,  as  a  man  would  undo  an  egg, 
A  hundred  shames  about  you  ! 

Enter  Quuuba,  Panura,  and  Train. 

Quisar.  Can  it  be  possible  ? 
A  stranger  that  I  have  not  known,  not  seen  yet, 
A  man  I  never  graced  ?  Oh,  captain,  captain. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  I  am  betray'd  by  fortune ; 
It  cannot  be,  it  must  not  be. 

Pin.  It  is,  lady  ; 
And,  by  my  iaitb,  a  handsome  gentleman  1 
'Tis  his  poor  scholar's  prize. 

Quisar.  Must  I  be  given 
Unto  a  man  I  never  saw,  ne'er  spoke  with, 
I  know  not  of  what  nation  ? 

Pin.  He's  a  Portugal, 
And  of  as  good  a  pitch — He  vrill  be  giTen  to  yon. 
For  he's  given  much  to  handsome  flesh.         [lady, 

Quisar.  Oh,  Ruy  Dias, 
This  was  your  sloUi,  your  sloth,  your  sloth,  Ruy 
Dias! 

Pin.  Your  lov^-sloth,  uncle ;  do  you  find  it  now  ? 
You  should  have  done  at  first,  and  faithfully, 
And  then  the  other  had  laid  ready  for  you. — 

iA  shout  unthin. 
Madam,  the  general  joy  comes. 

Quisar,  We  must  meet  it ; 
But  with  what  comfort  ? 
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Enter  Citizens  carrying  boughs.  Boys  ringing  nfUr  them  ; 
then  the  Kino.  Armuua,  Soza,  Emanukl  ;  Ue  Priaoes 
and  Tnin  following, 

Quisar,  Oh,  my  dear  brother,  what  a  joj  runs 
through  me,  IKneeU. 

To  see  you  safe  again,  yourself,  and  mighty  ! 
What  a  blest  day  is  this ! 

King.  Rise  up,  fair  sister ! 
I  am  not  welcome  till  you  have  embraced  me. 

Ruff,  A  general  gladness,  sir,  flies  through  the 
city, 
And  mirth  possesses  all  to  see  your  grace  arrived. 
Thus  happily  arrived  again,  and  fairly. 
*Twas  a  brave  venture,  whosoe'er  put  for  it, 
A  high  and  noble  one,  worthy  much  honour ; 
And  had  it  fail'd,  we  had  not  fail'd,  great  sir. 
And  in  short  time  too,  to  have  forced  the  governor. 
In  spite  of  all  his  threats 

King,  I  thank  ye,  gentlemen. 

Rug,  And  all  his  subtilties,  to  set  yoa  free, 
With  all  his  heart  and  will  too. 

King.  I  know  ye  love  me. 

Pin,  This  had  been  good,  with  something  done 
before  it. 
Something  set  off  to  beautify  it ; 
Now  it  sounds  empty,  like  a  barber's  bason. 
Pox,  there's  no  metal  in't,  no  noble  marrow ! 

Bakam,  I  have  an  army,  sir,  (but  that  the  go- 
vernor. 
The  foolish  fellow,  was  a  little  provident. 
And  wise  in  letting  slip  no  time ;   'became  him 

too) 
That  would  have  scour'd  him  else,  and  all  his  con- 
fines; 
That  would  have  rung  him  such  a  peal 

Pin,  Yes,  backward. 
To  make  dogs  howL     1  know  thee  to  a  farthing ; 
Thy  army's  good  for  hawks ;  there's  nothing  but 
sheeps'  hearts  in  it. 

Syana.  I  have  done  nothing,  sir :  therefore  I 
think  it 
Convenient  I  say  little  what  I  purposed, 
And  what  my  love  intended. 

King,  I  like  your  modesty. 
And,  thank  ye,  royal  friends !    I  know  it  grieved 

ye 

To  know  my  misery  :  But  this  man,  princes, 
I  must  thank  heartily,  indeed,  and  truly. 
For  this  man  saw  me  in  it,  and  redeemed  me : 
He  look'd  upon  me  sinking,  and  then  caught  me. 
This,  sister,  this,  this  all  man,  this  all  valour. 
This  pious  man 

Ruy,  My  countenance,  it  shames  me  ! 
One  scarce  arrived,  not  harden'd  yet,  not  read 
In  dangers  and  great  deeds,  sea-sick,  not  season'd— 
Oh,  I  have  boy'd  myself!  {Apart, 

King,  This  noble  bulwark, 
This  lance  and  honour  of  our  age  and  kingdom. 
This  that  I  never  can  reward,  nor  hope 
To  be  once  worthy  of  the  name  of  friend  to, 
This,  this  man  from  the  bowels  of  my  sorrows 
Has  new-begot  my  name,  and  once  more  made 

me ! 
Oh,  sister,  if  there  may  be  thanks  for  this. 
Or  any  thing  near  recompense  invented 

Ann.  You  are  too  noble,  sir ;  there  is  reward^ 
Above  my  action  too  by  millions : 
A  recompense  so  rich  and  glorious, 
I  durst  not  dream  it  mine,  but  that  'twas  promised ; 
But  that  it  was  propounded,  sworn  and  sealed 


Before  the  face  of  Heaven,  I  durst  not  hope  it ; 
For  nothing  in  the  life  of  man  or  merit 
(It  is  so  truly  great)  can  else  embrace  it. 

King,  Oh,  speak  it,  speak  it ;  bless  mine  ears 
to  hear  it ! 
Make  me  a  happy  man,  to  know  it  may  be ! 
For  still  methinks  I  am  a  prisoner, 
And  feel  no  liberty  before  I  find  it. 

Arm,  Then  know,  it  is  your  sister ;  she  is  mine, 
sir; 
I  claim  her  by  her  own  word,  and  her  honour. 
It  was  her  open  promise  to  that  man 
That  durst  redeem  you :  Beauty  set  me  oiit 
And  fortune  crowns  me  fair,  if  she  receive  me. 

King,  Receive  you,  sir  ? — ^Why,  sister !  ha !  so 
backward  ? 
Stand  as  you  knew  me  not  ?  nor  what  he  has  ven- 
tured? 
My  dearest  sister ! 

Arm,  Good  sir,  pardon  me ! 
There  is  a  blushing  modesty  becomes  her. 
That  holds  her  back :   Women  are  nice  to  woo,j 

sir. 
I  would  not  have  her  forced ;  give  her  fair  liberty  \ 
For  things  compdl'd  and  frighted,  of  soft  natoreSr 
Turn  into  fears,  and  fly  from  their  own  wishes. 

King,  Look  on  him,  my  Quisara :  Such  another, 
(Oh,  all  ye  powers  1)  so  excellent  in  nature. 
In  honour  so  abundant 

Quisar,  I  confess,  sir  ; 
Confess  my  word  is  past  too ;  he  has  purchased : 
Yet,  good  sir,  give  me  leave  to  think,  but  time 
To  be  acquainted  with  his  worth  and  person  ; 
To  make  me  fit  to  know  it :  We  are  both  strangers^ 
And  how  we  should  believe  so  suddenly. 

Or  come  to  fasten  our  alTections 

Alas,  Love  has  his  compliments. 

King,  Be  sudden 
And  certain  in  your  way ;  no  woman's  doubles. 
Nor  coy  delays  1  you  are  his,  and  so  assure  it, 
Or  cast  from  me  and  my  remembrance  ever. 
Respect  your  word!    I  know  you  wilL     Come 

sister. 
Let's  see  what  welcome  you  can  give  a  fviaoner, 
And  what  fair  looks  a  friend. — Oh,  my  most  noUJ 
Princes,  no  discontents,  but  all  be  lusty  ! 
He  that  frowns  this  day  is  an  open  enemy. — 
Thus  in  my  arms,  my  dear ! 

Arm,  You  make  me  blush,  sir. 

King,  And  now  lead  on,  our  whole  oourt  crown'i 
with  pleasure ! — 

Ruy,  Madam,  despair  not ;  something  shall  M 
done  yet,  iA^idt  to  fc«j 

And  suddenly,  and  wisely. 

Quitar.  Oh,  Ruy  Diss  ! 
{Exeunt  all  but  Piwikro,  8ozA,gmf  Cmus^ui'MKao. 

Pin,  Well,  he's  a  brave  fellow,  and  he  has  « 
served  her  richly. 
And  you  have  had  your  hands  full  I  dare  swe4 
gentlemen. 
Sozet.  We  have  done  something,  str,   if  it  li 

right. 
Chris,  The  woman  has  no  eyes  else,    nor  i 
honesty ; 
So  much  I  think. 

Pin,  Come,  let's  go  bounce  amongst  'em. 
To  the  king's  health,   and  my  brave    countrt 

man's ! 
My  ttnde  looks  as  though  hewere  sick  o'  th'  wnrtn 
friends.  [£j^evi 
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ACT    IIL 


SCSNB  I Th§  MIR9.    A  Room  m  the  Royal 

Casile, 

Enter  Ptximbo. 

Pin.  My  unde  haunts  me  up  and  down,  looks 

melancholy, 
Wond'roiis  proof>mdancholy ;  sometimes  swears, 
Then  whistles,  starts,  cries,  and  groans  as  if  he  had 

tiie  hots, 
(As,  to  say  tmth,  I  think  he  has  little  better) 
And  would  £un  speak ;  Mds  me  good*morrow  at 

midnight, 
And  good^night  when  'tis  noon :  He  has  something 

hovers 
Abont  his  hrains,  that  wonld  £un  find  an  issne, 
But  eannot  out,  or  dares  not«    Still  he  ibllows. 

Enter  Rmr  Dias. 

How  he  looks  still,  and  how  he  beats  about, 
like  an  old  dog  at  a  dead  scent ! — Ay,  marry, 
There  was  a  agh  would  set  a  ship  a-sailing  1 
These  winds  of  lore  and  honour  blow  at  aU  ends. 
Now  speak,  an't  be  thy  will. — Good-morrow,  uncle ! 

Buff,  Good-morrow,  sir  1 

Pm.  This  is  a  new  salute  !  lAtide, 

Sore  he  has  forgot  me ;  this  is  pur-blind  Cupid  1 

Rwf,  My  nephew? 

Phi  Yes,  sir,  if  I  be  not  changed. 

Hujf,  I  would  fiun  speak  with  you. 

Pin,  I  would  fain  have  you,  sir  ; 
For  to  that  end  I  stay. 

Hwf,  You  know  I  love  you. 
And  I  have  loved  you  long,  my  dear  Piniero, 
Bred  and  supplied  you 

Pin^  Whither  walks  this  preamble  ?         lAtide. 

Rujf,  You  may  remember,  though  I  am  but 
your  uncle, 
I  son  had  a  father's  care,  a  father's  tenderness — 

Pin,  Sure  he  would  rap  me  into  something  now 
suddenly,  lAeide, 

He  doobts  my  nature  in,  (for  mine  is  honest) 
He  winds  about  me  so. 

Hup.  A  Other's  diligence. 
My  priTtte  benefits  I  have  fbrgot,  sir, 
Bat  those  you  might  lay  claim  to  as  my  follower ; 
Yet  some  oien  would  remember—^ 

Pin.  I  do  daily. 

Bujf.  The  pla»B  which  I  have  put  you  in,  which 
is  no  weak  one  : 
Next  to  myself  you  stand  in  all  employments, 
^ov  oounsehi,  cares,  assignments  with  me  equal ; 
So  is  my  study  still  to  pUmt  your  person : 
jjwse  are  small  testimonies  I  have  not  forgot  you, 
Nor  would  not  be  forgotten. 

Pin,  Sure  you  cannot. 

^«y.  Oh,  Piniero 

JF*m.  Sir,  what  hangs  upon  you  ? 
Jjwt  heavy  weight  oppresses  you  ?  You  have  lost 
Vl  mast  confess,  in  those  that  understand  you) 
JjmeKttle  of  your  credit;  but  time  wiU  cure  that ; 
Ine  best  may  slip  sometimes. 

««|f.  Oh,  my  best  nephew 

Pm.  It  may  be,  you  fear  her  too,  (that  disturbs 

Th»t  she  may  fidl  herself,  or  be  forced  from  you. 

HK  !?'  ^*  **  ^^^^  *"^»  ^^  ^  undone  for  ever  ! 
^n,  that  Armuaia,  tiuit  new  thing,  that  stranger, 


That  flag  stoekup  to  rob  me  of  mine  honour, 
That  murd'ring  diain-ahot  at  me  from  my  country. 
That  goodly  plagoe,  that  I  must  court  to  kill  me  ! 

Pin,  Now  it  comes  flowing  from  him !    I  fear'd 
this,  lAtide. 

Knew,  he  that  durst  be  idle  durst  be  ill  too.^ 
Has  he  not  done  a  brave  thing  ? 

Ruy,  I  must  confess  it,  nephew,  must  allow  it : 
But  that  brave  thing  has  undone  me,  has  sunk  me. 
Has  trod  me,  like  a  name  in  sand,  to  nothing. 
Hangs  betwixt  hope  and  me,  and  threatens  my 

ruin; 
And,  if  he  rise  and  blase,  farewell  my  fortune ! 
And  when  that's  set^  where's  thy  advancement, 

cousin  ? — 
That  were  a  friend,  that  were  a  noble  kinsman. 
That  would  consider  these  ;  that  man  were  grateful ; 
And  he  that  durst  do  something  here,  durst  love 
me. 

Pin.  You  say  true ;  'tis  worth  consideration ; 
Your  reasons  are  of  weight :  And,  mark  me,  uncle, 
(For  I'll  be  sudden,  and  to  th'  purpose  with  you) 
day  this  Armusia  then  were  taken  off, 
(As  it  may  be  easily  done)  how  stands  the  woman  ? 

Ruy,  She  is  mine  for  ever ; 
For  she  contenms  his  deed  and  him. 

Pin.  Pox  on  him !  lAHde. 

Or,  if  the  single  pox  be  not  sufficient, 
The  hogs',  the  dogs',  and  devils'  pox  possess  him  ! 
'Faith,  this  Armusia  stumbles  me;     tis  a  brave 
And  if  he  could  be  spared,  uncle [fellow ; 

Ruy,  I  must  perish : 
Had  he  set  up  at  any  rest  but  this. 
Done  anything  but  what  concem'd  my  credit, 
The  everlasting  losing  of  my  worth 

Pin.  I  understand  you  now,  who  set  you  on  too  ; 

lAeide. 
I  had  a  reasonable  good  opinion  of  the  devil 
Till  this  hour ;  and  I  see  he  is  a  knave  indeed. 
An  arrant,  stinking  knave,  for  now  I  smell  him.—. 
I'll  see  what  may  be  done  then  ;  you  shall  know 
You  have  a  kinsman — but  no  villain,  uncle,  iAtide. 
Nor  no  betrayer  of  fair  Fame,  I  scorn  it ; 
I  love  and  honour  Virtue. — I  must  have 
Access  unto  the  lady,  to  know  her  mind  too : 
A  good  word  from  her  mouth,  you  know,  may  stir 
A  lady's  look  at  setting  on  [me  ! 

Ruy,  You  say  well ! 
Here,  cousin,  here's  a  letter  ready  for  you, 
And  you  shall  see  how  nobly  she'll  receive  you. 
And  with  what  care  direct. 

Pin.  Farewell  then,  uacle ! 
After  I  have  talk'd  with  her,  I  am  your  servant — 
To  make  you  honest,  if  I  can,  else  hate  you. — 

lAside. 
Pray  you  no  more  compliments  !  my  head  is  busy. 

[£;ril  Rut  Dias. 
Heaven  bless  me. 

What  a  malicious  soul  does  this  man  carry! 
And  to  what  scurvy  things  this  love  converts  us. 
What  stinking  things  ;    and  how  sweetly    they 

become  us ! 
Murder's  a  moral  virtue  with  these  lovers, 
A  special  piece  of  divinity,  I  take  it 
1  may  be  mad,  or  violently  drunk, 
Which  is  a  whelp  of  that  litter ;  or  I  may  be 
covetous^ 

r  3 
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And  leani  to  murder  men's  estates,  that's  base  too  ; 
Or  proud,  but  that's  a  paradise  to  this  ; 
Or  envious,  and  sit  eating  of  myself 
At  others'  fortunes ;  I  may  lie,  and  damnably, 
Beyond  the  patience  of  an  honest  hearer ; 
Cozen,  cut  purses,  sit  i'  th'  stocks  for  apples  : 
Bat  when  I  am  a  lover.  Lord  have  mercy  ! 
These  are  poor  pelting  sins,  or  rather  plagues : 
Love  and  Ambition  diraw  the  devil's  coach. 

Entiir  QuiSANA  and  Panura. 

How  now  !  who  ar^  these !  Oh^  my  great  lady's 

followers. 
Her  riddle-founders,  and  her  fortune-tellers. 
Her  readers  of  her  love -lectures,  her  inflamers. 
These  doors  I  must  pass  through  :  I  hope  they  are 

wide. — 
Good-day  to  your  beauties !  -How  they  take  it  to 
'em  1  lAsUU. 

As  if  they  were  fair  indeed  I 

Quisan.  Good-morrow  to  you,  sir ! 

Pin,  That's  the  old  hen,  the  brood-bird ;  how 
she  bustles  1  lAHde. 

How  like  an  inventory  of  lechery  she  looks  1 
Many  a  good  piece  of  iniquity 
Has  past  her  hands,  I  warrant  her.— I  beseech  you. 
Is  the  fair  princess  stirring  ? 

Pan,  Yes,  marry  is  she,  sir, 
But  somewhat  private  :  Have  you  a  business  with 
her? 

Pin.  Yes,  forsooth  have  I,  and  a  serious  busi- 

Pan,  May  not  we  know  ?  [ness. 

Pin,  Yes,  when  you  can  keep  counsel 

Pan.  How  prettily  he  looks !  he's  a  soldier  sure, 
His  rudeness  sits  so  handsomely  upon  him. 

Quisan.  A  good  blunt  gentleman  ! 

Pin.  Yes,  marry  am  I : 
Yet  for  a  push  or  two  at  sharp,  an't  please  yon — 

Pan,  My  honest  friend,  you  know  not  who  you 
This  is  the  princess'  aunt.  [speak  to ; 

Pin,  1  like  her  the  better ; 
An  she  were  her  mother,  lady,  or  her  grandmother, 
I  am  not  so  bashful,  but  I  can  buckle  with  her. 

Pan,  Of  what  size  is  your  business  ? 

Pin.  Of  the  long  sixteens. 
And  will  make  way,  I  warrant  you. 

Pan,  How  fine  he  talks ! 

Pin.  Nay,  in  troth  I  talk  but  coarsely,  lady; 
But  1  hold  it  comfortable  for  the  understanding. — 
How  fain  they  would  draw  me  into  ribaldry ! 

iA$ide, 
These  wenehes  that  live  easily,  live  high, 
And  lore  these  broad  discourses,   as    they  love 
These  dry  delights  serve  for  preparatives,  [possets ; 

Pan.  Why  do  you  look  so  on  me  ? 

Pin,  I  am  guessing. 
By  the  cast  of  your  face,  what  the  property  of  your 

place  should  be ; 
For  I  presume  you  turn  a  key,  tweet  beauty ; 
And  you  another,  gravity,  under  the  princess  : 
And,  by  my  soul,  I  warrant  you,  good  places, 
Comely  commodious  seats ! 

Quisan.  Pr*ythee  let  him  talk  still, 
For  methinks  he  talks  liandsomely ! 

Pin.  And  truly, 
As  near  as  my  understanding  shall  enable  me. 
You  look  as  if  you  kept  my  lady's  secrets— 
Nay,  do  not  Uugh  1  for  I  mean  honestly — 
How  these  young  things  tattle,  when  they  get  a  toy 
by  th'  end  I  lAtidt. 


And  how  their  hearts  go  pit-a-pat,  and  look  for't ! 
Would  it  not  dance  too,  if  it  had  a  fiddle?— 
Your  gravity,  I  guess,  to  take  the  petitions. 
And  hear  the  ling'ring  suits  in  love  disposed, 
Their  sighs  and  sorrows  in  their  proper  place ; 
You  keep  the  Ay-me  office. 

Quisan.  Pr'ytiiee  suffer  him. 
For,  as  I  live,  he  is  a  pretty  fellow  ! 
I  love  to  hear  sometimes  what  men  thiuk  of  us ; 
And  thus  deliver'd  freely,  tis  no  malice— 
Proceed,  good  honest  man ! 
Pin,  I  will,  good  madam. 
According  to  men's  states  and  dignitiefi. 
Monies  and  moveables,  you  rate  their  dreamt, 
And  cast  the  nativity  of  their  desires. 
If  he  reward  well,  all  he  thinks  is  prosperous ; 
And  if  he  promise  place  his  dreams  are  oracles : 
Your  antient  practique  art  too  in  these  discoveries,, 
Who  loves  at  such  a  length,  who  a  span  farther, 
And  who  draws  home,  yields  you  no  little  profit: 
For  these  you  milk  by  circumstance. 

Quisan,  You  are  cunning. 

Pin.  And  as  they  oil  you,  and  advance  yom 
spindle, 
So  you  draw  out  the  lines  of  love.  Your  doors  too, 
The  doors  of  Destiny,  that  men  must  pass  through  \ 
These  are  fair  places  1 

Pan.  He  knows  all. 

Pin.  Your  trap-doors. 
To  pop  fools  in  it,  that  have  no  providence ; 
Your  little  wickets,  to  work  wise  men,  like  wixesi 

through  at. 
And  draw  their  states  and  bodies  into  cobwebs ; 
Your  postern-doors,  to  catch  those  that  are  caQ| 
telous,  I 

And  would  not  have  the  world's  eye  find  their  koa 

veries ; 
Your  doors  of  danger  (some  men  hate  a  pleatmrQ 
Unless  that  may  be  full  of  fears)  ;  your  hope-door^ 
And  those  are  fine  commodities,  where  fools  pay 
For  every  new  encouragement  a  new  custom : 
You  have  your  doors  of  honour,  and  of  pleasure ; 
But  those  are  for  great  princes,  glorious  vanities, 
That  travel  to  be  ftmous  through  diseases. 
There  be  the  doors  of  poverty  and  death  too. 
But  these  you  do  the  best  you  can  to  dam  up. 
For  then  your  gain  goes  out. 

Quisan.  This  is  a  rare  lecture ! 

Ftn.  Read  to  them  that  understand. 

Pan,  Beshrew  me, 
I  daie  not  venture  on  you ;  you  cut  too  keen,  sir^ 

Quisan,  We  thank  you,  rir,  for  your  good  mirth 
You  are  a  good  companion. 

Enter  Quibaea. 

Here  comes  the  princess  now :  attend  your  busines 
Quisar.  Is  there  no  remedy,  no  hopes  can  hd 

Ko  wit  to  set  me  free  ?— Who^s  there,  ho  ?  M 
Quisan.  Troubled? 

Her  looks  are  almost  wild:  What  ails  the  princess 

I  know  nothing  she  wants. 

Quisar.  Who's  that  thore  with  you  ? — 
Oh,  Signer  Piniero,  you  are  most  welcome  ! 
How  does  your  noble  nnde  ? 

Pin.  Sad  as  you  are,  madam: 
But  he  commends  his  service,  and  this  letter. 

Quisar,  Go  off;    attend  within. — Fair  sir, 
thaidc  you : 
Pray  be  no  stranger,  for  indeed  you  are  welcome 
For  your  own  .virtues,  welcome. 
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Qvittm,  We  are  mittaken ; 
Thi«  is  some  brave  fellow  sure. 

Pan.  1  im  lore  he's  a  bold  fellow ; 
But,  if  the  hold  him  bo,  we  must  believe  it. 

i^eunt  QjJiBAXA  and  Pandra. 

Qmur.  Do  you  know  of  this,  fair  sir? 

Pm.  I  gaeas  it,  madam, 
Shd  whither  it  intends :  1  had  not  brought  it  else. 

Quis4r,  It  is  a  bnsineas  of  no  common  reckon- 
ing- 

Pin.  The  handsomer  for  him  that  goes  about  it ; 
Si^t  tcdons  are  rewarded  with  slight  thanks  : 
GiTc  me  a  matter  of  some  weight  to  wade  in ! 

QwMr.  And  can  yon  love  your  unde  so  directly, 
S<)  Miiouly,  and  so  full,  to  undertake  this  ? 
Cm  there  be  such  a  faith  ? 

Pin.  Dare  yon  say  ay  Jto  it, 
And  set  me  on  ?  Tis  no  matter  for  my  unde. 
Or  what  I  owe  to  him,  dare  you  but  wish  it. 

QuMT.  I  would  fein 

Pin.  Have  it  done  ?  Say  but  so,  lady. 

Quuar.  Conceive  it  so. 

Pin.  I  will ;  'tis  that  I  am  bound  to  : 
Tour  will  that  must  command  me,  and  your  plea- 
tore, 
T^  fut  aspects  of  those  eyes  that  must  direct  me. 
I  am  no  uncle's  agent ;  I  am  mine  own,  lady ; 
1  fconi  my  able  yonth  should  plow  for  others, 
Or  my  ambition  serve  for  pay  :  I  aim, 
\ithough  I  never  hit,  as  high  as  any  man, 
Asd  the  reward  I  reach  at  shall  be  equal, 
And  what  love  spurs  me  on  to  :  This  desire 
Makes  me  forget  an  honest  man,  a  brave  man, 
A  nliint  and  a  virtuous  man,  my  countryman, 
Arnoat,  the  delight  of  all,  the  minion, 
Hs  lore  of  you,  doting^  upon  your  beauty, 
Tht  idffliiation  of  your  excellence. 
Make  me  but  servant  to  the  poorest  smile, 
Or  the  least  grace  yon  have  bestow'd  on  others, 
Aad  see  how  suddenly  I'll  work  your  safety, 
Aad  set  your  thoughts  at  peace !  I  am  no  flatterer, 
To  pnuuae  infinitely^  and  out-dream  dangers ; 
To  lie  a^bed,  and  swear  men  into  fevers, 
like  some  of  your  trim  suitors ;  when  I  promise, 
^  ii^t  is  not  more  constant  to  the  world 
Thin  1  am  to  my  word. — She  turns,  for  millions ! 

lAHde. 

(hitar.   I  have  not  seen  a  braver  oonfirm'd 
courage. 

Pi^  For  a  ton  of  crowns  she  turns  !  she  is  a 
woman ; 
^  Bach  I  fear,  a  vrorae  than  I  expected. — 
i«a  ue  the  object,  lady,  you  are  the  eye 
bvkich  all  excellence  appears,  all  wonder, 
rnn  which  all  hearts  take  fire,  all  hands  their 

▼alour; 
«^  vhen  he  stands  disputing,  when  you  bid  him. 
Or  bvt  tfamks  of  his  estate,  fether,  mother, 
'n»di,  wtfe,  and  children,  he's  a  fool,  and  I  scorn 

him ; 
^'t  be  but  to  make  dean  his  sword,  a  coward. 
^«  bare  forgot  their  fealty  to  beauty  I 
^^  I  the  phoe  in  yonr  affections, 
%  most  uiworthy  nnde  is  fit  to  fall  from, 
uTtd  ift  those  biased  eyes,  and  read  the  stories 
Jaenriaitiqg  pleasnres  figured  there, 
<  *<MiU  fiaii  out  your   commands    before  you 

.  tkonght'em, 
<ud  bring  'em  to  yon  done,  ere  you  dreamt  of  'em. 

Q'luar.  I  sdmize  his  boldness! 


I       Pin.  This,  or  anything ; 
Your  brother's  death,  mine  uncle's,  any  man's, 
No  state  that  stands  secure,  if  you  frown  on  it. 
Look  on  my  youth,  (I  bring  no  blastings  to  you) 
The  first  flower  of  my  strength,  my  feith. 

Quiaar,  No  more,  sir ! 
I  am  too  willing  to  believe  :  rest  satisfied. 
If  you  dare  do  for  me,  I  shall  be  thankful. 
You  are  a  handsome  gentleman,  a  feir  one ; 
My  servant,  if  you  please :  I  seal  it  thus,  sir. 

IKisns  him. 
No  more,  till  you  deserve  more.  {.Exit, 

Pin.  I  am  rewarded. — 
This  woman's  cunning,  but  she's  bloody  too  ; 
Althongh  she  pulls  her  talons  in,  she's  mischievous; 
Form'd  like  the  face  of  Heaven,  clear,  and  trans- 
parent. 
I  must  pretend  still,  bear  'em  both  in  hopes, 
For  fear  aome  bloody  slave  thrust  in  indeed, 
Fashion'd  and  flesh'd  to  what  they  wish.    Well, 

uncle, 
What  will  become  of  this,  and  what  dishonour 
FoEow  this  fatal  shaft,  if  shot,  let  Time  tell ! 
I  can  but  only  fear,  and  strive  to  cross  it      IBxiL 


SCENE  II. — Another  in  the  same. 
Enter  Asmusia,  Emanuxl,  and  8osa. 

Eman.  Why  are  you  thus  sad  ?  What  can  grieve 
or  vex  you. 
That  have  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  the  profits. 
The  honour  and  the  loves  at  your  disposes  ? 
Why  should  a  man  that  wants  nothing  want  his 
quiet  ? 

Arm.  I  want  what  beggars  are  above  me  in, 
content : 
I  want  the  grace  I  have  merited,  the  fevour. 
The  due  respect. 

Soxa.  Does  not  the  king  allow  it  ? 

Arm.  Yes,  and  all  honours  else,  all  I  can  ask, 
That  he  has  power  to  give ;  but  from  his  sister, 
The  scornful  cruelty,  (forgive  me,  Beauty, 
That  I  transgress)  from  her  that  should  look  on  me. 
That  should  a  little  smile  upon  my  service, 
And  fbster  my  deserts  for  her  own  faith*s  sake ; 
That  should  at  least  acknowledge  me,  speak  to 
me — 

Soza.  And  you  go  whining  up  and  down  for 
this,  sir? 
Lamenting  and  disputing  of  your  grievances  ? 
Sighing  and  sobbing,  like  a  sullen  school-boy, 
And  curnng  good-wife  Fortune  for  this  favour  ? 

Arm.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Soza.  Do  what  you  should  do, 
What  a  man  would  do  in  this  case,  a  wise  m«H 
An  tmderstanding  man  that  knows  a  woman. 
Knows  her  and  all  her  tricks,  her  scorns,  and  all 

her  trifles : 
Go  to  her,  and  take  her  in  your  arms,  and  shake 
Take  her  and  toss  her  like  a  bar !  [her : 

Eman.  But  be  sure  you  pitch  her  upon  a  fea- 
ther-bed, 
Shake  her  between  a  pair  of  sheets,  sir ;  there  shake 
These  sullen  fits  out  of  her,  spare  her  not  there ! 
Ther«  you  may  break  her  will,  and  bruise  no  bone, 

Soza.  Go  to  her [sir. 

Eman.  That's  the  way. 

Soza.  And  tell  her,  and  boldly. 
And  do  not  mince  the  matter,  nor  mock  yoursdf. 


240 


THE  ISLAND  PRINCESS. 


ACT  nu 


With  being  too  indulgent  to  her  pride ; 

Let  her  hear  roundly  from  you,  what  yon  are, 

And  what  you  have  deserved,  and  what  ahe  must  be. 

Eman.  And  be  not  put  off,  like  a  common  fel- 
With  *  The  princess  would  be  private ;'  Qow, 

Or,  that  she  has  taken  physic,  and  admits  none : 
I  would  talk  to  her  any  where. 

Arm.  It  makes  me  smile ! 

Eman,  Now  you  look  handsomely : 
Had  I  a  wench  to  win,  I  would  so  flutter  her  I 
They  love  a  man  that  crushes  'em  to  verjuice; 
A  woman  held  at  hard  meat  is  your  spaniel. 

Soxa.  Pray  take  our  counsel,  sir. 

Arm,  I  shall  do  something ; 
But  not  your  way ;  it  shews  too  boisterous ; 
For  my  affections  are  as  ftdr  and  gentle 
As  her  they  serve. 

Enter  Kino. 

Soaa,  The  king! 

King,  Why,  how  now,  friend  ? 
Why  do  you  rob  me  of  the  company 
I  love  so  dearly,  sir  ?  I  have  been  seeking  you ; 
For  when  I  want  you,  I  want  all  my  pleasure. 
Why  sad,  thus  sad  still,  man  ?  I  will  not  have  it ; 
I  must  not  see  the  face  I  love  thus  shadow'd. 

Eman.  An't  please  your  grace,  methinks  it  ill 
becomes  him ; 
A  soldier  should  be  jovial,  high  and  lusty. 

King,  He  shall  be  so :  Come,  come,  I  know 
your  reason ; 
It  shall  be  none  to  cross  you ;  yon  shall  have  her : 
Take  my  word,  ('tis  a  king's  word)  you  shall  have 

her, 
She  shall  be  yours  or  nothing.    Pray  be  merry  I 

Arm.  Your  grace  has  given  me  cause :  I  shall 
And  ever  your  poor  servant.  [be,  sir, 

King.  Me  myself,  sir, 
My  better  self. — I  shall  find  time  and  suddenly, 
To  gratify  your  loves  too,  gentlemen. 
And  make  you  know  how  much  I  stand  bound  to 

you. 
Nay,  'tis  not  worth  your  thanks ;  no  further  com- 
Will  you  go  with  me,  friend  ?  [plimenti^ — 

Arm.  I  beseech  your  grace. 
Spare  me  an  hour  or  two,  I  shall  wait  on  yon, 
Some  little  private  business  with  myself,  sir, 
For  such  a  time. 

Kifhg.  I'U  hinder  no  devotion, 
For  I  know  you  are  regular. — I'll  take  you,  gen- 
tlemen. 
Because  he  shall  have  nothing  to  disturi)  him. — 
I  shall  look  for  yon,  friend.  lExeutu  all  but  Armusia. 

Enter  Pantra. 

Arm.  I  dare  not  fail,  sin — 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  her  know  my  misery  ? 
To  make  her  sensible  ? — This  is  her  woman  ; 
I  have  a  toy  come  to  me  suddenly ; 
It  may  work  for  the  best ;  she  can  but  soom  me, 
And  lower  than  I  am  I  cannot  tumble ; 
I'll  try,  whate'er  my  fate  be. — ^Good  even,  fifdr 
one ! 

Pan,  'Tis  the  brave  stranger.— A  good  night  to 
you,  sir  1 — 
Now,  by  my  lady's  hand,  a  goodly  gentleman ! 
How  happy  shall  she  be  in  such  a  husl»nd ! 
'Would  1  were  so  provided  too ! 

Arm,  Good  pretty  one, 
Shall  I  keep  you  company  for  an  hour  or  two  1 


I  want  employment  flor  this  evening : 
I  am  an  honest  man. 

Pan,  I  dare  believe  yon ; 
Or,  if  you  were  not,  sir,  that's  no  great  matter; 
We  take  men's  promises.     Would  yon  staywidi 
me,  sir? 

Arm.  So  it  please  yon ;  pray  let's  be  better  ac- 
quainted; 
I  know  you  are  the  princess'  gentlewoman, 
And  wait  upon  her  near 

Pan.  'TIS  like  I  do  so. 

Arm.  And  may  befriend  a  man,  do  him  fiu] 
If  he  have  business  your  way—         [courtesieSj 

Pan.  I  understand  you. 

Arm.  So  kind  an  office,  that  yon  may  bind  i 
gentleman. 
Hereafter  to  be  yours,  and  your  way  too ; 
And  you  may  bless  the  hour  you  did  this  benefit : 
Sweet  handsome  faces  diould  have  oooiteous  mind^ 
And  ready  faculties. 

Pan,  Tell  me  your  business ; 
Yet  if,  I  think,  it  be  to  her,  yourself,  «ir, 
(For  I  know  what  you  are,  and  what  we  hold  you, 
And  in  what  grace  you  stand)  without  a  seooad, 
(For  that  but  darkens  you)  would  do  it  better : 
The  princess  must  be  pleased  vrith  your  accesses ; 
I'm  sure  I  should. 

Arm,  I  want  a  courtier's  boldness. 
And  am  yet  but  a  stranger :  I  would  &in  speal 
with  her. 

Pan.  'Tis  very  late,  and  upon  her  ham  of  sle^j 
sir. 

Arm.  Pray  you  wear  this,  and  believe  my  meant 

ing  civil,  £««•«»  *«•  «>^ 

My  business  of  that  fidr  respect  and  carriage.     ^ 

This  for  our  more  acquaintance !  IKissetm 

Pan.  How  close  he  kisses !  and  how  aensihle 
The  passings  of  his  Uds  are  1  I  must  do  it. 
An  I  were  to  be  hang  d  now,  and  I  will  do  it : 
He  may  do  as  much  for  m^ ;  that's  ail  I  aisa  at : 
And  come  what  will  on't,  life  or  death,  I'U  do  it, 
For  ten  such  kisses  more,  an  'twere  high-treason. 

Arm.  I  would  be  private  with  her. 

JPon.  So  you  shaU ;  '. 

'Tis  not  worth  thanks  else.    You  must  dispatd 

Arm.  Suddenly.  [qM 

Pan.  And  I  must  leave  you  in  my  diiamber,  si^ 
Where  you  must  lock  yourself  that  none  may  tH 

you: 

'Tis  close  to  hers.    You  cannot  miss  the  entranet 
When  she  comes  down  to  bed. 

Arm.  I  understand  you. 
And  once  more  thank  you,  lady. 

Pan.  Thank  me  but  thus. 

Arm.  If  I  bU  thee 

Pan.  Come  close  then  !  lExtn*^ 


SCENE  III. — A  Bed'Chamher  in  ihe  tame. 
Enter  Qvisaiu  and  Quisama. 

Quitar.  'Tis  late  !  good  aunt,  to  bed  !  I  am  e'ei 
My  woman  vrill  not  be  long  away.  [unready 

Quifan.  I  would  have  you 
A  little  merrier  first :  Let  me  sit  by  you. 
And  read  or  discourse  something  that  you  fancy ; 
Or  take  my  instrument. 

Quisar.  No,  no,  I  thank  yon ; 
I  shall  sleep  without  these.     I  wroag  your  ace 
aunt. 
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To  make  yon  wait  thus ;  pray  let  me  intreat  jon  I 

,  To-morrow  I  will  see  you ;  I  know  you  are  sleepy, 

Aod  rest  will  be  a  wdoome  guest :   Yoa  shall  not, 

Indeed  yoa  shall  not  stay.  Oh,  here's  my  woman ! 

Good  night,  good  night!  and  good  rest,   aunt, 
'  attend  you ! 

Quisan.  Sleep  dwell  upon  your  eyes,  and  fair 
dreams  court  you  !  lExit, 

Qvinir.  Come,  where  have  you  been,  wench  ? 
I  I  skpt  hot  ill  last  night.  £Make  me  unready  ; 

I     PfM,  You'll  sleep  the  better 
I  hope  to-night,  madam. 

Quuar,  A  little  rest  contents  me  ; 
Thoa  lorest  thy  bed,  Panura. 

Pan.  I  am  not  in  love,  lady, 
I  Nor  seldom  dream  of  devils  ;  I  sleep  soundly. 

Qmgr.  I'll  swear  thou  dost ;  thy  husband  would 
If  thoa  wert  married,  wench,    [not  take't  so  well, 

Poa.  Let  him  take,  madam, 
T!te  way  to  waken  me !  I  am  no  dormouse : 
Uasbaads  have  lamm-bdls,  if  they  but  ring  once. 

QiuMr.  Thou  art  a  merry  wendi. 

Pan,  I  shall  live  the  longer. 

Quitar,  IVythee  fetch  my  book ! 

Pan.  1  am  glad  of  that.  lAstde. 

QviMf.  1*11  read  a  while  before  I  sleep. 

Pan.  I  will,  madam. 

Qutsar.  And  if  Ruy  Diss  meet  you,  and  be 
He  may  come  in.  [importunate, 

Pan.  I  have  a  better  fare  for  you.—        lAside. 
Now  least  in  sight  play  I.  iExU. 

Bnttr  AaMVMA  <Q/1/y,  and  locks  (he  door, 

QwMr.  Why  shouM  I  love  him  ? 
Why  should  I  dote  upon  a  man  deserves  not, 
Nor  has  no  will  to  work  it  ?— Who's  there,  wench  ? 
^hatare  you?  or  vrfaenoecome  you? 

Am.  You  may  know  me : 
I  brini^  not  such  amaxement,  noble  lady. 

<?»i«ir.  Who  let  you  in  ? 

Am.  My  restless  love,  that  serves  you. 

^hiiMr.  This  is  an  impudence  I  have  not  heard  of, 
A  mdeneas  that  becomes  a  thief  or  ruffian ; 
>or  shall  my  brother's  h>ve  protect  this  boldness, 
Yob  boild  so  strongly  on  :    My  rooms  are  sanc- 
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And  with  that  reverence,  they  that  seek  my  favours, 
And  htunble  fears,  shall  render  their  approaches. 

Am.  Mine  are  no  less. 

Q««Mr.  I  am  mistress  of  myself,  sir, 
^^adwiUbeso:  I  wiU  not  be  thus  visited, 
^Kse  fears  and  dangers  thrust  into  my  privacy, 
^tajd  farther  off!  I 'U  cry  out  else. 

Am.  Oh,  dear  lady  ! 

^Ntsvr.  I  see  dishonour  in  your  eyes. 

^y».  There  is  none : 
Ml  that  beauty,  they  are  innocent ! 
n«y  you  tremble  not  1  you  have  no  cause. 
JhiMor.  I'll  die  first, 
"^  yea  have  your  will,  be  torn  in  pieces, 
^little  strength  I  have  left  me  to  resist  you, 
£v  gods  will  give  me  more,  before  I  am  forced 
TothatI  hate,  or  suffer 

Am.  You  wrong  my  duty. 

^^w**".  8o  base  a  violation  of  my  liberty  1 
i^JMwyoo  are  bent  unnobly;  I'll  take  to  me 
Tae  spirit  of  a  man,  borrow  his  boldness, 
And  force  my  woman's  fears  into  a  madness, 
And  ere  yoa  arrive  at  what  you  aim  at 


Arm.  Lady, 
If  there  be  in  you  any  woman's  pity. 
And  if  your  fears havenot  proclaim'dmemonstrous. 
Look  on  me  and  believe  me  1  Is  this  violence  ? 
Is  it,  to  fiUl  thus  prostrate  to  your  beauty, 
A  ruffian's  boldness  ?  is  humility  a  rudeness  ? 
The  griefs  and  sorrows  that  grow  here,  an  impu- 
dence ? 
These  forcings,  and  these  fears  I  bring  along  with 
These  impudent  abuses  offer'd  you  ?  [me, 

And  thus  high  has  your  brother's 'favour  blown  me. 
Alas,  dear  lady  of  my  life,  I  came  not 
With  any  purpose  rough  or  desperate, 
With  any  thought  that  was  not  smooth  and  gentle 
As  your  fair  hand,  with  any  doubt  or  danger ; 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart  to  fright  your  quiet ! 
A  heavy  curse  light  on  it,  when  I  intend  it ! 

Quisar,  Now  I  dare  hear  you. 

Arm.  If  I  had  been  mischievous. 
As  then  I  must  be  mad,  or  were  a  monster. 
If  any  such  base  thought  had  harbour'd  here, 
Or  violence  that  became  not  man. 
You  have  a  thousand  bulwarks  to  assure  you. 
The  holy  powers  bear  shields  to  defend  chastity ; 
Your  honour  and  your  virtues  are  such  armours, 
Your  clear  thoughts  such  defences.    If  you  mis- 
doubt still,  iOfars  hit  noord. 
And  yet  retain  a  fear  I  am  not  honest, 
Come  with  impure  thoughts  to  this  place, 
Take  this,  and  sheathe  it  here ;  be  your  own  safety  ; 
Be  wise,  and  rid  your  fears,  and  let  me  perish  ! 
How  willing  shall  I  sleep  to  satisfy  you  ! 

Quisar.  No ;  I  believe  now,  you  speak  worthily : 
What  came  you  then  for  ? 

Arm.  To  complain  me,  beauty ; 
But  modestly. 

Quitar.  Of  what? 

Arm.  Of  your  fierce  cruelty ; 
(For  though  I  die,  I  will  not  bUme  the  doer) 
Humbly  to  tell  your  grace  you  had  forgot  me ; 
A  little  to  have  touch'd  at,  not  accused, 
(For  that  I  dare  not  do)  your  scorns  :  Pray  pardon 
And  be  not  angry  that  I  use  the  liberty  [me. 

To  urge  that  word  !  A  little  to  have  shew'd  you 
What  I  have  been,  and  what  done  to  deserve  you ; 
If  any  thing  that  love  commands  may  reach  you. 
To  have  remember'd  you,  (but  I'm  unworthy, 
And  to  that  misery  falls  all  my  fortunes) 
To  have  told  you,  and  by  my  life  you  may  believe 
That  I  am  honest,  and  will  only  marry  [me, 

You  or  your  memory :  Pray  be  not  angry  ! 

Quisar,  I  thank  yon,  sir ;  and  let  me  tell  you 
seriously, 
You  have  taken  now  the  right  way  to  befitiend  you. 
And  to  beget  a  fair  and  clear  opinion. 
Yet,  to  try  your  obedience 

Arm.  I  stand  ready,  lady. 
Without  presuming  to  ask  any  thing. 

Quisar.  Or  at  this  time  to  hope  for  further  fa- 
Or  to  remember  services  or  smiles ;  [vour ; 

Dangers  you  have  past  through,  and  rewards  due  to 
Loves  or  despairs ;  but,  leaving  all  to  me,  ['em  ; 
Quit  this  place  presently. 

Arm.  1  shall  obey  you. 

Enter  Rirr  Dua. 

Ruy.  Ha! 

Arm.  Who's  this?  What  art  thou? 

Ruff.  A  gentleman. 

Arm.  Thou  art  no  more,  I  am  sure. — ^Oh,  'tis 
How  high  he  looks,  and  harsh  1  [Ruy  Dias : 
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Ruy.  Is  there  not  door  enough. 
You  take  such  elbow-room  ? 

Arm.  If  I  take  it,  TU  carry  it. 

Ruy.  Does  this  become  you,  princess  ? 

Arm.  The  captain's  jealoos, 
Jealous  of  that  he  never  durst  deserve  yet. 
Go  freely»  go  !  I'll  give  thee  leave. 

Ruff.  Your  leave,  sir  ? 

Arm,  Yes,  my  leave,  sir.     I'll  not  be  troubled 
neither, 
Nor  shall  my  heart  ache,  or  my  head  be  jealous, 
Nor   strange    suspicious   thoughts  reign  in  my 

memory ; 
Go  on,  and  do  thy  worst,  I'll  smile  at  thee. — 
I  kiss  your  fair  hand  first ;  then,  farewell,  captain ! 

lExiL 

Quisar,  What  a  pure  soul  inherits  here  1  what 
innocence ! 
Sure  I  was  bUnd  when  I  first  loved  this  fellow, 
And  long  to  live  in  that  fog  still :  How  he  blusters  ! 

Ruy,  Am  I  your  property?  or  those  your  flatteries 
The  banquets  that  you  bid  me  to,  the  trust 
I  build  my  goodly  hopes  on  ? 

Quisar»  Be  more  temperate ! 

Buy,  Are  these  the  shows  of  your  respect  and 
favour  ? 
What  did  he  here,  what  language  had  he  with  you  ? 
Did  you  invite  him  ?  could  you  stay  no  longer  ? 
Is  he  so  gracious  in  your  eye  ? 

Quitar.  You  are  too  forward. 

Ruff,  Why  at  these  private  hours  ? 

Quigar.  You  are  too  saucy. 
Too  impudent,  to  task  me  with  those  errors. 
Do  you  know  what  I  am,  sir  ?  and  my  prerogative  ? 
Though  you  be  a  thing  I  have  call'd  by  th'  name 
of  friend, 


I  never  taught  you  to  dispose  my  liberty : 
How  durst  you  touch  mine   honour?   blot  my 
meanings  ?  ! 

And  name  an  action,  and  of  mine,  but  noble  ?        ' 
Thou  poor  unworthy  thing,  how  have  I  graced 

thee ! 
How  haVe  I  nourished  thee  and  raised  thee  hourly ! 
Are  these  the  gratitudes  you  bring,  Rny  Dias  ?      i 
The  thanks  ?  1^  services  ?  I  am  fidrly  paid  \         ' 
Was*t  not  enough  I  saw  thou  wert  a  coward. 
And  shadowed  Uiee  ?  no  noble  sparkle  in  thee' 
Daily  provoked  thee,  and  still  found  thee  coward  ? 
Raised  noble  causes  for  thee,  strangers  started  at ; 
Yet  still,  still,  still  a  coward,  ever  coward ! 
And,  with  those  taints,   dost  thou  upbzaid  mj 
virtues? 

Rup,  I  was  to  blame,  lady. 

Quisar,  So  blindly  bold 
To  touch  at  my  behaviour  ?  Durst  thou  but  kx>k  | 
Amiss  at  my  allowance  ? — If  thou  hadst 
Been  a  brave  fellow,  thou  hadst  had  eome  licence, 
Some  liberty ;  I  might  have  then  allow'd  thee. 
For  thy  good  face,  some  scope  to  have  argued  with 

me; 
But  being  nothing  but  a  sound,  a  shape, 
The  mere  sign  of  a  soldier,  of  a  lover 
The  dregs  and  draffy  part,  disgrace  and  jealousy, 
I  scorn  thee,  and  contemn  thiM ! 

Rujf,  Dearest  lady. 
If  I  have  been  too  fiec 

Quisar,  Thou  hast  been  too  foolish  ; 
And  go  on  stiU ;  I'll  study  to  forget  thee. 
I  would  I  could  !  and  yet  I  pity  thee.  C£^< 

Rujf,  I  am  not  worth  it ;  if  I  were,  that's  misery ! 

The  next  door  is  but  death ;  I  must  aim  at  it 

C£nt 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  l^^Anoiher  Apartment  m  the  Royal 

Cattle. 

Enter  Kjng,  and  Governor  dUguUed  like  a  Moorish  Priest. 

King.  So  far  and  truly  you  have  discover'd  to  me 
The  former  currents  of  my  life  and  fortune. 
That  I  am  bound  to  acknowledge  you  most  holy. 
And  certainly  to  credit  your  prfdictioua 
Of  what  are  yet  to  come. 

Gcv.  I  am  no  liar.— 
"Us  strange  I  should,  and  live  so  near  a  neighbour : 
But  these  are  not  my  ends. 

King.  Pray  you  sit,  good  father  ! — 
Certain  a  reverend  man,  and  most,  religious. 

Goo.  Ay,  that  beliefs  weU  now ;   and  let  me 
work  then,  lAside. 

I'll  make  you  curse  religion  ere  I  leave  you.-.- 
I  have  lived  a  long  time,  son,  a  mew'd-up  man, 
Sequester'd  by  the  special  hand  of  Heaven 
From  the  woild's  vanities,  bid  farewell  to  follies. 
And  shook  hands  with  all  heats  of  youth  and 

pleasures. 
As  in  a  dream,  these  twenty  years  I  have  slum- 
Many  a  cold  moon  have  I,  in  meditation     [bered; 
And  searching  out  th^  hidden  wills  of  Heaven, 
Lain  shaking  under ;  many  a  burning  sun 
Has  seared  my  body,  and  boiled  up  my  blood, 
Feebled  my  knees,  and  stamp'd  a  meagreness 


Upon  my  figure,  all  to  find  out  knowledge ; 
Which  I  have  now  attained  to,  thanks  to  Heaven, 
All  for  my  country's  good  too :  And  many  a  vision. 
Many  a  mystic  vision  have  I  seen,  son. 
And  many  a  sight  from  Heaven,  which  has  been 

terrible. 
Wherein  the  goods  and  evils  of  these  islands 
Were  lively  shadowed  ;  many  a  charge  I  have  bad 
Still  as  the  time  grew  ripe  to  reveal  these,       [too, 
To  travd  and  discover ;  Now  I  am  oome,  son. 
The  hour  is  now  appointed,  my  tongue  is  touched. 
And  now  I  speak. 

King.  Do,  holy  man !  I'll  hear  yon. 

Gov.  Beware  these  Portugal,  I  say  beware  'eea ! 
These  smooth-fietced  strangers,  have  an  eye  upon 

'eml 
The  cause  is  now  the  gods' !  hear,  and  believe, 
king! 

King.  1  do  hear ;  but,  before  I  give  rash  credit. 
Or  hang  too  light  on  belief,  which  is  a  sin,  father, 
Know  I  have  found  'em  gentle,  liEdtfalul,  valiant. 
And  am  in  my  particular  bound  to  'em, 
I  mean  to  some,  for  my  most  strange  ddiveranoe. 

Gov,  Oh,  son,  the  future  aims  of  men,  (observe 
Above  tiieir  present  actions,  and  their  glory,  [me) 
Are  to  be  look'd  at :  The  stars  shew  many  turnings, 
If  you  could  see,  mark  but,  with  my  eyes,  pupil. 
These  men  came  hither,  as  my  vision  tells  me. 
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PooTy  weather-beaten,  almoat  lost,  starred,  feebled, 
Their  Teasels  like  themselves,  most  miserable ; 
Made  a  long  suit  for  traffic,  and  for  comfort. 
To  vent  tfacdr  children's  toys,  cure  their  diseases : 
They  had  their  suit,  they  landed,  and  to  th'  rate 
Grew  rich  and  powerful,  sock'd  the  fiit  and  free- 
dom 
Of  this  most  blessed  isle,  taught  her  to  tremble, 
Witness  the  castle  here,  the  citadel. 
They  have  dapt  upon  the  neck  of  your  Tidore, 
(This  happy  town,  till  thatshe  knew  these  strangers) 
To  check  her  when  she's  jolly. 

King.  They  have  so  indeed,  fother. 

Goo.  Take  heed,  take  heed !  I  find  yonr  fak 
delirery, 
(Though  you  be  pleased  to  glorify  that  fortune, 
And  tMnk  these  strangers  gfods,  take  heed,  I  say  !) 
1  find  it  bat  a  handsome  preparation, 
A  fiur-fitced  prologue  to  a  further  mischief : 
Mark  but  the  end,  good  king,  the  pin  he  shoots  at  I 
That  was  the  man  deliTer'd  you,  the  mirror : 
Yoor  sister  is  his  due :  What's  she  ?  your  heir,  sir. 
And  what  is  he  a-kin  then  to  the  kingdom  ? 
Bat  hdrs  are  not  ambitious ;  who  then  suffers  ? 
What  rererence  shall  the  gods  have?  and  what 

justice 
Tlie  miserable  people  ?  what  shall  they  do  ? 

King,  He  points  at  truth  directly. 

G<n>,  Think  of  these,  son  ! 
The  person  nor  the  manner,  I  mislike  not 
Of  your  preserrer,  nor  the  whole  man  together, 
Were  he  but  season'd  in  the  £uth  we  are. 
In  cor  derotions  leam'd. 

Mittg,  You  say  right,  fiither. 

Gov.  To  change  our  worships  now,    and  our 
religion  ! 
To  be  traitor  to  our  gods ! 

Kmg,  You  have  well  advised  me. 
And  I  will  seriously  consider,  fiither. 
1  th'  mean  time,  you  shall  have  your  fair  access 
Unto  my  sister,  advise  her  to  your  purpose. 
And  let  me  still  know  how  the  gods  determine. 

Gov,  I  wilL — But  my  main  end  is  to  advise 

lAtide, 
<^  destruction  of  you  all,  a  general  ruin  ; 
And  then  1  am  revenged,  let  the  gods  whistle  ! 

lExeufU. 
— ♦ — 

SCENE  Ih—Another  in  the  same. 

Enter  Rtnr  DiAsand  PiiriBao. 

[      /?i(ff.  Indeed,   I  am  right  glad  you  were  not 
I  greedy. 

And  sodden  in  performing  what  I  will'd  you. 
Upon  the  person  of  Armusia ; 
I  was  afraid,  for  I  well  knew  your  valour, 

Andknre  to  me 

'^if^  Twas  not  a  ftir  thing,  uncle ; 
It  ihewM  not  handsome,  carried  no  man  in  it. 
^vy.  I  must  confess  'twas  ill,  and  I  abhor  it ; 
l^ythis  good  has  risen  from  this  evU, 
1  have  tried  your  honesty,  and  find  [it]  proof, 
A  omstancy  that  will  not  be  corrupted. 
And  I  much  honour  it. 
^n.  This  bell  sounds  better. 
««V.  My  anger  now,  and  that  disgrace  I  have 
suffer'd, 
anaii  be  more  manly  vented,  and  wiped  off, 
And  By  abk  honour  cured  the  right  and  straight 
way  : 


My  sword's  in  my  hand  now,  nephew,  my  cause 
And  man  to  man,  one  valour  to  another,  [upon  it. 
My  hope  to  his-- — 

Pin,  Why,  this  is  like  Ruy  Dias ! 
This  carries  something  of  some  substance  in  it. 
Some  mettle  and  some  man ;  this  sounds  a  gentle* 

man; 
And  now  methinks  you  utter  what  becomes  you  : 
To  kill  men  scurvily,  'tis  such  a  dog-trick, 
Such  a  rat-catcher's  occupation 

Ruy,  It  is  no  better. 
But,  Piniero,  now 

Pin,  Now  you  do  bravely. 

Ruy,  The  difference  of  our  states  flung  by,  for. 
The  fall  opinion  I  have  won  in  service,      [gotten. 
And  such  respects  that  may  not  shew  us  equal. 
Laid  handsomely  aside,  only  our  fortunes, 
And  single  manhoods 

Pin.  In  a  service,  sir. 
Of  this  most  noble  nature,  all  I  am, 
If  I  had  ten  lives  more,  those  and  my  fortunes 
Are  ready  for  you.     I  had  thought  you  had 
Forsworn  fighting,  or  banish'd  those  brave  thoughts 
Were  wont  to  wait  upon  you ;  I  am  glad 
To  see  'em  call'd  home  again. 

Ruy,  They  are,  nephew. 
And  thou  shalt  see  what  fire  they  carry  in  them  : 
Here  :  you  guess  what  this  means  ? 

[^She%e9  a  chaUenge. 

Pin,  Yes,  very  well,  sir.    A  portion  of  scripture 
That  puzzles  many  an  interpreter. 

Ruy,  As  soon  as  you  can  find  him— - 

Pin,  That  will  not  be  long,  uncle ; 
And,  o'  my  conscience,  he'll  be  ready  as  quickly. 

Ruy,  I  make  no  doubt,  good  nephew.     Cairry 
it  so. 
If  you  can  possible,  that  we  may  fight 

Pin*  Nay,  you  shall  fight,  assure  yourself. 

Ruy,  Prav  you  hear  me !  — 
In  some  such  place  where  it  may  be  possible 
The  princess  may  behold  us. 

Pin,  I  conceive  you : 
Upon  the  sand  behind  the  castie,  sir ; 
A  place  remote  enough,  and  there  be  windows 
Out  of  her  lodgings  too,  or  I'm  mistaken. 

Ruy,  You  are  r  th'  right ;  if  you  can  work  that 
handsomely 

Pin,  Let  me  alone !  and  pray  be  you  prepared 
Some  three  hours  hence. 

Ruy,  I  will  not  fail. 

Pin,  QtX,  you  home ; 
And  if  you  have  any  things  to  dispose  of. 
Or  a  few  light  prayers 

That  may  befriend  you,  run  'em  over  quickly  ! 
I  warrant,  I'll  bring  him  on. 

Ruy,  Farewell,  nephew  1 
And  when  we  meet  again iExit. 

Pin,  Ay,  ay,  fight  handsomely  : 
Take  a  good  draught  or  two  of  wine  to  settie  you ; 
'Tis  an  excellent  armour  for  an  ill  conscience, 

uncle. — 
I  am  glad  to  see  this  man's  conversion  ; 
I  was  afraid  fair  honour  had  been  bed-rid. 
Or  beaten  out  o'  th'  island,  soldiers,  and  good 

ones. 
Intended  such  base  courses.    He  wiU  6gfat  now, 
And,  I  believe  too,  bravely ;  \  have  seen  him 
Curry  a  fellow's  carcase  handsomely ; 
And  i'  th'  head  of  a  troop,  stand  as  if  he  had  been 
rooted  there, 
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Dealing large  doles  of  death. — What  a  rascal  was  I, 
I  did  not  see  his  will  drawn  1 

Enter  Qouaha. 

What  does  she  here  ? 

If  there  be  any  mischief  towards,  a  woman  makes 

Now  what  new  business  is  for  me  ?    [one  still : — 

Quisar.  I  was  sending  for  yon. 
But  since  we  are  met  so  fair,  yon  hate  saved  that 
I  must  entreat  you,  sir  [labour,: 

Pin.  Any  thing,  madam ; 
Your  wills  are  my  commands. 

Quisar.  You  are  nobly  courteous. 
Upon  my  better  thoughts,  Signor  Piniero, 
And  my  more  peaceable  considerations, 
(Which  now  I  find  the  richer  ornaments) 
I  would  desire  you  to  attempt  no  farther 
Against  the  person  of  the  noble  stranger, 
(In  truth,  I  am  ashamed  of  my  share  in  it) 
Nor  be  iudted  further  by  your  uncle  : 
I  see  it  will  sit  ill  upon  your  person. 
I  have  considered,  and  it  will  shew  ugly, 
Carried  at  best,  a  most  unheanLof  cruelty : 
Good  sir,  desist  I 

Pin.  You  speak  now  like  a  woman. 
And  wond'rous  well  this  tenderness  becomes  yon  : 
But  this  you  must  remember,  your  command 
Was  laid  on  with  a  kiss  ;  and  seriously 
It  must  be  taken  off  the  same  way,  madam. 
Or  I  stand  bound  still. 

Quisar.  That  shall  not  endanger  you  : 

IKissethim. 

Look  you,  fair  sir,  thus  I  take  off  that  duty. 

Pin.  By  th'  mass,  'twas  soft  and  sweet !    Some 
bloods  would  bound  now. 
And  run  a-tilt.  Do  not  you  think,  bright  beauty, 
You  have  done  me,  in  this  kiss,  a  mighty  favour, 
And  that  I  stand  bound,  by  virtue  of  this  honour. 
To  do  whatever  you  command  me  ? 

Quisar,  I  think,  air. 
From  me  these  are  unusual  courtesies, 
And  ought  to  be  respected  so :  There  are  some. 
And  men  of  no  mean  rank,  would  hold  themselves 
Not  poorly  bless'd  to  taste  of  such  a  bounty. 

Pin,  I  know  there  are,  that  would  do  many 
unjust  things 
For  such  a  kiss,  (and  yet  I  hold  this  modest) 
All  villainies,  body  and  soul  dispense  with  ; 
For  such  a  provocation,  kill  their  kindred. 
Demolish  the  fair  credits  of  their  parents  ; 
Those  kisses  I  am  not  acquainted  with :    most 

certain,  madam, 
Th'  appurtenance  of  this  kiss  would  not  provoke 
To  do  a  mischief;  'tis  the  devil's  own  dance    [me 
To  be  kiss'd  into  cruelty. 

Quisar,  I  am  glad  you  make  that  use,  sir. 

Pin.  I  am  gladder 
That  you  made  me  believe  yon  were  cruel ; 
For,  by  this  hand,  I  know  I  am  so  honest, 
However  I  deceived  you,  ('twas  high  time  too ; 
Some  common  slave  might  have  been  set  upon  it 
That  willingly  I  would  not  kill  a  dog  [else) 

That  could  but  fetch  and  carry,  for  a  woman ; 
She  must  be  a  good  woman  made  me  kick  him. 
And  that  will  be  hard  to  find :  To  kill  a  man  ? 
If  you  will  give  me  leave  to  get  another. 
Or  any  she  that  play'd  the  iMsst  game  at  it, 

And,  'fore  a  woman's  anger,  prefer  her  fancy. 
Quisar,  I  take  it  in  you  well. 


Pin.  I  thank  you,  lady ; 
And  I  shall  study  to  confirm  it. 

Quisar.  Do,  sir : 
For  this  time,  and  this  present 


,  I  allow  it. 
iKxU  PDnxao. 

Enter  Oovemor,  dissfuised  as  bf/brct  QunAirA,  and 

Panura. 
Most  h(Jy  sir  1 

Gov.  Bless  you,  my  royal  daughter  I 
And,  in  you,  bless  tins  island.  Heaven ! 

Quisar.  Grood  aunt. 
What  think  you  of  this  man  ? 

Quisan.  Sure  he's  a  wise  man. 
And  a  religious  i  He  tells  us  things  have  happen'd 
So  many  years  ago,  almost  forgotten. 
As  readily  as  if  they  were  done  this  hour. 

Qmsar.  Does  he  not  meet  with  your  aharp 

Pan.  He  tells  me,  madam,  [tongue  ? 

Marriage  and  mouldy  cheese  will  make  me  tamer. 

Gov,  A  stubborn  keeper,  and  worse  fisrey 
An  open  stable,  and  cold  care. 
Will  tame  a  jade,  may  be  your  share. 

Pan,  By*r  lady,  a  sharp  prophet  I     When  this 
proves  good, 
I'll  bequeath  you  a  skin  to  make  yon  a  hood. 

Gov.  Lady,  I  would  talk  with  you. 

Quisar.  Do,  reverend  sir ! 

Gov.  And  for  your  good,  for  that  that  mnsfc  coa« 
And  give  ear  wisely  to  me  !  [oem  you ; 

Quisar.  I  shall,  father. 

Gov,  You  are  a  princess  of  that  «Bcellence» 
Sweetness,  and  grace,  that  angel-like  ftlr  featore, 
(Nay,  do  not  blush,  I  do  not  flatter  you. 
Nor  do  I  dote  in  telling  this)  I  am  amaaed,  lady. 
And  as  I  think  Ihe  gods  bestow'd  these  on  yon. 
The  gods  that  love  you — 

Quisar.  I  confess  their  bounty. 

Gov.  Apply  it  then  to  their  use,  to  their  hononrj 
To  them,  and  to  their  service  give  this  sweetness  { 
They  have  an  instant  great  use  of  your  goodness  ; 
You  are  a  saint  esteem'd  here  for  your  beauty. 
And  many  a  longing  heart— 

Quisar,  I  seek  no  fealty ; 
Nor  will  I  blemish  that  Heaven  has  seal'd  on  me 
I  know  my  worth.     Indeed  the  Portugals 
I  have  at  Uiose  commands,  and  their  last  service^ 
Nay  even  their  lives,  so  much  I  think  my  han4 
That  what  I  shall  enjoin—  [somenea^ 

Gov.  Use  it  discreetly  1 
(For  I  perceive  vou  understand  me  rightly) 
For  here  the  gods  regard  your  help,  and  suddenly 
The  Portugals,  like  sharp  thorns  (mark  me,  ladyj 
Stick  in  our  sides  ;  like  razors,  wound  leligion  : 
Draw  deep,  they  wound,  till  the  Ufe-blood  follows 
Our  gods  they  spurn  at,  and  their  worshipe  aoorn 
A  mighty  hand  they  bear  upon  onr  govemmmt : 
These  are  the  men  your  miracle  must  vrork  on* 
Your  heavenly  form,  either  to  root  them  out, 
(Which,  as  you  may  endeavour,  will  be  ensy  ; — 
Remember  whose  great  cause  yon  have  to  execnte  ! 
To  nip  their  memory,  that  may  not  sparing^  more,! 
Or  fairly  bring  'em  home  to  our  devotions  ; 
Which  will  be  blessed,  and  for  which  yon  aatnted.H 
But  cannot  be ;  an  they  go,  let  me  boetle  1   lAs»d\ 

Quisar.  Go  up  with  me. 
Where  we'll  converse  more  privately : 
I'll  shew  you  shortly  how  I  hold  their  temper 
And  in  what  chain  tiieir  souls. 

Gov,  Keep  fast  that  hold  still  1 
And  either  bring  that  chain,  and  those  bound  in  i\ 

— 1 
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And  fink  it  to  our  godi  and  tbeir  fair  worships, 
Or,  daughter,  pinch  their  hearts  a-pieces  with  it. 
I'D  wait  npon  your  grace. 

Quisar,  Come,  reverend  father  I — 
Wait  you  helow. 

lExeutU  Qduaaa  and  Goremor. 

Pmi.  If  this  prophet  were  a  young  thing, 
I  should  suspect  him  now,  he  cleaYes  so  dose  to 

her; 
Thete  holy  coats  are  long,  and  hide  iniquities, 

Quisan.  Away,  away,  fool !  a  poor  wretch ! 

Pan.  These  poor  ones. 
Warm  hut  their  stomachs  once — 

QvtMiii.  Come  in ;  thou  art  foolish.       lExtwU, 


SCENE  III.— TAtf  Sea^beach  behind  the  Royai 

Castle, 

Enter  Abmusia,  Emakuu.,  and  PiiruRo. 

Arm.  I  am  sorry,  sir,  my  fortune  is  so  stubborn, 
To  court  my  sword  against  my  countryman  : 
1  love  my  nation  well ;  and  where  I  &id 
A  Portugal  of  noble  name  and  virtue, 
I  am  his  humble  servant.     Signor  Piniero, 
Your  person,  nor  your  uncle's^  am  I  angry  with  ; 
You  are  both  fair  gentlemen  in  my  opinion, 
And,  I  protest,  I  had  rather  use  my  sword 
In  your  defences  than  against  your  safeties : 
Tit,  methinks,  a  strange  dearth  of  enemies, 
When  we  seek  foes  among  ourselves. 

Bman,  You  are  injured, 
And  you  must  make  the  best  on't  now,  and  rea- 
diest— 

Arm.  You  see  I  am  ready  in  the  place,  and 
To  his  desire  that  called  me.  [armed 

Pin,  Yon  speak  honestly. 
And  I  could  wish  you  had  met  on  terms  more 
But  it  cannot  now  be  so.  [friendly ; 

Enter  Rut  Diai. 

Eman.  Turn,  sir,  and  see ! 
Pin.  I  have  kept  my  word  with  you,  uncle : 
The  gentleman  is  ready. 

GoTenutr  and  Quuaba  appear  at  a  Window, 

Arm,  Yon  are  welcome. 

Rriff.  Bid  those  fools  welcome  that  afifect  your 
courtesy! 
I  come  not  to  use  compliment.   You  have  wronged 

me; 
And  you  shaU  feel,  proud  man,  ere  I  part  from 

you, 
Th'  eflfects  of  that :  If  Fortune  do  not  fool  me, 
Thy  life  is  mine,  and  no  hope  shall  redeem  thee. 
Arm,  That's  a  proud  word ;   more  than  your 

faith  can  justify. — 
QiHMr.  Sore  they  will  fight  1 
AttSf.  She  is  there;  I  am  happy. 
Guv,  Let  'em  alone  1  let  'em  IdU  one  another ! — 
These  are  the  main  posts ;  if  they  iaU,  the  build- 

uri.        ^  lAtide. 

Will  tumble  quickly. 

QvtMT.  How  temperate  Armnsia! 

Gov.  No  more;  beauietyet 
^^^'  I  am  not  bloody, 
Nor  do  not  fisel  such  mortal  malice  in  me ;    ^ 
Bat  since  we  cannot  both  eiijoy  the  princess, 
l«m  resolved  to  fight. 

Any.  Fight  home,  Armusia ! 
w,  if  thou  fidnt'st  or  fidl'st— 


Arm,  Do  you  make  all  vantages  I 

Ruy.  All  ways,  unto  thy  life ;  I  will  not  spare 
Nor  look  not  for  thy  mercy.  [thee, 

Arm,  I  am  arm'd  then. 

Ruy,  Stand  still,  I  charge  yon,  nephew,  as  yon 
honour  me ! 

Arm,  And,  good  Emanuel,  stir  not. 

Pin,  Ye  speak  fitly ; 
For  we  had  not  stood  idle  else. — 

Gov,  I  am  sorry  for't. 

Eman,  But  since  yon  will  have  it  so — 

Ruy,  Come,  sir  I 

Arm,  I  wait  you.  ITke^JtgkU 

Pin,  Ay,  marry,  this  looks  handsomely  1 
This  is  warm  work  1 

Got),  Both  fall,  an't  be  thy  wiH !  [Rinr  ViA»/alle, 

Pin,  My  uncle  dead  I  {Drawt, 

Eman,  Stand  still,  or  my  sword's  in— 

Arm,  Now,  brave  Ruy  Dias, 
Now  Where's  your  confidence?      Your  prayers, 
Your  own  spite  has  condemn'd  yon.        [quickly ! 

Qidsar.  Hold,  Armusia ! 

Arm,  Most  happy  lady ! 

Qttisar,  Hold,  and  let  him  rise ; 
Spare  him  for  me ! 

Arm,  A  long  life  may  he  enjoy,  lady  ! 

Goo.  What  ha'  vou  done  ?    'Tis  better  they  had 
all  perish  d. 

Quisar,  Peace,  father !    I  work  for  the  best. — 

Be  in  the  garden  an  hour  hence.  [Armusia, 

lExeunt  Quisara  and  Oovemor  /rom  the  window. 

Arm,  I  shall,  madam. 

Pin.  Now,  as  I  live,  a  gentleman  at  all  inches  ! 
So  brave  a  mingled  temper  saw  I  never. 

Arm,  Why  are  you  sad,  sir?  How  would  this 
have  grieved  you. 
If  you  had  fall'n  under  a  profess'd  enemy  ? 
Under  one  had  taken  vantage  of  your  shiame  too  ? 
Pray  you  be  at  peace  !  I  am  so  far  from  wronging 
Or  glorying;  in  the  pride  of  such  a  victory,  [you, 
That  I  desire  to  serve  you :  pray  look  chearftilly ! 

Pin,  Do  you  hear  this,  sir  ?    This  love,  sir  ? 
Do  you  see  this  gentleman. 
How  he  courts  you  ?      Why  do  you  hold  your 

head  down  ? 
'Tis  no  high  treason,  I  take  it,  to  be  equall'd  ; 
To  have  a  slip  i'  th'  field,  no  sin  that's  mortal : 
Come,  come ;  thank  Fortune  and  your  friend  ! 

Arm,  It  may  be 
You  think  my  tongue  may  prove  your  enemy, 
And  though  restrain'd,  sometimes,  out  of  a  bravery, 
May  take  a  license  to  disable  you : 
Believe  me,  sir,  so  much  I  hate  that  liberty, 
That  in  a  stranger's  tongue  'twill  prove  an  iigury ; 
And  I  shall  right  you  in  t. 

Pin,  Can  you  have  more,  unde  ? 

Ruy,  Sir,  you  have  beat  me  both  ways;  yet  so 
nobly, 
That  I  shall  ever  love  the  hand  that  did  it : 
Fortune  may  make  me  worthy  of  some  title 
That  may  be  near  your  friend. 

Arm.  Sir,  1  must  leave  you. 
But  with  so  hearty  love-*  And  pray  be  confident, 
I  carry  nothing  from  this  place  shall  wrong  you. 

[Exeunt  AaMomA  ofui  Emanvsl. 

Pin,  Come,  come;   you  are  right  again,  sir: 
Love  your  honour, 
And  love  your  friend ;  take  heed  of  bloody  pur- 
poses. 
And  unjust  ends !  good  Heaven  is  angry  with  'em ; 
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Make  your  fair  Tirtaea  and  yoor  tame  your  mis- 
And  let  tbeae  trinkets  go  I  [tress, 

Ruff,  Yon  teach  well,  nephew  : 
Now  to  be  honourable  even  with  this  gentleman, 
Shall  be  my  buainess,  and  my  ends  his.      lExeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— ^  Roam  in  the  Royal  Castle, 

Enter  Governor  and  Kino. 

Gov.  Sir,  sir !  You  must  do  something  suddenly, 
To  stop  his  pride,  so  great  and  high  he  is  shot  up  ; 
Upon  his  person  too,  your  state  is  sunk  else : 
You  must  not  stand  now  upon  terms  of  gratitude, 
And  let  a  simple  tenderness  besot  you. 
I'll  bring  you  suddenly  where  you  shall  see  him, 
Attempting  your  brave  sister  privately ; 
Mark  but  his  high  behaviour  then. 

King.  I  will,  father. 

Gov.  And  with  scorn ;  I  fear,  contempt  too. 

King.  I  hope  not 

Gov,  I  will  not  name  a  lust ;  it  may  be  that  also. 
A  little  force  must  be  applied  upon  him, 
Now,  now  applied,  a  tittle  force  to  humble  him  : 
These  sweet  entreaties  do  but  make  him  wanton. 

King,  Take  heed  you  wrong  him  not ! 

Gov,  Take  heed  to  your  safety  ! 
I  but  forewarn  you,  king ;  if  you  mistrust  me. 
Or  think  1  come  unsent 

King.  No,  FU  go  with  you.  IBxeunt. 


SCENE  V. — The  Garden  before  the  tame. 
Enter  AiufusiA  and  Quisaiu,. 

Arm,  Madam,   you  see  there's  nothing  I  can 
Either  in  my  obedience,  or  my  service,     [reach  at, 
That  may  deserve  your  love,  or  win  a  liking, 
But  a  poor  thought,  but  I  pursue  it  seriously, 
Take  pleasure  in  your  wills,  even  in  your  anger, 
Which  other  men  would  grudge  at,  and  grow 
I  study  new  humility  to  please  you,  [stormy  : 

And  take  a  kind  of  joy  in  my  afflictions ; 
Because  they  come  from  you,  I  love  my  sorrows. 
Pray,  madam,  but  consider 

Quisar,  Yes,  I  do,  sir ; 
And  to  that  honest  end  I  drew  you  hither. 
I  know  you  have  deserved  as  much  as  man  can, 
And  know  it  is  a  justice  to  requite  you : 
I  know  you  love. 

Arm,  If  ever  love  was  mortal. 
And  dwelt  in  man :  And  for  tiiat  love  command 
(So  strong  I  find  it,  and  so  true,  here,  lady)  [me, 
Something  of  such  a  greatness  too,  allow  me. 
Those  things  I  have  done  already  may  seem  foils  to  : 
*Tis  equity,  that  man  aspires  to  Heaven 
Shotdd  win  it  by  his  worth,  and  not  sleep  to  it. 

Enter  Governor  and  Kino  apart. 

Gov,  Now  stand  close,  king,  and  hear ;  and,  as 
you  find  him, 
Believe  me  right,  or  let  religion  suifer  1 

Quiear.  I  dare  believe  your  worth,  without  ad- 
ditions ; 
But  since  you  are  so  liberal  of  your  love,  sir. 
And  would  be  farther  tried,  I  do  intend  it, 
Because  you  shall  not,  or  you  would  not  win  me 
At  such  an  easy  rate 

Arm.  I  am  prepared  still, 
And  if  I  shrink 


.Quiear.  I  know  you  are  no  coward : 
This  is  the  utmost  trial  of  your  constancy ; 
And  if  you  stand  iast  now,  I  am  yours,  your  wife, 

sir. 
You  hold  there's  nothing  dear,  that  may  atcfaieve 
Doubted,  or  dangerous.  [me. 

Arm,  There's  nothing,  nothing: 
Let  me  but  know,  that  I  may  straight  fly  to  it  \ 

Quitar.  I'll  tell  you  then :  Change  your  religion. 
And  be  of  one  belief  with  me ! 

Arm,  How! 

Quisar.  Mark  ! 
Worship  our  gods,  renounce  that  faith  you   are 
('Tis  easily  done ;  I'll  teach  you  suddenly)  [bred  in. 
And  humbly  on  your  knee^ 

Arm.  Ha  !  I'U  be  hanged  first 

Quisar,  Offer  as  we  do. 

Arm.  To  the  devil,  lady  ? 
Ofier  to  him  I  hate  ?  I  know  the  devil ! 
To  d(^  and  cats  ?  you  make  offer  to  them ; 
To  every  bird  that  flies,  and  every  worm ! — 
How  terribly  I  shake  I — Is  this  the  venture. 
The  trial  that  you  talk'd  of  ?— Where  have  I  been. 
And  how  forgot  myself,  how  lost  my  memory  ? 
When  did  I  pray,  or  look  up  stead&stly, 
Had  any  goodness  in  my  heart  to  guide  me. 
That  I  should  give  this  vantage  to  mine  enemy. 
The  enemy  to  my  peace  ?  Forsake  my  faith ! 

Quisar.  Come,  come,  I  know  you  love  me. 

Arm,  Love  yon  this  way  ? 
This  most  destroying  way  ?  Sure  you  but  jest,  lady. 

Quisar.  My  love  and  life  are  one  way. 

Arm,  Love  alone  then  ! 
And  mine  another  way  :  III  love  diseases  first. 
Dote  on  a  villain  that  would  cut  my  throat. 
Woo  all  afflictions  of  all  sorts,  kisa  Cruelty. 
Have  mercy.  Heaven  \  How  have  I  been  wand'risg, 
Wand'ring  the  way  of  lust,  and  left  my  Maker  ! 
How  have  I  slept  like  cork  upon  a  water. 
And  had  no  feeling  of  the  storm  that  toas'd  me  1 
Trod  the  blind  paths  of  Death,  forsook  aasnrance, 
Eternity  of  blessedness,  for  a  woman  ! 
For  a  young  handsome  face,  hazard  my  being  ? 

Quisar,  Are  not  our  powers  eternal,  ao  that 
comforts  ? 
As  great  and  full  of  hopes  as  yours  ? 

Arm,  They  are  puppets 

Gov,  Now  mark  him,  sir,  and  but  obaerre  him 
nearly  1 

Arm,  Their  comforts    like    themsdves,    cold, 
senseless  outsides ; 
You  make  'em  sick,  as  we  are,  peevish,  mad. 
Subject  to  age :  And  how  can  they  cure  us. 
That  are  not  able  to  refine  themselves  ? 

Quisar.  The  sun  and  moon  we  worship^  (tiiose 
are  heavenly) 
And  their  bright  influences  we  believe. 

Arm,  Away,  fool  1 
1  adore  the  Maker  of  that  sun  and  mocN&« 
That  gives  those  bodies  light  and  influence. 
That  pointed  out  their  paths,  and  tangfat   thetx 

motions ; 
They  are  not  so  great  aa  we,  they  are  cor  servants, 
Placed  there  to  tnch  us  time,  to  give  us  knowledc:* 
Of  when,  and  how,  the  swellings  of  the  main  are. 
And  their  returns  again ;  they  are  but  our  stewards 
To  m^ke  the  ear^  Sit,  with  their  infloenoe. 
That  she  may  bring  forth  her  increase,  and  feed  uSi 
Shall  I  fidl  from  this  &ith  to  please  a  woman  ? 
For  her  embraces  bring  my  soul  to  nun  r 
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I  bok'd  yon  ihould  have  said,  **  Make  me  a  Chris- 

tianr 
Work  that  great  care ;"  for  'tis  a  great  one,  woman ; 
That  Uboar  truly  to  perform,  that  venture, 
Hk  crown  of  all  great  trial,  and  the  fairest ; 
1  lookM  yon  should  have  wept  and  kneel'd  to  heg  it, 
Washed  off  yonr  mist  of  ignorance,  with  waters 
Pore  and  repentant,  from  those  eyes  ;  I  looked 
Yoa  ihonld  have  brought  me  your  chief  god  ye 

worship. 
He  that  yon  offer  human  blood  and  life  to, 
Afid  made  a  sacrifice  of  him  to  Memory, 
Bat  down  his  altars,  mined  his  false  temples. 

Gov,  Now  you  may  see  I 

Qns»,  Take  heed ;  you  go  too  far,  sir. — 
And  yet  I  love  to  hear  him :  I  must  have  you, 

lAiide. 

And  to  tfast  end  I  let  you  storm  a  little. — 
I  know  there  must  be  some  strife  in  your  bosom 
To  oool  and  quiet  you,  ere  you  can  come  back ; 
I  bow  old  friends  cannot  part  suddenly  ; 
There  will  be  some  let  still :  Yet  I  must  have  you, 
HaTe  yon  of  my  fidth  too,  and  so  enjoy  you. 

Am,  Now  I  contemn  you !  and  I  hate  myself 
For  looking  on  that  face  lasciviously  1 
And  it  kwks  ugly  now  methinks. 

Qauar,  How,  Portugal  ? 

Am.  It  looks  like  Death  itself,  to  which  'twould 
lead  me: 
Vooreyes  resemble  pale  Despair,  (they  fright  me !) 
Aod  m  their  rounds  a  thousand  horrid  ruins 
Methinks  I  see ;  and  in  your  tongue  hear  fearfully 
The  hideons  murmurs  of  weak  souls  have  snffer'd. 
Get  from  me !  I  despise  you.  And  know,  woman, 
That  for  all  this  trap  you  have  laid  to  catch  my 

life  in, 
To  citeh  ray  immortal  soul,  I  hate  and  curse  you, 
Coatemn  your  deities,  spurn  at  their  powers, 
And  where  I  meet  your  manmet  gods,  I'll  swing 


Thus  o'er  my  head,  and  kick  'em  into  puddles  ; 
Nay,  I  will  out  of  vengeance  search  your  temples. 
And,  with  those  hearts  that  serve  my  god,  demolish 
Your  shambles  of  wild  worships. 

Gov.  Now,  now  you  hear,  sir  1 

Arm.  I  will  have  my  faith,  since  youare  so  crafty. 
The  glorious  Cross,  slthough  I  love  your  brother ; 
Let  him  frowtf  too,  I  will  have  my  devotion, 
And  let  your  whole  state  storm  ! 

King.  Enter,  and  take  him  ! — 
[They  eome/orward  with  guards ,  who  seize  Ajimubia. 
I  am  sorry,  friend,  that  I  am  forced  to  do  this. 

Gov.  Be  sure  ye  bind  him  fast. 

Quisar,  But  use  him  nobly. 

King.  Had  it  to  me  been  done,  I  had  forgiven  it. 
And  still  preserved  you  fair ;  but  to  our  gods,  sir— 

Quiaar.  Methinks  I  hate  'em  now. 

King,  To  our  religion. 
To  these  to  be  thus  stubborn,  thus  rebellious, 
To  threaten  them 

Arm.  Use  all  your  violence : 
I  ask  no  mercy,  nor  repent  my  words ; 
I  spit  at  your  best  powers ;  I  serve  one 
Will  give  me  strength  to  scourge  your  gods 

Gov.  Away  with  him  I 

Arm,  To  grind  'em  into  base  dust,  and  disperse 
That  never  more  their  bloody  memories L  em, 

Gov.  Clap  him  close  up  ! 

King,  Good  friend,  be  cooler ! 

Arm.  Never; 
Your  painted  sister  I  despise  too— — 

King.  Softly  I 

Arm.  And  ail  her  devilish  arts  I  laugh  and  scorn 
Mock  her  blind  purposes.  [at, 

King,  You  must  be  temperate. — 
Offer  him  no  violence,  I  command  you  strictly. 

Gov.   Now  thou  art  up,  I  shall  have  time  to 
speak  too.  lAeide. 

Quitar.  Oh,  how  I  love  this  man,  how  truly 
honour  him !  lExeunt. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  l.—The  Fort  of  the  Portuguese. 

^^itr  CuoanvBuio  and  Pxsiio  at  one  door,  Emanuel 
and  BooA.  at  another. 

f Afit.  Do  you  know  the  news,  gentlemen  ? 
^natu  'Would  wc  knew  as  well,  sir, 
H<w  to  prevent  it  I 

^«xa.  Is  this  the  love  they  bear  us, 
ror  ov  late  benefit  ?     Taken  so  maliciously, 
^  dapped  up  close?  is  that  the  thanks  they 
render.' 

(-hint.  It  must  not  be  put  up  thus,  smothered 
alighay; 

IB  men  a  base  umkatural  wrong 

^«*a.  I  know. 

They  may  think  to  do  wonders,  aim  at  all, 

Afld  to  blow  us  with  a  vengeance  out  o'  th'  islands ; 

Bat  if  we  be  oorselvea,  honest  and  resolute, 

Aad  eoBtiaQe  but  masters  of  our  ancient  courages. 

Stick  dose,  and  give  no  vantage  to  their  villainies.— 

5»a.  Nay,  if  we  faint  or  £di  a-pieces  now, 
*«^«e  fools,  and  worthy  to  be  mark'd  for  misery. 
B^  to  strike  at  him,  they  are  all  bound  to  ? 
Tocawelhisdeserto?  What  must  we  look  for, 
"«W  can  carry  this? 


Eman,  I'll  carry  coals  then. 
I  have  but  one  life,  and  one  fortune,  gentlemen,  • 
But  I'll  so  husband  it  to  vex  these  rascals. 
These  barbarous  slaves 

Chri$.  Shall  we  go  charge  'em  presently  ? 

SoMa.  No,  that  will  be  too  weak,  and  too  fool- 
hardy; 
We  must  have  grounds  that  promise  safety,  friends. 
And  sure  offence ;  we  lose  our  angers  else. 
And,  worse  than  that,  venture  our  lives  too  Ughtly. 

Enter  Pinmo  with  his  sword  drawn. 

Pin,  Did  you  see  mine  uncle  ?    Plague  o'  these 
barbarians ! 
How  the  rogues  stick  in  my  teeth  !   I  know  ye  are 

angry: 
So  I  am  too,  monstrous  angry,  gentlemen ; 
I  am  angry,  that  I  choke  again. 
You  hear  Armusia's  up,  honest  Armusia, 
Clapp'd  up  in  prison,  friends,  the  brave  Armusia? 
Here  are  fine  boys  ! 

Eman.  We  hope  he  shall  not  stay  there. 
Pin.  Stay  ?  no,  he  must  not  stay,  no  talk  of 
staying. 
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These  are  no  times  to  staj.  Are  not  these  rascals? 
Speak,  I  beseech  ye  speak,  are  they  not  rogues  ? 
Think    some    abominable    names-— are  they  not 

derils  ? 
Bnt  the  devil's  a  great  deal  too  good  for  'em 
fusty  villains ! 

Chris.  They  are  a  kind  of  homids. 

Pin.  Hounds  were  their  fathers ; 
Old  blear-eyed  bob-tailed  hounds. — Lord,  where's 
my  uncle  ? 

Soxa.  What  shall  be  done,  sir  ? 

Pin.  Done? 

Sosa.  Yes,  to  relieve  him  ? 
If  it  be  not  sudden,  they  may  take  his  life  too. 

Pin.  Thej  dare  as  soon  take  fire  and  swallow  it. 
Take  stakes  and  thrust  into  their  tails  for  glisters. 
His  life  ?  why,  'tis  a  thing  worth  all  the  islands. 
And  they  know  will  be  rated  at  that  value : 
His  very  imprisonment  will  make  the  town  stink. 
And  shake  and  stink !     I  have  physic  in  my  hand 

for  'em. 
Shall  give  the  goblins  such  a  purge— 

Enter  Ruv  Diaa. 

Pedro.  Your  uncle  1 

Ruy.  I  hear  strange  news,  and  have  been  seek- 
Tbey  say  Armusia's  prisoner.  [ing  yon : 

Pin.  'Tis  most  certain. 

Ruy.  Upon  what  cause  ? 

Pin,  He  has  deserved  too  much,  sir ; 
The  old  heathen  policy  has  lit  upon  him. 
And  paid  him  home. 

Ruff.  A  most  unnoble  dealing  ! 

Pin.  You  are  the  next,  if  you  can  carry  it  tamely. 
He  has  deserved  of  alL 

Rujf.  I  must  confess  it ; 
Of  me  so  nobly  too  ! 

Pin.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it : 
You  have  a  time  now  to  make  good  your  con- 
fession, 
(Your  ftith  will    shew  but  cold  else,  and   for 

fsshlon,) 
Now  to  redeem  idl,  now  to  thank  his  courtesy, 
Now  to  make  those  believe,  that  held  you  back- 
And  an  ill  instrument,  you  are  a  gentleman,  [ward 
An  honest  man,  and  you  dare  love  your  nation, 
Dare  stick  to  Virtue,  though  she  be  opprest. 
And,  for  her  own  fair  sake,  step  to  her  rescue : 
If  you  live  ages,  sir,  and  lose  this  hour. 
Not  now  redeem  and  vindicate  your  honour. 
Your  life  will  be  a  murmur,  and  no  man  in't. 

Aujf.  I  thank  you,  nephew. — Come  along  with 
me,  gentlemen  ! 
We  will  make  'em  dancing  sport  immediately : 
We  are  masters  of  the  fort  yet ;  we  shall  see 
What  that  can  do. 

Pin,  Let  it  but  spit  fire  finely, 
And  play  their  turrets,  and  their  painted  palaces, 
A  frisking  round  or  two,  that  they  may  trip  it, 
And  caper  in  the  air ! 

Ruy,  Come ;  we'll  do  something 
Shall  make  'em  look  about ;  we'll  send  'em  plums. 
If  they  be  not  too  hard  for  their  teeth. 

Pin.  And  fine  potatoes 
Roasted  in  gunpowder :  Such  a  banquet,  sir. 
We  will  prepare  their  unmannerly  stomachs- 

Ruy.  They  shall  see 
There  is  no  safe  retreat  in  villainy. 
Come,  be  high-hearted  all ! 

All,  We  are  all  on  fire,  sir.  lEjeeunt, 
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CaoUe, 

Smter  Kxtm,  and  Goremor  dUguiud  o$  btfort. 

King.  I  am  ungrateful,  and  a  wretch,  (pemade 
me  not  I) 
Forgetful  of  the  mercy  he  shewed  me. 
The  timely  noble  pity.    Why  riiould  I 
See  him  fast  bound   and  lettered,  whose  tme 

courtesy. 
Whose  manhood,  and  whose  mighty  hand,  set  me 

free? 
Why  should  it  come  from  me?  why  I  command 

this? 
Shall  not  all  tongues  and  truths  call  me  unthank- 
ful? 
Gov,  Had  the  offence  been  thrown  on  you,  'tis 
certain 
It  had  been  in  your  power,  and  your  discretion, 
To  have  turned  it  into  mercy,  and  forgiven  it. 
And  then  it  had  shewed  a  viitoous  point  of  grati- 
tude, 
Timely,  and  nobly  taken ;  but  since  the  cause 
Concerns  the  honour  of  our  gods,  and  their  title, 
And  so  transcends  your  power,  and  your  com- 
passion, 
(A  little  your  own  safety,  if  yon  saw  it  too. 
If  your  too-fond  indulgence  did  not  daasle  you) 
It  cannot  now  admit  a  private  pity ; 
*Tis  in  their  wills,  their  mercies,  or  rerenges. 
And  these  revolts  in  you  shew  mere  rebellions. 

King.  They  are  mild  and  pitiful 

Gov,  To  those  repent. 

King.  Their  nature's  soft  and  tender 

Gov.  To  true  hearts. 
That  feel  compunction  for  their  trespasses : 
This  man  defies  'em  still,  threatens  deatniction 
And  demolition  of  their  arms  and  worship. 
Spits  at  their  powers:   Take  heed  yon  be  not 

found,  sir. 
And  marked  a  favourer  of  Uieir  dishononr  I 
They  use  no  common  justice. 

King,  What  shall  I  do 
To  deserve  of  this  man  ? 

Gov.  If  you  more  bemoan  him, 
Or  mitigate  your  power  to  preserve  him, 
I'll  curse  you  firom  the  gods,  call  up  thdr  vea- 

geance. 
And  fling  it  on  your  land  and  yon :  I  have  chaige 

for't_ 
I  hope  to  wrack  you  all.  iAtUe. 

Enter  QunuRA  10JCI1  her  hands  Unmd,  QuiSAirA  wd 

King.  What  ails  my  sister  ? 
Why  is  she  bound  ?  why  looks  she  so  distractedly? 
Who  dares  do  this  ? 

Q^isan.  We  did  it,  (pardon,  or!) 
And  for  her  preservation  :  She  is  grown  wUd, 
And,  raving  on  the  stranger's  love  and  honour, 
Sometimes  crying  out,  **  Help,  help,  they  will  tor- 
ture him, 
They  vrlll  take  his  life,  they  will  murder  him 
If  we  had  not  prevented  violently      [presently ! " 
Had  laid  hands  on  her  own  life. 

Gov.  These  are  tokens 
The  gods'  displeasure  is  gone  out  t  Be  quick. 
And,  ere  it  fall,  do  some&ing  to  appease  'em  I 
You  know  the  sacrifice. — ^I  am  glad  it  vrorks  thof. 
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Qkuct.  How  low  and  base  thou  look'st  now, 
that  wert  noble ! 
No  figure  of  a  king,  methinks,  shews  on  jon. 
No  &ce  of  majesty :  Fool  swarth  ingratitude 
Has  taken  off  thy  sweetness ;  base  forgetfulnesB 
Of  mighty  benefits,  has  tnm'd  thee  devil ! 
Hua  halt  peraeentad  goodness,  innocence, 
Aad  laid  a  hard  and  violent  hand  on  Virtoe, 
Oq  that  fair  Virtve  that  should  teach  and  guide  ns ; 
TluNi  hist  wTong'd  thioe  own  preserver,  whose 

least  merit, 
Pnsed  with  thy  main  estate,  thou  canst  not  satisfy ; 
Nay,  pot  thy  life  in  too,  'twill  be  too  light  stiU. 
Ulttt  hast  thou  done  ? 

Gov.  Go  for  him  presently, 
Aad  onee  more  we'll  try  if  we  can  win  him  fairly ; 
If  not,  let  nothing  she  says  hinder  you,  or  stir  you ! 
Slie  speaks  distractedly :  Do  that  the  gods  com- 
mand yon.-i- 
Do  pa  know  what  yon  say,  lady  ? 

QaiMf.  I  oonld  curse  thee  too  ! 
Religion  and  severity  has  steel'd  thee, 
His  tara'd  thy  heart  to  stone;  thou  hast  made 

the  gods  hard  too, 
^^unst  their  sweet  and  patient  natures,  cruel. 
Nose  of  ye  fed  what  bravery  ye  tread  on  ! 
What  innooenoe,  what  beauty, 

Sing,  Pkay,  be  patient  1 

^^OMT.  What  honourable  things  ye  cast  behind 
Wbat  BMRiBinents  of  noan !  [ye ! 

EtUtr  AaanniA  and  Guard. 

King.  Once  more,  Armusia, 
B<cnue  I  love  yon  tenderly  and  dearly, 
Aad  voiild  be  glad  to  win  you  mine,  I  wish  yon, 
Ev«o  from  my  heart  I  wish  and  woo  you 

Am.  What,  sir  ? 
Tike  heed  how  you  persuade  me  fialsely  I  then  ytm 

hate  me ; 
Tifceheed  how  you  entrap  me  ! 

Sing.  I  advise  yon, 
Aad  toiderly  and  truly  I  advise  yon, 
Both  for  yoar  sonl's  health,  and  your  safety — 

Arm.  Stay ! 
Aod'name  my  soul  no  more  !  she  is  too  precious. 
Too  rioriooa  Ibr  your  flatteries,  too  secure  too. 

G9r.  Consider  the  reward,  sir,  and  the  honour 
TWt  is  prmred,  the  glory  you  shall  grow  to. 

Am.  They  are  not  to  be  consider'd  in  these 


^to  be  named ;  when  souls  are  questioned, 
^  are  vaia  and  flying  vapours.     Touch  my  life, 
T*  ready  for  you ;  put  it  to  what  test 
Bihan  please  yon,  I  am  patient;  but  for  the  rest, 
^  >ny  remove  rocks  with  your  little  fingers, 
^biov  a  mountain  out  o'  th'  way  with  bellows, 
«  mm  aa  stir  my  fiaith :   Use  no  more  arguments. 

G«f.  We  must  use  tortures  then. 

Am.  Your  worst  and  painfuUest 
1  am  joyfiU  to  accept. 

Goe.  Yon  must  the  sharpest, 
Jwfoch  has  been  your  hate  against  our  deities, 
voiTO^d  openly,  your  threats  and  scomings ; 
Aftd  either  your  repentance  must  be  mighty. 
Which  ia  your  free  conversion  to  our  customs, ' 
wonttl  punishment,  which  is  your  life,  sir. 

.^na.  1  am  gUa  I  have  it  for  you ;  take  it,  priest, 
Aad  an  the  miseries  that  shall  attend  it ! 
If^  ^  soda  glut  themselves  with  Christian  blood  ; 
"•III be  aakM  agam,  and  so  far  foUow'd, 


So  far  revenged,  and  with  such  holy  justice. 
Your  gods  of  gold  shall  melt  and  aink  before  it ; 
Your  altars  and  your  temples  shake  to  nothing ; 
And  you  false  worshippers,  blind  fools  of  ceremony. 
Shall  seek  for  holes  to  hide  your  heads  and  fears  in, 
For  seas  to  swallow  you  from  this  destruction. 
Darkness  to  dwell  about  you,  and  conceal  you. 
Your  mothers'  wombs  again 

Gov,  Make  the  fires  ready, 
And  bring  the  several  tortures  out  I 

Quisar.  Stand  fast,  sir, 
And  fear  'em  not  I  You  that  have  stept  so  nobly 
Into  this  pious  trial,  start  not  now ; 
Keep  on  your  way ;  a  vii^n  will  assist  you, 
A  virgin  won  by  your  fidr  constancy. 
And,  glorying  that  she  is  won  so,  will  die  by  you ! 
I  have  tonch'd  you  every  way,  tried  you  most 

honest. 
Perfect,  and  good,  chaste,  blushing-chaste,  and 

temperate. 
Valiant,  without  vain-glory,  modest,  staid, 
No  rage  or  light  affection  ruling  in  you ; 
Indeed,  the  perfect  school  of  worth  I  find  you, 
Hie  temple  of  true  honour. 

Arm.  Whither  will  she  ? — 
What  do  you  infer  by  this  fair  aigument,  lady  ? 

Quitar.  Your  faith  and  your  religion  must  be 
like  you; 
They,  that  can  shew  yon  these,  must  be  pure 

mirrors : 
When  the  streams  flow  clear  and  fiiir,  what  are  the 

fountains  ? 
I  do  embrace  your  faith,  sir,  and  your  fortune : 
Go  on  !  I  will  assist  you  ;  I  feel  a  sparkle  here, 
A  lively  spark  that  kindles  my  affection. 
And  tells  me  it  will  rise  to  flames  of  glory. 
Let  'em  put  on  their  angers  I  suffer  nobly ; 
Shew  me  the  way,  and  when  I  faint,  instruct  me ; 
And  if  I  follow  not 

Arm.  Oh,  blessed  lady, 
Sinoe  thou  art  won,  let  me  begin  my  triumph !-» 
Come,  clap  your  terrors  on  I 

Quisar.  All  your  fell  tortures ! 
For  there  is  nothing  he  shall  suffer,  brother, 
I  swear  by  my  new  faith,  (which  is  most  sacred, 
And  I  wiU  keep  it  so)  but  I  will  follow  in, 
And  follow  to  a  scruple  of  affliction. 
In  spite  of  all  your  gods,  without  prevention. 

Gov.  'Death  !  she  amazes  me. 

King.  What  shall  be  done  now  ? 

Gov.  They  must  die  both. 
And  suddenly  :  they  will  corrupt  all  else.— 
This  woman  makes  me  weary  of  my  mischief; 

lAtide. 

She  shakes  me,  and  she  staggers  me. — Go  in,  sir ; 
I'll  see  the  execution. 

King.  Not  so  sudden ; 
If  they  go,  all  my  friends  and  sisters  perish. 

Gov.  'Would  I  were  safe  at  home  again  1  lAtide. 


Enter  Meeacnger. 


Me$9.  Arm,  arm,  sir  I 
Seek  for  defence ;  the  castle  plays  and  thunders. 
The  town  rocks,  and  the  houses  fly  i'  th'  air, 
The  people  die  for  fear.   Captain  Ruy  Dias 
Has  made  an  oath  he  will  not  leave  a  stone  here, 
No,  not  the  memory  here  has  stood  a  city. 
Unless  Armusia  be  deliver'd  fairly. 

King.  I  have  my  fears :  What  can  our  gods  do 
now  for  us  ? 


266 


THE  ISLAND  PRINCESS. 


ACT   V. 


Gov.  Be  patient !    Bat  keep  him  still.     He  is  a 
cure,  sir, 
Against  both  rage  and  cannon.    Go  and  fortify  ; 
Call  in  the  princes,  make  the  palace  sure, 
And  let  'em  know  you  are  a  king ;  look  nobly, 
And  take  your  courage  to  you  ! — Keep  close  the 

prisoner, 
And  under  command  ;  we  are  betray'd  else. 
Arm.  How  joyfully  I  go  ! 
Quisar.  Take  my  heart  with  thee. 
Gov,  I  hold  a  wolf  by  the  ear ;  Now,  Fortune, 
free  me  i  lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Street.  Firing  qf  Cannon. 

Enter /our  Townsmen. 

1  Towne.  Heaven  bless  us,  what  a  thundering's 

here  ?  what  fire-spitting  ? 
We  cannot  drink,  but  our  cans  are  maul'd  amongst 
us. 

2  Towne.  I  would  they  would  maul  our  scores 

too !  Shame  o*  theit  guns, 

I  thought  they  had  been  bird-pots,  or  great  candle- 
cases; 

How  devilishly  th^y  bounce,  and  how  the  bullets 

Borrow  a  piece  of  a  house  here,  there  another, 

And  mend  those  up  again  with  another  parish ! 

Here  flies  a  powd'ring  tub,  the  meat  ready  roasted. 

And  there  a  barrel  pissing  vinegar ; 

And  they  two,  over-taking  the  top  of  a  high  steeple, 

Newly  sliced  off  for  sallad 

3  Towns.  A  vengeance  fire  'em  ! 

2  Towns.  Nay,  they  fire  fast  enough ;  you  need 
not  help  'em. 

4  Towns.'  Are  these  the  Portugal  bulls  ?     How 

loud  they  bellow ! 
2  Towns.  Their  horns  are  plaguy  strong ;  they 
push  down  palaces ; 
They  toss  our  little  habitations, 
Like  whelps,  like  grindle-tails,  with  their  heels 

upward; 
All  the  windows  i'  th'  town  dance  a  new  trench- 
more  : 
*Ti8  like  to  prove  a  blessed  age  for  glasiers  1 
I  met  a  hand,  and  a  letter  in't,  in  great  haste, 
And  by-and-by  a  single  leg  running  after  it. 
As  if  t^  arm  had  forgot  part  of  his  errand ; 
Heads  fly  like  foot-balls  every  where. 

1  Towns.  What  shall  we  do  ? 

2  Toiffns.  1  care  not ;  my  shop's  canoell'd, 
And  all  the  pots  and  earthen  pans  in't  vanished : 
There  was  a  single  bullet  and  they  together  by 

the  ears. 
You  would  have  thought  Tom  Tumbler  had  been 

there. 
And  all  his  troops  of  devils. 

3  Towns.  Let's  to  the  King, 

And  get  this  gentleman  deliver'd  handsomely ! 
By  this  hand,  there's  no  walking  above  ground  else. 
2  Towns.  By  this  leg  (let  me  swear  nimbly  by  it. 
For  I  know  not  how  long  I  shall  owe  it)  if  I  were 
Out  of  the  town  once,  if  I  came  in  again 
To  fetch  my  breakfast,  I  will  give  'em  leave 
To  cram  me  with  a  Portugal  pudding.     Come, 
Let  us  do  anything  to  appease  this  thunder  1 

lExeunt, 


SCENE  IV.— The  Portuguese  Fart. 
Enter  PntiKBO  and  PAjruaA. 

Ptfi.  Art  sure  it  was  that  blind  priest  ? 

Pan,  Yes,  most  certain. 
He  has  provoked  all  this.    The  king  is  merdful. 
And  wond'rous  loving ;  but  he  fires  him  on  stiU, 
And,  when  he  cools,  enrages  him ;  I  know  it ; 
Threatens  new  vengeance,  and  the  gods'  fierce 

justice. 
When  he  but  looks  with  fair  eyes  on  Armosta  ; 
Will  lend  him  no  time  to  relent.  My  royal  mistress. 
She  has  entertain'd  a  Christian  hope. 

Pin,  Speak  truly ! 

Pan.  Nay,  'tis  most  true  ;  but,  lord,  how  be  lies 
at  her, 
And  threatens  her,  and  flatters  her,  and  damns  her  1 
And,  I  fear,  if  not  speedily  prevented. 
If  she  continue  stout,  both  shall  be  executed. 

Pin.  I'll  kiss  thee  for  this  news  !     Nay,  more, 
Panura; 
If  thou  wilt  give  me  leave,   I'll  get  thee  with 
The  best  way  to  convert  thee.  [Christian, 

Pan.  Make  me  believe  so. 

Pin.  I    wiU,  i'faith.     But  which  way  earnest; 
thou  hither  ? 
The  palace  is  dose  guarded,  and  barieadoed. 

Pan.  I  came  through  a  private  vault,  which  fe^ 
It  rises  in  a  temple  not  &r  hence,  [there  know  of  ^ 
Close  by  the  castle  here. 

Pin.  How  ?  to  what  end  ? 

Pan.  A  good  one: 
To  give  you  knowledge  of  my  new-bom  mistress,  I 
And  in  what  doubt  Armusia  stands : 
Think  any  present  means  or  hope  to  stop  'em         j 
Prom  their  fell  ends.  The  princes  are  come  in  too^ 
And  they  are  harden'd  also.  j 

Pin.  The  damn'd  priest 

Pan.  Sure  he's  a  cruel  man  !  Metfainks  icUgioiJ 
Should  teach  more  temperate  lessons.  ' 

Pin,  He  the  firebrand  ?  ! 

He  dare  to  touch  at  such  fair  lives  as  theirs  are  ? 
Well,  prophet,  I  shall  prophesy,  I  shall  catch  you, 
When  all  your  prophecies  will  not  redeem  yon. —  | 
Wilt  thou  do  one  thing  bravely  ? 

Pan.  Any  good  I  am  able.  j 

Pin.  And,  by  thine  own  white  hand,  I'll  swea^ 

thou  art  virtuous,  ^  , 

And  a  brave  wench.    Durst  thou  but  guide  m^ 

presently 
Through  the  same  vault  thou  earnest,    into    th^ 
palace,  i 

And  those  I  shall  appoint,  such  as  I  think  fit  ? 

Pan.  Yes,  I  will  do  it,  and  suddenly  and  tmly, 

Pin,  I  would  fain  behold  this  prophet. 

Pan.  Now  I  have  you, 
And  shall  bring  you  where  you  shall  behold  him. 
Alone  too,  and  unfumish'd  of  defences ; 
That  shall  be  my  care  :     But  you  must  not  hetra^ 
me.  ' 

Pin,  Dost  thou  think  we  are  so  base,  such  slaTes 

Pan.  I  do  not :  [rof:ae» : 

And  you  shall  see  how  fairly  I'll  work  for  you. 

Pin.  I  must  needs  steal  that  priest,  steal  him 
and  hang  him. 

Pan.    Do  anything  to  remove  his  mischief 

Pm.  Come,  pr'y thee,  love  1  [strangle  htm 

Pan.  You'U  offer  me  no  foul  play  ? 
The  vault  is  dark. 
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Pin,  'Twu  well  remember'd. 

Pan.  And  you  may — 
Bat  I  hold  yoa  honest. 

Pin,  Honest  enough,  I  warmnt'thee. 

Pan.  1  am  but  a  poor  weak  wench  !  and  what 
with  the  place. 
And  your,  persuasions,  sir — but  I  hope  you  will 

not — 
Yoa  know  we  are  often  cozened. 

Pin.  If  thou  dost  fear  me, 
Why  dost  thou  put  me  in  mind  ? 

Pan.  To  let  you  know,  sir, 
Thoogh  it  be  in  your  power,  and  things  fitting  to 
Yet  a  true  s^ntleman [it, 

Pin.  1  know  what  he'll  do : 
Come,  and  remember  me,  and  111  answer  thee, 
I'll  answer  thee  to  the  full ;  we'll  call  at  the  castle, 
And  then,  my  good  guide,  do  thy  will !  'shalt  find 

me 
A  Tcry  tractable  man. 

Pan.  I  hope  I  shall,  sir.  lExwnL 


SCENE  Y.^Before  the  Royal  Ca$ile. 
Enter  Bakam,  Syan a,  and  Soldieiv. 

Bakam.  Let  my  men  guard  the  gates ! 

Sjfana,  And  mine  the  temple, 
For  fear  the  honour  of  our  golds  should  suffer : 
Aod  on  your  lives  be  watdUTiil ! 

Bakam.  And  be  valiant ; 
And  let*s  see,  if  these  Portugals  dare  enter, 
What  their  high  hearts  dare  do !   Let's  see  lu>w 

readily 
The  great  Ruy  Dias  will  redeem  his  countryman  ! 
He  speaks  proud  words,  and  threatens. 

Spana.  He's  approved,  sir, 
And  will  put  fair  for  what  he  promises. 
I  ooald  wish  firiendlier  terms ;  yet  for  our  liberties 
And  for  our  gods^  we  are  bound  in  our  best  service, 
Even  in  the  hazard  of  our  lives 

£nUr  au  Km  o  on  a  Balcony^ 
King.  Come  up,  princes. 
And  give  your  counsels,  and  your  helps :  the  fort 

stiU 
Pltyi  fearfully  upon  us,  beats  our  buildings, 
And  turns  our  people  wHd  with  fears. 

Bakam.  Send  for 
IV  prisoner,  and  give  us  leave  ta  argue. 

\^B*eunt  Bakam  and  Staha. 

EnUr  Rut  Dias,  EMAimsL,  Cbiii8TOPbkro,  and  Panao, 

iriMSoldieriL 

Atiy.  Come  on  nobly. 
And  let  the  fort  play  still !  we  are  strong  enough 
To  look  upon  'em,  and  return  at  pleasure  : 
It  may  be  on  our  view  they  will  return  him. 

CArt«.  We  will  return  'em  such  thanks  else,  shall 
make  'em 
Scratch  irtiere  it  itches  not. 

Eman.  How  the  people  stare ! 
And  some  cry,  some  pray,  some  curse  heartily  ; 
Bat  it  is  the  king 1 

^^'erSvAiiA,  Bakam,  Quuaka;  \BUxmA,  chained,  with 

SoldierB,  above. 

'^tty.  I  cannot  blame  their  wisdoms ; 

Tbey  are  all  above.     Armusia  chain'd  and  bound 

too? 

Oh,  these  are  thankful  squires ! 
tot.  n. 


Bakam.  Hear  us,  Ruy  Dias, 
Be  wise  and  hear  us,  and  give  speedy  answer ! 
Command  thy  cannon  presently  to  cease, 
No  more  to  trouble  the  afflicted  people. 
Or  suddenly  Armusia's  head  goes  off, 
As  suddenly  as  said. 

Eman.  Stay,  sir,  be  moderate ! 

Arm.   Do  nothing   that's  dishonourable,  Ruy 
Dias! 
Let  not  the  fear  of  me  master  thy  valour ! 
Pursue  'em  still ;  they  are  base  malicious  people. 

King,  Friendv  be  not  desperate  ! 

Arm.  I  scoiu  your  courtesies  ! — 
Strike  when  you  dare,  a  fair  aim  guide  the  gunner. 
And  may  he  let  fly  still  with  Fortune  !  Friend, 
Do  me  the  honour  of  a  soldier's  funerals. 
The  last  fair  Christian  rite ;  see  me  i'  th'  ^rround. 
And  let  the  palace  bum  first,  then  the  temples, 
And  on  their  scorned  gods  erect  my  monument  I 
Touch  not  the  princess,  as  you  are  a  soldier  ! 

Qvitar,  Which  way  yon  go,  sir,  I  must  follow 
necessary: 
One  life,  and  one  death! 

King,  Will  you  take  a  truce  yet  ? 

Enter  below  Ftnimno,  Sosa,  and  Soldiers,  urUk  the 

Governor. 

Pin.  No,  no ;  go  on !   Look  here ;  your  god, 

your  prophet ! 
King.  How  came  he  taken  ? 
Pin.  I  conjured  for  him,  king : 
I  am  a  sure  cur  at  an  old  blind  prophet. 
1*11  hunt  you  sudi  a  false  knave  admirably ! 
A  terrier  I :  I  earth'd  him,  and  then  snapt  him. 

SoMa.  Saving  the  reverence  of  your  grace,  we 
Even  out  of  the  next  chamber  to  you.  [stole  him ; 

Pin.  Come,  come ;  begin,  king  I 
Beg^n  this  bloody  matter  when  you  dare ! 
And  yet  I  scorn  my  sword  should  touch  the  rascal : 
I'll  tear  him  thus  before  you.— Ha  I  what  art  thou  ? 

IPtUls  hie  beard  and  hair  off. 
King.  How's  this  ?  art  thou  a  prophet  ? 
Rug.  Come  down,  princes  1 
King.   We  are  abused ! — Oh,  my  most  dear 
Armusia  1 
Off  with  his  chains  : — And  now>  my  noble  sister, 
Rejoice  with  me ;  I  know  you  are  pleased  as  I  am. 

iExeunt/rom  the  beUeonp. 
Pin.  This  is  a  precious  prophet !    Why,  don 
Governor, 
What  make  you  here  ?  how  long  have  you  taken 
orders  ? 
Ruy,  Why,  what  a  wretch  art  thou  to  work  this 
mischief ! 
To  assume  this  holy  shape  to  ruin  Honour, 
Honour  and  Chastity  I 

Enter,  below.  Kino,  and  the  others. 

Gov.  I  had  paid  you  all, 
But  Fortune  play'd  the  slut.    Come,  give  me  my 
doom. 

King,  I  cannot  speak  for  wonder. 

Gov,  'Nay,  'tis  I,  sir; 
And  here  I  stay  your  sentence. 

King.  Take  her,  friend  ! 
(You  have  half  persuaded  me  to  be  a  Christian) 
And  with  her  all  the  joys,  and  all  the  blessings ! 
Why,  what  dream  have  we  dwelt  in  ? 

Ruy.  All  peace  to  ye. 
And  all  the  happiness  of  heart  dwell  with  ye ! 
Children  as  sweet  and  noble  as  their  parents — — 
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Pin.  And  kings  at  least  1 

Arm.  Good  sir,  forget  my  rashness ; 
And  noble  princes,  for  I  was  once  angry, 
And  out  of  that,  might  utter  some  distemper, 
Think  not  il  is  my  nature. 

Syana,  Your  joy  is  ours,  sir ; 
And  nothing  we  find  in  you  but  most  noble. 

King.  To  prison  with  this  dog !  there  let  him 
howl, 
And,  if  he  can  repent,  sigh  oat  his  Tillainies  ! 
His  island  we  shall  seize  into  our  hands ; 
His  father  and  himself  have  both  usurp'd  it. 
And  kept  it  by  oppression  :  The  town  and  castle, 
In  which  I  lay  myself  most  miserable, 
'Till  my  most  honourable  friend  redeemed  me» 
Signor  Piniero,  I  bestow  oa  you ; 


The  rest  of  next  command  upon  these  gfaitlemcm ; 
Upon  ye  all,  my  lore. 

Arm.  Oh,  bruTe  Ruy  Dias, 
You  have  started  now  beyond  me :   I  miut  thank 

you. 
And  thank  you  for  my  life,  my  wife,  and  honour. 

Ruy.  I  am  glad  I  had  her  for  you,  sir. 

King,  Come,  princes ; 
Come,  friends  and  lovers  all ;  oome,  noUe  gen- 
tlemen ; 
No  more  guns  now,  nor  hates,  but  joys  and  tri- 
umphs I 
An  universal  gladness  fly  about  us  ! 
And  know,  however  subtle  men  dare  cast 
And  promise  wrack,  the  gods  give  peace  at  last. 
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Hotnuam.  Mavwr-MAmsvm,  the  Noblb  Gbhtlx- 

HAN,  but  none  <^f  the  visetL 
Jaqctss,  oil  aid  Servant  to  Marinb's  Famiip. 
CunuMOifT.  a  GuU,  CouHn  to  BIabinb. 
Ocntleman,  Servant  to  Marinb'b  Wife. 
LowouBTuxB, )  3Vo  CourtUre  that  plot  to  ahuse 
BsAuroBT,       •'     Mabimb. 
8HATTu.uoif ,  a  Lord,  mad /or  Love. 
Doctor. 


Qoitlemen. 

Anthoky,  Clbbimont's  Servant, 

Benrmnto. 

Lady.  Wife  to  Mabinb.  a  uHttp  Wanton. 

Wife  to  CiJUUMONT,  a  simple  Country  Oentle- 

woman. 
Shattlllton's  Mi8ta«aB,  a  virtuous  Virgin, 
Mama,  Servant  to  Mabinb's  Wife. 


SCENE,— Paris. 


PROLOGUE, 


AT     A     BBYIVAL. 


Wit  is  become  an  antic,  and  pnts  on 

As  many  shapes  of  variation. 

To  court  the  time's  applause,  as  the  times  dare 

Change  several  fashions :  Nothing  is  thought  rare 

Which  is  not  new,  and  followed ;  yet  we  know 

That  vfhat  was  worn  some  twenty  years  ago 


Comes  into  grace  again  :  And  we  pursue 
That  custom,  by  presenting  to  your  view 
A  play  in  fashion  then,  not  doubting  now 
But  'twill  appear  the  same,  if  you  allow 
Worth  to  their  noble  memory,  whose  name, 
Beyond  all  power  of  death,  Uvea  in  their  £une. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  h^-A  Room  in  the  Home  of  Marink. 

Enter  Mabinb  and  Jaqubs. 

Mar,  What  happiness  waits  on  the  life  at  court, 
What  dear  content,  greatness,  delight,  and  ease ! 
What  ever-springing  hopes,  what  tides  of  honour. 
That  raise  their  fortunes  to  the  height  of  wishes ! 
What  can  be  more  in  man,  what  more  in  nature. 
Than  to  be  great  and  fear'd  ?    A  courtier, 
A  noble  courtier  I  'Tis  a  name  that  draws 
Wonder  and  duty  from  all  eyes  and  knees. 

Jaquea,  And  so  your  worship's  land  within  the 
waDs, 
Where  you  shall  have  it  all  enclosed,  and  sure. 

Mar,    Peace,  knave!    dull  creature,  bred  of 
sweat  and  smoke, 
These  mysteries  are  far  above  thy  faith : 
But  thou  abalt  see 

Jaquee,  And  then  I  shall  believe. 
Your  foir  revenues,  tum'd  into  fair  suits  ; 
I  shall  bdieve  your  tenants  bruised  and  rent. 
Under  the  weight  of  coaches ;  all  your  state  [  places 
Drawn  through  the  streets  in  triumph ;  suits  for 


Plied  with  a  mine  of  gold,  and  being  got 
Fed  with  a  great  stream.    1  shall  believe  all  this. 
Mar,  You  shall  believe,  and  know  me  glorious— 

Enter  Clbbimont. 

Cousin,  good  day  and  health  I 

Cler,  The  same  to  you,  sir ; 
And  more,  without  my  wishes,  could  you  know 
What  calm  content  dwells  in  a  private  house — 
Yet  look  into  yourself;  retire  !     This  place 
Of  promises,  and  protestations,  fits 
Minds  only  bent  to  ruin :  Yon  should  know  this ; 
You  have  their  language  perfect ;  you  have  tutors, 
I  do  not  doubt,  sufficient :  But  beware  I 

Mar.  You  are  merry,  cousin. 

Cler.  Yet  your  patience  ; 
You  shall  learn  that  too,  but  not  like  itself, 
Where  it  is  held  a  virtue.    Tell  me,  sir, 
Have  you  cast  up  your  state,  rated  your  land. 
And  find  it  able  to  endure  the  change 
Of  time  and  fashion  ?    Is  it  always  harvest  ? 
Always  vintage  ?    Have  you  ships  at  sea, 
To  bring  you  gold  and  stone  from  rich  Peru, 
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Monthly  returning  treasare  ?     Doth  the  king 
Open  his  large  exchequer  to  your  hands, 
And  bid  you  be  a  great  man  ?     Can  your  wife 
Coin  off  her  beauty  ?  or  the  week  allow 
Suits  to  each  day,  and  know  no  ebb  in  honour? 
If  these  be  possible,  and  can  hold  out, 
Then  be  a  courtier  still,  and  still  be  wasting. 

Mar,  Cousin,  pray  give  me  leave  1 

Cler»  I  have  done. 

Mar.  I  could  requite  your  gall,  and  in  a  strain 
As  bitter,  and  as  full  of  rhubarb,  preach 
Against  your  country  Hfe ;  but  'tis  below  me. 
And  only  subject  to  my  pity !     Know, 
The  eminent  court,  to  them  that  can  be  wise, 
And  fasten  on  her  blessings,  is  a  sun 
That  draws  men  up  from  coarse  and  earthly  being, 
(I  mean  these  men  of  merit  that  have  power 
And  reason  to  make  good  her  benefits) 
Learns  them  a  manly  boldness,  gives  their  tongues 
Sweetness  of  language,  makes  them  apt  to  please, 
Files  off  all  rudeness  and  uncivil  'haviour, 
Shews  them  as  neat  in  carriage  as  in  clothes. 
Cousin,  have  you  ever  seen  the  court  ? 

Cler,  No,  sir ; 
Nor  am  I  yet  in  travail  with  that  longing. 

Mar,  Oh,  the  state 
And  greatness  of  that  place,  where  men  are  found 
Only  to  give  the  first  creation  glory ! 
Those  are  the  models  of  the  ancient  world. 
Left  like  the  Roman  statues  to  stir  up 
Our  following  hopes  ;  the  place  itself  puts  on 
The  brow  of  majesty,  and  flings  her  lustre 
Like  the  air  newly  lighten'd ;  form,  and  order, 
Are  only  there  themselves,  unforced,  and  sound, 
As  they  were  first  created  to  this  place. 

Chr,  Tou  nobly  came,  but  will  go  from  thence 
base ! 

Mar,  'Twas  very  pretty,  and  a  good  conceit ; 
You  have  a  wit,  good  cousin  :  I  do  joy  in't ; 
Keep  it  for  court.     But  to  myself  again  1 
When  I  have  view'd  these  pieces,  tum'd  theae  eyes, 
And,  with  some  taste  of  superstition. 
Looked  on  the  wealth  of  Nature,  the  fieur  dames, 
Beauties,  that  light  the  court,  and  make  it  shew 
Like  a  fair  Heaven  in  a  frosty  night, 
And  'mongst  these  mine,  not  poorest — 'Tis  for 

tongues 
Of  blessed  poets,  such  as  Orpheus  was. 
To  give  their  worth  and  praises !  Oh,  dear  cousin, 
You  have  a  wife,  and  fair ;  bring  her  hither, 
Let  her  not  live  to  be  the  mistress  of 
A  farmer's  heir,  and  be  confined  ever 
To  a  serge,  far  coarser  than  my  horse-cloth ! 
Let  her  have  velvets,  tiffinies,  jewels,  pearls, 
A  coach,  an  usher,  and  her  two  lacquies ; 
And  I  will  send  my  wife  to  give  her  rules, 
And  read  the  rudiments  of  court  to  her. 

Cler,  Sir,  I  had  rather  send  her  to  Virginia, 
To  help  to  propagate  the  English  nation. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Mar,  Sirrah,  how  slept  your  mistress,  and  what 
Are  to  pay  service  ?  £visitant8 

Sbtv,  Sir,  as  I  came  out. 
Two  counts  were  newly  entered. 

Mar*  This  is  greatness ; 
But  few  such  servants  wait  a  country  beauty. 

Cler,  They  are  the  more  to  thank  Uieir  modesty : 
God  keep  my  wife,  and  all  my  issue  female, 
From  such  uprisings ! 


£n(<r  Doctor. 

Mar,  What,  my  learned  doctor !. 
You  will  be  welcome  :  Give  her  health  and  youth. 
And  I  will  give  you  gold. —  \Rxit  IXictor. 

Cousin,  how  savours  this  ?     Is  it  not  sweet. 
And  very  great?  tastes  it  not  of  nobleness  ? 

Cler,  'Faith,  sir,  my  palate  is  too  dull  and  lazy ; 
I  cannot  taste  it ;  'tis  not  for  my  relish : 
But  be  so  still !  since  your  own  misery 
Must  first  reclaim  you ;  to  which  I  leave  you,  sir. 
If  you  wiU  yet  be  hiappy,  leave  the  humour. 
And  base  subjection  to  your  wife ;  be  wise. 
And  let  her  know  with  speed  you  are  her  husband  I 
I  shall  be  glad  to  hear  it.    My  horse  is  sent  for. 

\Kjrit. 

Mar,  Even  such  another  country  thing  as  this 
Was  I ;  such  a  piece  of  dirt,  so  heavy. 
So  provident  to  heap  up  ignorance, 
And  be  an  ass ;  such  musty  clothes  wore  I, 
So  old  and  thread-bare  :  I  do  yet  remember 
Divers  young  gallants,  lighting  at  my  gate 
To  see  my  honour'd  wife,  have  offer'd  pence. 
And  bid  me  walk  their  horses.     Such  a  slave 
Was  I  in  show  then ;  but  my  eyes  are  open'd* — 

£ii<«rLady. 

Many  Sweet  morrovrs  to  myVorthy  wife ! 

Lady,  'Tis  well,  and  aptly  given ;  as  mach  for 
you  I 
But  to  my  present  business,  which  is  money. 

Mar,  Lady,  I  have  none  left. 

Lady,  I  hope  you  dare  not  say  so,  nor  imagine 
So  base  and  low  a  thought :  "  I  have  none  left  ?  " 
Are  these  words  fitting  for  a  man  of  worth. 
And  one  of  your  full  credit  ?     Do  you  know 
The  place  you  live  in  ?  me  ?  and  what  I  labour 
For  you,  and  your  advancement  ? 

Mar,  Yes,  my  dearest. 

Lady,  And  do  you  pop  me  off  vrith  this  alighC 
answer, 
''  In  troth  I  have  none  left  ?*'   In  troth,  yoa  znns^ 

have ! 
Nay,  stare  not;  'tis  most  true :  Send  speedily 
To  all  that  love  you,  let  your  people  fly 
Like  thunder  through  the  city,  and  not  ivtuiii 
Under  five  thousand  crowns.    Try  all,  take  all  ;    ' 
Let  not  a  wealthy  merchant  be  nntempted. 
Or  any  one  that  hath  the  name  of  money ;  I 

Take  up  at  any  use ;  give  band,  or  land, 
Or  mighty  statutes,  able  by  their  strength 
To  tie  up  Samson  were  he  now  alive. 
Tbere  haust  be  money  gotten ;  for,  be  persuaded,   ! 
If  we  fall  now,  or  be  but  seen  to  shrink 
Under  our  fair  beginnings,  'tis  our  ruin. 
And  then  good  night  to  all  but  our  disgrace  ! 
Farewell,  the  hope  of  coming  happiness, 
And  all  the  aims  we  levell'd  at  so  long ! 
Are  you  not  moved  at  this  ?  No  sense  of  want. 
Towards  yourself  yet  breeding  ? 
Be  old,  and  common,  jaded  to  the  eyes 
Of  grooms,  and  pages,  chambermaids,  and  g^narders 
And  when  you  have  done,  put  your  poor  house  ii 

order, 

And  hang  yourself !  for  such  must  be  the  end 
Of  him  that  willingly  forsakes  his  hopes. 
And  hath  a  joy  to  tumble  to  his  ruin. 
All  that  I  say  is  certain ;  if  you  &il. 
Do  not  impute  me  with  it ;  I  am  clear. 

Mar,  Now  Heaven  forbid  I  should  do  wroxii 


to  you, 
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Mj  detrest  wife,  and  madam  f    Yet  give  leave 
To  your  poor  creature  to  unfold  himself ; 
You  know  my  debts  are  many  more  than  means, 
Mj  bands  not  taken  in,  my  friends  at  home 
Drawn  dry  with  these  expences,  my  poor  tenants 
More  full  of  want  than  we  ;  then  what  new  course 
Can  I  beget  to  raise  those  crowns  by?  Speak^ 
And  I  shall  execute. 

Ladjf,  Pray  tell  me  true ; 
Have  you  not  land  in  the  country? 

Mar.  Pardon  me ! 
I  had  forgot  it. 

Latfy,  Sir,  you  must  remember  it ; 
There  is  no  remedy :  This  land  must  be 
In  Paris  ere  to-morrow  night. 

Mar.  ItshalL 
Let  me  consider :  Some  three  hundred  acres 
Win  serve  the  turn. 

La^.  'Twill  furnish  at  all  points. 
Now  yon  speak  like  yourself)  and  know,  like  him 
That  means  to  be  a  man  ;  suspect  no  less, 
For  the  return  will  give  you  five  for  one : 
Yoa  ihall  be  great  to-morrow ;  I  have  said  it. 
Farewell ;  and  see  this  business  be  a-foot 
With  expedition !  lExU. 

Mar.  Health,  all  joy,  and  honour, 
Wait  on  my  lovely  wife  !— What,  Jaques,  Jaques ! 

Enter  jAqoas. 

Jagues.  Sir,  did  you  call  ? 

Mar.  I  did  so.    Hie  thee,  Jaques, 
Down  to  the  Bank,  and  there  to  some  good  merchant 
(Conceife  me  well,  good  Jaques,  and  be  private) 
Offer  three  hundred  acres  of  my  land  : 
Say  it  is  choice  and  fertile ;  ask  upon  it 
Five  thousand  crowns :  This  is  the  business 
1  most  employ  thee  in ;  be  wise  and  speedy  I 

Jagues.  Sir,  do  not  do  this. 

Mar.  Knave,  I  must  have  money. 

Jagues.  If  you  have  money  thus,  your  knave 
must  tell  you. 
You  will  not  have  a  foot  of  ^land  left :  Be  more 

wary, 
Aod  more  friend  to  yourself !   This  honest  land, 
Yoor  worship  has  discarded,  has  been  true, 
And  done  you  loyal 'service. 

Mar.  Gentle  Jaques, 
Yon  have  a  merry  wit ;  employ  it  well 
About  the  business  yon  have  now  in  hand. 
When  yon  come  back,  enquire  me  in  the  presence ; 
If  not  i'  th*  Tennis-court,  or  at  my  house.     iBxit. 

Jagues.  If  this  vein  hold,  I  know  where  to  en- 
quire you. 
Fire thounnd  crowns?  This,  with  good  husbandry. 
May  hold  a  month  out ;  then  five  thousand  more, 
And  more  land  a-bleeding  for't ;  as  many  more. 
And  more  land  laid  aside  1  God,  and  St  Dennis, 
Keep  honest-minded  young  men  bachelors  1 
Tis  strange,  my  master  slK>uld  be  yet  so  young 
A  puppy,  that  he  cannot  see  his  fall, 
^luLgot  so  near  the  sun.    I'll  to  his  cousin. 
And  once  more  tell  him  of  it ;  if  he  fail, 
Then  to  my  mortgage,  next  unto  my  sale !     lEjcit. 


SCENE  11.—^  Hall  in  the  same. 
Enter  UmavMrnxM,  Bkavpmt,  and  Gentleman. 
OenL  Gentlemen,  hold  on  discourse  a  while ; 
I  ihall  return  with  knowledge  how  and  where 


We  shall  have  best  access  unto  my  mistress. 

To  tender  your  devotioos.  lExii. 

Long,  Be  it  so. 
Now  to  our  first  discourse  ! 

Beau..  I  pr'ythee,  peace ! 
Thou  canst  not  be  so  bad,  or  make  me  know 
Such  things  are  living  !     Do  not  give  thyself 
So  common  and  so  idle,  so  open  vile. 
So  great  a  wronger  of  thy  worth,  so  low ! 
I  cannot,  nor  I  must  not  credit  thee. 

Long.  Now,  by  this  light,  I  am  a  whoremaster ; 
An  open  and  an  excellent  whoremaster ; 
And  take  a  special  glory  that  I  am  so ! 
I  thank  my  stars  I  am  a  whoremaster ; 
And  such  a  one  as  dare  be  known  and  seen. 
And  pointed  at  to  be  a  noble  wencher. 

Beau.  Do  not  let  all  ears  hear  this :  Hark  you, 
I  am  myself  a  whoremaster ;  I  am,  [sir  1 

Believe  it,  sir  ;  (in  private  be  it  spoken) 
I  love  a  whore  directly :  Most  men  are 
Wenchers,  and  have  professed  the  science;  few 
That  look  upon  ye  now,  but  whoremasters,     [men 
Or  have  a  full  desire  to  be  so. 

Long.  This  is  noble ! 

Beau.  It  is  without  all  question,  bdng  private. 
And  held  as  needful  as  intelligence ; 
But,  being  once  discovered,  blown  abroad. 
And  known  to  common  senses,  'tis  no  more 
Than  geometrical  rules  in  carpenters, 
That  only  know  some  measure  of  an  art. 
But  are  npt  grounded.     Be  no  more  deceived ! 
I  have  a  conscience  to  reclaim  you,  sir. — 
Mistake  me  not !  I  do  not  bid  you  leave 
Your  whore,  or  less  to  love  her ;  Heaven  forbid  it, 
I  should  be  such  a  villain  to  my  friend, 
Or  so  unnatural !  'twas  ne'er  harbour'd  here ! — 
Learn  to  be  secret  first ;  then  strike  your  deer ! 

Long.  Your  fair  instructions,  monsieur,  I  shall 
learn. 

Beau.  And  you  shall  have  them ;  I  desire  your 

Long.  They  are  your  servants.  [ears. 

Beau.  You  must  not  love 

Long.  How,  sir  1 

Beau.  I  mean  a  lady ;  there  is  danger : 
She  hath  an  usher  and  a  waiting* gentlewoman, 
A  page,  a  coachman  ;  these  are  fee'd,  and  fee'd. 
And  yet  for  all  that  will  be  prating. 

Long,  So ! 

Beau.    You   understand    me,    sir;    they  will 
discover't. 
And  there's  a  loss  of  credit ;  table-talk 
Will  be  the  end  of  this,  or  worse  than  that : 
Will  this  be  worthy  of  a  gentleman  ? 

Long.  Proceed,  good  sir ! 

Beau.  Next,  leave  your  city  dame  ; 
The  best  of  that  tribe  are  most  merely  coy. 
Or  most  extremely  foolish  ;  both  which  vices 
Are  no  great  stirrers-up,  unless  in  husbands 
That  owe  this  cattle ;  fearing  her  that's  coy 
To  be  but  seeming,  her  that's  fool  too  forward. 

Long.  This  is  the  rarest  fellow,  and  the  soundest, 
I  mean  in  knowledge;,  that  e'er  wore  a  codpiece ; 
He  has  found  out  that  will  pass  all  Italy, 
All  France  and  EIngland,  (to  their  shames  I  speak. 
And  to  the  griefs  of  all  their  gentlemen) 
The  noble  theory  of  luxury. 

Beau.  Your  patience, 
And  I  will  lay  before  your  eyes  a  course 
That  I  myself  found  out ;  *ti8  excellent, 
Easy^  and  full  of  freedom. 


Long,  Oh,  food  nr, 
Yon  rack  me,  till  I  know  it. 

Beau,  This  it  is : 
When  yonr  desire  is  np,  yonr  blood  well  heated, 
And  apt  for  sweet  encounter,  chuse  the  night, 
And  widi  the  night  your  wench  ;  the  streets  have 

store; 
There  seize  upon  her,  get  her  to  your  chamber, 
Give  her  a  cardecne,  'tis  royal  payment ; 
When  ye  are  dull,  diismiss  her ;  no  man  knows, 
Nor  she  herself,  who  hath  encountered  her. 

Long,  Oh,  but  their  faces  I 

Beau,  Never  talk  of  faces ! 
The  night  allows  her  equal  with  a  duchess : 
Imagination  doth  all ;  think  her  fair, 
And  great,  clapt  in  velvet,  she  is  so. 
Sir,  I  have  tried  those,  and  do  find  it  certain. 
It  never  fails  me  :  'Tis  but  twelve  nights  since 
My  last  experience. 

Long.  Oh,  my  miching  varlet,  [Apart, 

V\\  fit  you,  as  I  live  t — 
'Tis  excellent ;  I'll  be  your  scholar,  sir. 

BtUir  Ia&j  and  OenUeman. 

Ladg,  You  are  £urly  welcome  both !    *Troth, 
gentlemen. 
You  have  been  strangers ;  I  could  chide  you  for't. 
And  task  you  with  unkindness.   What's  the  news  ? 
Hie  town  was  never  empty  of  some  novelty : 
Servant,  what's  your  inteUigence  ? 

Geni,  'Faith,  nothing : 
I  have  not  heard  of  any  worth  relating. 

Beau,  Nor  I,  sweet  lady. 

Long,  Then  give  me  attention  : 
Monsieur  ShattUlion's  mad. 

Lady,  Mad  ? 

Long,  Mad  as  May-butter ; 
And,  which  is  more,  mad  for  a  wench. 

Ladg,  'Tis  strange, 
And  fiill  of  pity. 

Long,  All  that  comes  near  him 
He  thinks  are  come  of  purpose  to  betray  him ; 
Being  full  of  strange  conceit,  the  wench  he  loved 
Stood  very  near  the  crown. 

Lady,  Alas,  good  monsieur ! 
A'  was  a  proper  man,  and  fiedr  demean'd  ; 
A  person  worthy  of  a  better  temper. 

Long,  He  is  strong  opinion'd,  that  the  wench  he 
loved 
Remains  close  prisoner  by  the  king's  command, 
Fearing  her  title :  When  the  poor  grieved  gentle- 
woman 
Follows  him  much  lamenting,  and  much  loving, 
In  hope  to  make  him  well,  he  knows  her  not. 
Nor  any  else  that  comes  to  visit  him. 

Lady,  Let's  walk  in,  gentlemen,  and  there  dis- 
course 
His  farther  miseries  1  You  shall  stay  dinner ; 
In  truth,  you  must  obey. 

All,  We  are  your  servants !  IBxeunt, 


SCENE  III.— ^  Street. 
Enter  CLMtamnnr, 
Cler,  There's  no  good  to  be  done,  no  cure  to  be 
wrought 
Upon  my  desperate  kinsman :  I'll  to  horse, 
And  leave  him  to  the  fool's  whip,  misery. 
I  shall  recover  twenty  miles  this  night ; 
My  horse  stands  ready ;  I'll  away  with  speed. 


Fnler  SiiATTiLLrcm. 

Skat,  Sir,  may  I  crave  your  name  ? 

Cler,  Yes,  sir,  you  may : 
My  name  is  Clerimont. 

Shat,  'Tis  well.    Your  faction  ? 
What  party  knit  you  with  ? 

Cler,  I  know  no  parties. 
Nor  no  factions,  sir.  ■ 

Shai,  Then  wear  this  cross  of  white : 
And  where  you  see  the  like,  they  are  my  friends ; 
Observe  them  well ;  the  time  is  dangerous. 

Cler,  Sir,  keep  your  cross;  1*11  wear  none.— 
Sure  this  fellow  [AiUc. 

Is  much  beside  himself,  grown  mad. 

Shat,  A  word,  sir ! 
You  can  pick  nothing  out  of  this ;  this  cross 
Is  nothing  but  a  cross,  a  very  cross. 
Plain,  witiiout  spell,  or  witchcraft ;  search  it ! 
You  may  suspect,  and  well,  there's  poison  in't. 
Powder,  or  wildfire ;  but  'tis  nothing  so. 

Cler,  I  do  believe  you,  sir ;  'tis  a  plain  cross. 

Shat,  Then  do  your  worst,  I  care  not !  TeD  tbe 
king. 
Let  him  know  all  this,  as  I  am  sure  be  shaD ; 
When  you  have  spit  your  venom,  then  will  I 
Stand  up  a  faithful  and  a  loyal  subject. 
And  so,  God  save  his  Grace !  This  is  no  treasos. 

Cler,  He  is  March  mad  :  Farewell,  monsieiir ! 

iExH. 

Shat,  Farewell! 
I  shall  be  here  attending.— 'TIS  my  file 
They  aim  at ;  there's  no  way  to  save  it.    Wdl, 
Let  'em  spread  all  their  nets,  they  shall  not  draw 

me 
Into  any  open  treason :  I  can  see, 
And  can  beware ;  I  have  my  vrits  about  me, 
I  thank  Heaven  for  it ! 

Enter  Srattilliov'S  Lore; 

Love,  There  he  goes, 
That  was  the  fairest  hope  the  French  court  bred, 
The  worthiest  and  the  sweetest-temper'd  spirit. 
The  truest,  and  the  valiantest,  the  best  of  judgment, 
Till' most  unhappy  I  severed  those  virtues. 
And  tum'd  his  wit  vrild  with  a  coy  denial ; 
Which  Heaven  forgive  me !      And  be  pleased,  oh, 

Heaven, 
To  give  again  his  senses,  that  my  love 
May  strike  off  all  my  follies  I 

Shat,  Lady! 

Love,  I,  sir  ? 

Shat,  Your  will  with  me,  sweet  lady  ? 

Love.  Sir,  I  come — 

Shat,  From  the  dread  sovereign  king ;  I  kaov 
it,  lady : 
He  is  a  gracious  prince ;  long  may  he  live ! 
Pertain  you  to  his  chamber  ? 

Love,  No,  indeed,  sir ; 
That  place  is  not  for  women.    Do  you  knov  m  ? 

Shat.  Yes,  I  do  know  you. 

Love.  What's  my  name  ?     Pray  yon  speak. 

Shat,  That's  all  one ;   I  do  know  you  and  jcnr 
business; 
You  are  discover'd,  lady !  I  am  wary ; 
It  stands  upon  my  life.     Pray  excuse  me ! 
The  best  man  of  this  kingdom  sent  yon  hither, 
To  dive  into  me  :  Have  I  touch'd  you  ?  ha  ? 

Love.  You  are  deceived,  sir ;  I  come  from  JObt 
Love, 
That  sends  you  ikir  commends,  and  many  kimi* 
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ShML  Alas,  poor  aoid,  how  does  sbe  ?  ia  she 
Keeps  ihe  her  bed  still  ?  [living? 

iMt.  Still,  sir,  she  is  liTing ; 
And  well,  and  shall  do  so. 

Skat,  Are  joa  in  council  ? 

Love,  No,  sir,  nor  any  of  my  sex« 

Skat,  Why,  so ! 
If  yoa  had  been  in  coand.1,  you  would  know 
Hertime  to  be  but  slender ;  she  most  die. 

Lme,  I  do  beliere  it,  sir. 

Skat.  And  suddenly ; 
She  stands  too  near  a  fortune. 

Low.  Sir? 

ShaL  Tbso; 
There  is  no  jesting  with  a  prince's  tide. 
'Would  we  had  both  been  bom  of  common  parents, 
Aad  liTed  a  private  and  retired  life 
In  homely  cottage  !  we  had  then  enjoy'd 
Ov  loTtt,  and  our  embraces  :  these  are  things 
That  cannot  tend  to  treason. 

Lm,  I  am  wretched ! 

Skat,  Oh, 
I  pnj  u  often  for  the  king  as  any, 
And  widi  as  true  a  heart,  for  his  continuance ; 
Aod  do  moreoTer  pray  his  heirs  may  liYe^ 
Aod  their  £ur  issues ;  then,  as  I  am  bound, 
For  aQ  the  states  and  commons :  If  these  prayers 
Be  tny  ways  ambitious,  I  submit, 
Aad  lay  my  head  down ;  let  'em  take  it  off! 
Yea  may  infonn  against  me,  but  withal 
Kcmember  my  obedience  to  the  crown, 
And  serrioe  to  the  state. 

L<W'  Good  sir,  I  love  yon. 

Skat,  Tittn  lore  the  gmdousking,  and  say  with 
[Heaven  save  his  Grace !]  [me, 

Lne.  Heaven  save  his  Grace  1 

Skat.  This  is  strange, 
A  woman  should  be  sent  to  undermine  me, 
Aad  buz  love  into  me  to  try  my  spirit ; 
(^  sie  kisses,  and  enticing  follies, 
To  make  ne  open  and  betray  myself: 
It  vu  a  subtle  and  a  dangerous  plot. 
And  Tery  soundly  follow'd !— Farewell,  lady  1 
I^  Bte  have  equal  hearing,  and  relate 
I  am  an  honest  man.    Heaven  save  the  king ! 

IBxU. 

^#*  I'll  never  leave*  him,  till,  by  art  or  prayer, 
I  ha^  restored  his  senses :  If  I  make 
Bin  perfect  man  again,  he's  mine ;  till  when, 
I  here  abjure  all  loves  of  other  men  1  iEtHt, 


SCENE 


IV.- 


'Another  Street, 


Enter  Cumtuovr  and  Jaqubs. 
Jagues.  Nay,  good  sir,  be  persuaded  I     Go  but 
And  tell;him  he's  undone ;  say  nothing  else,  [back, 
And  you  shall  see  how  things  will  work  upon't. 
Cler,  Not  so,  good  Jaques !  I  am  held  an  ass, 
A  country  fool,  good  to  converse  with  dirt. 
And  eat  coarse  bread,  wear  the  worst  wool,  know 

nothing 
But  the  highway  to  PSris :  And  wouldst  thou  have. 

me  bring 
These  stains  and  imperfections  to  the  rising  view 
Of  the  right  worshipful  thy  worthy  master  ? 
They  must  be  bright,  and  shine,  their  clothes  soft 
And  the  Tyrian  purple,  [velvet 

[Smell]  like  the  Arabian  gums,  hung  like  the  sun, 
Their  golden  beams  on  all  sides ;  such  as  these 
May  come  and  know  thy  master,  I  am  base, 
And  dare  not  speak  unto*him,  he's  above  me. 

Jaquea.  If  ever  you  did  love  him,  or  his  state. 
His  name,  his  issue,  or  yourself,  go  back  I 
'Twill  be  an  honest  and  a  noble  part,. 
Worthy  a  kinsman ;  save  three  hundred  acres 
From  present  execution  ;  they  have  had  sentence, 
And  cannot  be  reprieved ;  be  merciful  1 

Cler,  Have  I  not  urged  already  all  the  reasons 
I  had,  to  draw  him  from  his  will  ?  his  ruin  ? 
But  all  in  vain !  no  counsel  will  prevail : 
He  has  fix'd  himself ;  there's  no  removing,  Jaques ; 
'Twill  prove  but  breath  and  labour  spent  in  vain. 
I'll  to  my  horse  :  Farewell ! 

Jaquee*  For  God's  sake,  sir. 
As  ever  you  have  hope  of  joy,  turn  back  1 
I'll  be  your  slave  for  ever,  do  but  go ; 
And  I  wiU  lay  such  fair  directions  to  you, 
That,  if  he  be  not  doting  on  his  fall. 
He  shall  recover  sight,  and  see  his  danger. 
And  you  shall  tell  him  of  his  wife's  abuses, 
(I  fear,  too  foul  against  him  !)  how  she  plots 
With  our  young  monsieurs,  to  milk  dry  her  hus- 
band, 
And  lay  it  on  their  backs :  The  next  her  pride ; 
Then  what  his  debts  are,  and  how  infinite 
The  curses  of  his  tenants ;  this  will  work  ; 
I'll  pawn  my  life  and  head,  he  cries,  **  Away ! 
I'll  to  my  house  in  the  country." 

Cler.  Come,  I'U  go. 
And  once  more  try  him :  If  he  yield  not,  so ; 
The  next  that  tries  him  shall  be  want  and  woe. 

[JS;rciifil. 


ACT 

^(^^^  h—A  Room  m  the  House  of  Marine. 

Enter  Mawivx  solus. 

^ar,  Jaques  I 

J(iqmf,  [IFUihfia.]  Sir? 

ifar.  Rise,  Jaques !  'tis  grown  day. 
The  ecmatry  life  is  best ;  yrhue  quietiy, 
Free  (hmi  tiie  <;lamour  dT  thm  troubled  court, 
^e  may  enjoy  our  own  green  shadow'd  walks, 
Aad  keep  a  moderate  diet  without  art. 
^^  ^  I  leave  my  house,  and  bring  my  wife 
To  bww  the  manner  of  this  subtie  place  ? 
I  voaU,  when  first  the  lust  to  fiame  and  honour 


II. 

Possess'd  me,  I  had  met  with  any  evil 
But  that !  Had  I  been  tied  to  stay  at  home, 
And  earn  the  bread^for  the  whole  fkmily  * 
With  my  own  hand',  happy  had  I  been  1 

Enter  Jaqujes. 

Jaques.  Sir,  this  is  from  your  wonted  course  at 
home : 
When  did  you  there  keep  such  inordinate  hours  ? 
Go  to  bed  late,  start  thnoe,  and  call  on  me  ? 
'  Would  you  were  firom  this  place  !     Our  country 

sleeps, 
Although  they  were  but  of  that  moderate  length 
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That  might  maintam  us  in  our  daily  work^ 
Yet  were  they  sound  and  sweet. 

Mar,  Ay,  Jaqoes ;  there 
We  dreamM  not  of  our  wives ;  we  lay  together, 
And  needed  not.      Now  at  length  my  cousin's 

words, 
So  truly  meant,  mix'd  with  thy  timely  prayers 
So  often  urged,  to  keep  me  at  my  home, 
Condemn  me  quite. 

Jaques.  'Twas  not  your  father's  course : 
He  lived  and  died  in  Orleans  where  he  had 
His  vines  as  fruitful  as  experience 
(Which  is  the  art  of  husbandry)  could  make  ; 
He  had  his  presses  for  'em,  and  his  wines 
Were  held  the  best,  and  out-sold  other  men's  ; 
His  com  and  cattle  served  the  neighbour-towns 
With  plentiful  provision,  yet  his  thrift 
Could  miss  one  beast  amongst  the  herd ;  he  ruled 
More  where  he  lived,  than  ever  you  will  here. 
Mar,  'Tis  true:    Why  should  my  wife  then, 
'gainst  my  good. 
Persuade  me  to  continue  in  this  course  ? 
Jaguet,  Why  did  you  bring  her  hither  ?  At  the 
first. 
Before  you  warmed  her  blood  with  new  delights. 
Our  country  sports  could  have  contented  her ; 
When  you  first  married  her,  a  puppet-play 
Pleased  her  as  well  as  now  the  tilting  doth. 
She  thought  herself  brave  in  a  bogle-chain, 
Where  orient  pearl  will  scarce  content  her  now. 

Mar,  Sure,  Jaques,  she  sees  something  for  my 
More  than  I  do  ;  she  oft  will  talk  to  me        [good 
Of  offices,  and  diatshe  shortly  hopes, 
By  her  acquaintance  vrith  the  friends  she  hath. 
To  get  a  place  shall  many  times  outweigh 
Our  great  expenoes ;  and  if  this  be  so 
Jagues.  Think  better  of  her  words;  she  doth 
deceive  yon, 
And  only  for  her  vain  and  sensual  ends 
Persuade  you  thus.    Let  me  be  set  to  dwell 
For  ever  naked  in  the  barest  soil, 
So  you  will  dwell  from  henoe  1 

Mar,  I  see  my  folly : 
Pack  up  my  stun  I  I  will  away  this  mom. 
Haste,  haste! 

Jaquet.  Ay,  now  I  see  your  fathei^s  honours 
Tripling  upon  you,  nnd  the  many  prayers, 
The  country  spent  for  him,  (which  almost  now 
Begun  to  turn  to  curses)  turning  back. 
And  falling  like  a  timely  shower  upon  you. 
Mar,  Go,  call  up  my  wife  ! 
Jaquen.  But  shall  she  not  prevail, 
And  sway  yon,  as  she  oft  hath  done  before.' 
Mar,  I  vrill  not  hear  her,  but  rail  on  her, 
Till  I  be  ten  miles  off. 

JogueM,  If  you  be  forty, 
'Twill  not  be  worse,  sir. 
Mar,  Call  her  up  1 

JaqueM*  I  vrill,  sir.  liExit 

Mar,  Why,  what  an  ass  was  I,  that  such  a  thing 
As  a  vrife  is  could  rule  me  I  Know  not  I 
That  woman  was  created  for  the  man  ? 
That  her  desires,  nay,  all  her  thoughts,  should  be, 
As  his  are  ?  Is  my  sense  restored  at  length  ? 
Now  she  shall  know,  that  which  she  should  desire. 
She  hath  a  husband  that  can  govern  her. 
If  her  desires  lead  against  my  wilL 

filter  Lady. 
Are  you  oome  ? 
Lady*  Wliat  sad  unwonted  course 


Makes  you  raise  me  so  soon,  that  went  to  bed 
So  late  last  night .' 

Mar.  Oh,  you  shall  go  to  bed 
Sooner  hereafter,  and  be  raised  again 
At  thrifty  hours  :  In  summer-time  we'll  walk 
An  hour  after  our  sapper,  and  to  bed ; 
In  winter  you  shall  have  a  set  at  cards. 
And  set  your  maids  to  work. 

Lady.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mar,  I  vrill  no  more  of  your  new  tricka,  yonr 
honours, 
Your  offices,  and  all  your  large  preferments, 
(Which  still  you  beat  into  my  ears)  hang  o'er  me  ; 
I'll  leave  behind  for  others  the  great  sway 
Which  I  shall  "bear  at  court ;  my  living  here. 
With  countenance  of  your  honour'd  friends, 
ril  be  content  to  lose :  For  you  speak  this 
Only  that  you  may  still  continue  here 
In  wanton  ease,  and  draw  me  to  consume 
In  clothes  and  other  things  idle  for  show. 
That  which  my  father  got  with  honest  thrift. 

Lady,  Why,  who  hath  been  with  yon,  sir,  that 
Thus  out  of  frame  f  [yon  talk 

Mar,  You  make  a  fool  of  me  1 
You  provide  one  to  bid  me  forth  to  sapper,  [other 
And  make  me  promise ;  then  must  some  one  or 
Invite  you  forth :  If  you  have  borne  yourself 
Loosely  to  any  gentleman  in  my  sight. 
At  home,  you  ask  me  how  I  like  the  carriage  ; 
Whether  it  were  tt»t  rarely  for  my  good. 
And  open'd  not  a  way  to  my  preferment? 
Come,  I  perceive  all ;  talk  not !  we'll  awnj. 

Lady,  Why,    sir,  you'll    stay    tiH    the    next 
Be  past?  {triomph-day 

Mar.  Ajf  you  have  kept  me  here  triumphing 
This  seven  years ;  and  I  have  ridden  throngh  the 

streets, 
And  bought  embroider'd  hose  and  foot-cloths  too. 
To  shew  a  subject's  seal !  I  rode  before 
In  this  most  gorgeous  habit,  and  sainted 
All  the  acquaintance  [that]  I  could  espy 
From  any  window ;  These  were  ways,  yom  told  me. 
To  raise  me :  I  see  all !  Make  you  rauiy  straight. 
And  in  that  gown  which  yon  first  came  to  town  in. 
Your  safe-guard,  cloak,  and  your  hood  suitable. 
Thus  on  a  double  gelding  shall  you  amble. 
And  my  man  Jaques  shall  be  set  before  yon. 

Lady,  But  will  you  go  ? 

Mar,  I  will. 

Lady,  And  shall  I  toe  ? 

Mar,  And  you  shall  too. 

Lady,  But  shall  I,  by  this  light? 

Mar,  Why,  by  this  light,  you  shall! 

Lady,  Then  by  this  light, 
You  have  no  care  of  your  estate  and  mine. 
Have  we  been  seven  years  venturing  in  a  ship. 
And  now  upon  return,  with  a  fair  wind. 
And  a  calm  sea,  fiill  firaoght  with  our  own  wishes. 
Laden  with  wealth  and  honour  to  the  brim. 
And  shall  we  fly  away,  and  not  receive  it  ? 
Have  we  been  tilling,  sowing,  labouring, 
With  pain  and  chaige,  a  long  and  tedious  winter. 
And  when  we  see  the  com  above  the  ground. 
Youthful  as  is  the  morn,  and  the  full  ear. 
That  promises  to  stuff  our  spacious  gamers. 
Shall  we  then  let  it  rot,  and  never  reap  it  ? 

Mar,  Wife,  taUc  no  more  !  Your  rhetoric  comes 
I  am  inflexible :  And  how  dare  yon         [too  Ute  ; 
Adventure  to  direct  my  course  of  life  ? 
Was  not  the  husband  made  to  rule  the  wife  ? 


azms  I. 


THE  NOBLE  GENTLEMAN. 


265 


Uif.  'Tis  true;  bnt  where  the  man  doth  miss 
hia  way. 
It  ii  the  woman'a  pert  to  set  him  right : 
f  So,  &then  bare  a  power  to  guide  their  sona 
I  Id  all  tlieir  courses ;  yet  yon  oft  have  seen 
Ptwr  little  children,  that  have  both  their  eyes, 
Lead  tlieir  blind  fatiiers. 

Mw.  She  has  a  plagny  wit !—  \,Atide» 

I  «aj,  yoB  are  but  a  little  piece  of  man. 

Laiy,  Bat  such  a  piece,  as,  being  ta*en  away, 
)Un  cannot  last :  The  fairest  and  tallest  ship, 
Tbt  erer  sail'd,  is  by  a  little  piece 
Of  the  same  wood  steer'd  right,  and  tom'd  about. 

Mar,  "ns  true  she  says ;   her  answers  stand 
with  reason. 

Ladif,  But,  sir,  your  cousin  put  thia  in  your 
Wbo  is  an  enemy  to  your  preferment,  [head. 

Because  I  should  not  take  place  of  his  wife : 
Cone,  by  this  kiss,  thou  shalt  not  go,  sweetheart. 

Mar.  Come,  by  this  kiss,  I  will  go,  sweetheart. 
Oo  with  your  ridiag-stuff !  I  know  yoor  tricks  ^ 
And  if  preferment  fall  ere  you  be  ready,  \ 
Ta  v^me ;  eke,  adieu,  the  city-life  1 

ImI$,  Well,  sir,  I  will  obey. 

Mw,  About  it  then. 

Laiji.  To  please  your  humour,  I  would  dress 
myself 
lo  the  most  loathsome  habit  you  could  name^ 
Or  trarel  aoy  whither  o'er  the  world, 
if  To«  command  me :  It  shall  ne'er  be  said, 
'^  frailty  of  a  woman,  whose  weak  mind 
Ii  often  set  on  loose  delights,  and  shows, 
Htth  diavn  her  husband  to  consume  his  state, 
la  the  vain  hope  of  that  which  never  fell. 

Mar.  About  it  then  1    Women    are    pleasant 


^^  once  a  man  begins  to  know  himself. 

Udf.  Bat  hark  you,  sir ;  because  I  will  be  sure 
Toa  shaUhave  no  excuse,  no  word  to  say 
Iq  To&r  defence  hereafter ;  (when  you  see 
Vliat  hononrs  were  prepared  for  you  and  me, 
^hich  you  thus  willingly  have  thrown  away) 
I  ^^  yoQ,  I  did  look  for  present  honour 
Tkis  momiag  for  you,  which  I  know  had  come : 
Bat  if  they  do  not  come  ere  I  am  ready 
(VTbich  I  will  be  the  sooner,  lest  they  ahould) 
WiKo  I  am  onoe  set  in  a  country  life, 
N<)t  all  the  power  of  earth  shall  alter  me ; 
Ni't  aH  your  prayers  or  threats  shall  make  me 
^  least  word  to  my  honourable  friends,     [speak 
To  do  yon  any  grace  ! 

V«'.  1  will  not  wiah  it 

^9*  And  never  more  hope  to  be  honourable ! 

Mar.  My  hopes  are  lower. 

^.  As  I  lire,  yon  shall  not  1 
ToQ  ihill  be  so  far  from  the  name  of  noble, 
"at  you  shall  nerer  aee  a  lord  again ; 
^  ihall  not  see  a  masque,  or  barriers. 
Or  tiltiDf ,  or  a  solemn  christening, 
^  •  Sr^t  marriage,  or  new  fire-works. 
Or  any  bravery ;  but  you  shall  live 
^  home,  bespotted  with  your  own  loved  dirt, 
Ift  scurry  elothea,  as  you  were  wont  to  do ; 
And,  to  content  yon,  I  will  live  so  too. 

Mar,  'Tis   aU  I  wish,  Make  haste ;   the  day 
dcaws  on ; 
» »Wl  ba  nay  care  to  see  your  stuff  pack'd  up. 

lExit. 

^arfy.  It  shall  be  my  care  to  gull  you !    You 
ihallstay; 


And,  more  than  so,  entreat  me  hnmbly  too  i 
You  shall  have  honours  presently. — ^Maria  I 

Enter  Uaria. 

Maria,  Madam  I 

Lady,  Bring  hither  pen,  ink,  and  paper* 

Maria.  'Tis  here. 

Lady.  Your  master  wiU  not  stay. 
Unless  preferment  come  vrithin  an  hour. 

Maria.  Let  him  command  one  of  the  city  gates, 
In  time  of  mutiny ;  or,  you  may  provide  him 
To  be  one  of  the  council  for  invamng 
Some  savage  country,  to  plant  Christian  faith. 

Lady,  No,  no ;  I  have  it  for  him.  Call  my  page! 

iWriUi.    Exit  Makia. 
Now,  my  dear  husband,  there  it  is  will  fit  you : 
And  when  the  world  shall  see  what  I  have  done, 
Let  it  not  move  the  spleen  of  any  wife, 
To  make  an  ass  of  her  beloved  husband, 
Without  good  ground  :  If  they  will  but  be  drawn 
To  reason  by  you,  do  not  gull  them ; 
But  if  they  grow  conceited  of  themselves. 
And  be  fine  gentlemeui  have  no  mercy, 
Publish  them  to  the  world !  'twill  do  them  good 
When  they  shall  see  their  follies  understoocL 

£n(er  Page. 

Go  bear  these  letters  to  my  servant. 

And  bid  him  make  haste.    I  will  dress  myself 

In  all  the  journey- clothes  I  used  before, 

Not  to  ride,  but  to  make  the  laughter  more.  [Exit. 

Enter  Karinb  and  Jaqdxs,  vritk^purt,  and  apparel. 

Mar.  Is  all  pack'd  up  ? 

Jaques.  All,  all,  sir ;  there  is  no  tumbler 
Runs  through  his  hoop  with  more  dexterity, 
Than  I  about  this  business :  'Tis  a  day 
That  I  have  long  long'd  to  see 

Mar.  Come ;  where's  my  spurs  ? 

JagueM.  Here,  sir. — And  now  'tis  come        ■ 

Mar.  Ay,  Jaques,  now, 
I  thank  my  fates,  I  can  command  my  wife. 

Jaques.  I  am  glad  to  see  it,  sir. 

Mar.  I  do  not  love  always 
To  be  made  a  puppy,  Jaques. 

Jaqust.  But  yet  methinks  your  worship  does  not 
Right  like  a  country,  gentleman.  [look 

Mar.  I  will ; 
Give  me  my  t'other  hat. 

Jaquet.  Here. 

Mar.  So  ;  my  jerkin ! 

Jaques.  Yes,  sir. 

Mar.  On  with  it,  Jaques ;  thou  and  I 
Will  live  so  finely  in  the  country,  Jaques, 
And  have  such  pleasant  walks  into  the  woods 
A-mornings,  and  then  bring  home  riding-rods. 
And  walking-staves 

Jaques.  And  I  will  bear  them,  sir : 
And  scourge-sticks  for  the  children. 

Mar.  So  thou  shalt ; 
And  thou  shalt  do  all,  oversee  my  work-folks, 
And  at  the  week's  end  pay  them  all  their  wages. 

Jaques.  1  will,  sir,  so  your  worship  give  me 
money. 

Mar.  Thou  shalt  receive  all  too.    Give  me  my 

Jaques.  They  are  ready,  sir.  [drawers. 

Mar.  And  I  will  make  thy  mistress, 
My  wife,  look  to  her  laundry,  and  her  dury. 
That  we  may  have  our  linen  clean  on  Sundays. 

Jaques.  And  holidays. 

Mar.  Ay ;  and,  ere 
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We  walk  aboat  the  groimds,  prcnride  oar  breakfast, 

Or  she  shall  smoke ;  I'll  have  her  a  good  huswife : 

She  shall  not  make  a  voyage  to  her  sisters. 

But  she  shall  live  at  home. 

And  feed  her  pullen  fat,  and  see  her  maids 

In  bed  before  her,  and  lock  all  the  doors. 

Jaques.  Why,  that  will  be  a  life  for  kings  and 
queens! 

Mar.  Give  me  my  scarf  with  the  great  button 

Jaquet.  Tis  done,  sir.  [quickly. 

Mar,  Now  my  mittens ! 

Jaquet.  Here  they  are,  sir. 

Mar,  'Tis  well ;  now  my  great  dagger ! 

Jaqa€9,  There. 

Mar,  Why,  so !  thus  it  should  be ;  now  my 
riding-rod ! 

Jaques,  There's  nothing  wanting,  sir. 

Mar,  Another,  man,  to  stick  under  my  girdle. 

Jaquet,  There  it  is. 

Mar,  All  is  well. 

Jaques,  Why  now,  methinks,  your  worship  looks 
Like  to  yourself,  a  man  of  means  and  credit : 
So  did  your  grave  and  famous  ancestors 
Ride  up  and  down  to  fairs,  and  cheapen  cattle. 

Mar,  Go,  hasten  your  mistress,  sirrah  1 

Jaques,  It  shall  be  done.  iExit. 

Enter  Gentleman  and  Page. 

Geni,  Who's  that  ?  who's  that,  boy  ? 

Page,  I  think  it  be  my  master. 

Geni,  Who  ?  he  that  walks  in  grey,  whisking  his 

Page,  Yes,  sir,  'tis  he.  [riding-rod  ? 

Gent,  'Tis  he  indeed ;  he  is  prepared 
For  his  new  journey.    When  I  wink  upon  you» 
Run  out  and  tell  the  gentleman  'tis  time. — 
Monsieur,  good  day ! 

Mar,  Monsieur, 
Your  mbtress  is  within,  but  yet  not  ready. 

Geni,  My  business  is  with  you,  sir :  'Tis  reported, 
I  know  not  whether  by  some  enemy 
Maliciously,  that  envies  your  great  hopes, 
And  would  be  ready  to  sow  discontents 
Betwixt  his  majesty  and  you,  or  truly, 
(Which  on  my  faith  I  would  be  sorry  for) 
That  you  intend  to  leave  the  court  in  haste. 

Mfir,  'Faith,  sir,  within  this  half-hour. — Jaques ! 

Jaques,  [  Within,]  Sir ! 

Mar,  Is  my  wife  ready  ? 

Jaques,  Presently. 

Gent,  But,  sir, 
I  needs  must  tell  you,  as  I  am  your  friend. 
You  should  have  ta'en  your  journey  privater. 
For  'tis  already  blazed  about  the  court. 

Mar,  Why  sir,  I  hope  it  is  no  treason,  is  it  ? 

Gent,  'Tis  true,  sir ;  but  'tis  grown  the  conmion 
talk; 
There's  no  discourse  else  held ;  and  in  the  presence 
All  the  nobility  and  gentry 
Have  nothing  in  their  mouths  but  only  this, 
**  Monsieur  Marine,  that  noble  gentleman. 
Is  now  departing  hence ;"  every  man's  face 
Looks  ghastly  on  his  fellows ;  such  a  sadness 
(Before  this  day)  I  ne'er  beheld  in  court ; 
Men's  hearts  begin  to  fail  them  when  they  hear  it, 
In  expectation  of  the  great  event 
That  needs  must  follow  it :  Pray  Heaven  it  be  good ! 

Mar,  Why,  I  had  rather  all  their  hearts  should 
Than  I  stay  here  until  my  purse  fail  me.         [fail, 

Gent,  But  yet  you  are  a  subject ;  and  beware^ 
(I  charge  you  by  the  love  I  bear  to  you) 


How  you  do  venture  rariily  on  a  course 
To  make  your  sovereign  jcmIous  of  your  deeds ! 
For  princes'  jealousies,  where  thej  love  most, 
Are  easily  found,  but  tiiey  be  hardly  lost. 

Mar,  Come,  these  are  tricks ;  I  amdl  'em ;  I 
will  go. 

Gent,  Have  I  not  still  profess'd  mysdf  yov 
friend  ? 

Mar,  Yes,  but  you  never  shew'd  it  to  me  yet 

Gent,  But  now  I  will,  because  I  see  you  wiM ; 
And  give  you  thus  much  light  into  a  business 
That  came  to  me  but  now  :  Be  resolute. 
Stand  stiffly  to  it  that  you  will  depart. 
And  presently  ; — 

Mar,  Why,  so  I  mean  to  do. 

(rent.  And,  by  this  light,  you  may  be  what  yon 
Will  you  be  secret,  sir  ?  [will ! 

Mar,  Why  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Gent,  The  king  does  fear  you. 

Mar,  How  ? 

Gent,  And  is  now  in  counseL 

Mar,  About  me  ? 

Gent,  About  you  ;  an  you  be  wise. 
You'll  find  he  is  in  oounsd  about  you. 
His  counsellors  have  told  him  all  the  truth. 

Mar,  What  truth? 

Gent.  Why,  that  idiich  he  now  knows  too  wdL 

Mar,  Whatis't? 

Gent,  That  yon  hatve  followed  him  seven  yean 
With  a  great  train ;  and,  though  he  have  not  graced 

you. 
Yet  you  have  dived  into  the  hearts  of  thousands. 
With  liberality  and  noble  carriage ; 
And  if  you  should  depart  home  uopreferr'd, 
All  discontented  and  seditious  spirits 
Would  flock  to  you,  and  thrust  you  into  action : 
With  whose  help,  and  your  tenants',  who  doth  not 
(If  you  were  so  disposed)  how  great  a  part   [know 
Of  this  yet-fertile  peaceful  realm  of  Prance 
You  might  make  desolate  ?   But  when  the  king 
Heard  this 

Mar,  What  said  he  ? 

Gent,  Nothing ;  but  shook 
As  never  Christian  prince  did  shake  before ; 
And,  to  be  short,  you  may  be  what  you  wilL 
But  be  not  ambitious,  sir ;  sit  down 
With  moderate  honours,  lest  you  make  yourself 
More  fear'd. 

Mar,  I  know,  sir,  what  I  have  to  do 
In  mine  own  business. 

Enter  honaarvihLu. 

Long,  Where's  monsieur  Mount-Marine  ? 

Gent,  Why,   there  he  stands;    will  ye  aogbC 
with  him? 

Long,  Yes. — Good  day,  monsieur  Marine ! 

Mar,  Good  day  to  you  ! 

Long,  His  majesty  doth  commend  himself 
Most  kindly  to  you,  sir,  and  hath,  by  me, 
Sent  you  this  favour :  Kneel  down  ;  rise  a  kni^  I 

Mar.  I  thank  his  majesty ! 

Long,  And  he  doth  ^rther 
Request  you  not  to  leave  the  court  so  soon  r 
For  though  your  former  merits  have  been  tinted, 
After  this  time  there  shall  no  office  fall 
Worthy  your  spirit,  (as  be  doth  confess 
There's  none  so  great)  but  you  shall  surely  hsTe  it 

Gent,  Do  you  hear  ?     If  you  yield  yet,  yoa  are 
an  ass. 

Mar,  I'll  shew  my  serrice  to  his  majesty 
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In  greater  tinngs  than  these :  but  for  this  small 


I  mast  entreat  his  highness  to  excuse  me. 
L9Mff.  ru  bear  your  knightly  worda  unto  the 

king, 
And  bring  his  princely  answer  back  again.     [.Exit. 
Gfnt.  Well  said !  Be  resolnts  a  while ;  I  know 
There  is  t  tide  of  honours  coming  on ; 
I  wanwit  you  I 

EnUr  Bbaupokt. 

Bean.  Where  is  this  new-made  knight  ? 

Mar.  Here,  sir. 

Beau.  Let  me  enfold  you  in  my  arms. 
Then  call  yoo  lord  I  the  king  will  have  it  so  : 
^lio  doth  entreat  your  lordship  to  remember 
Uu  message  sent  to  you  by  Longueville. 

Geni.  If  yon  be  dirty,  and  dare  not  monnt  aloft, 
Tod  may  yield  now  ;  I  know  what  I  would  do. 

Mar.  Peace !  I  will  fit  him.— Tell  his  majesty 
1  im  a  snbject,  and  1  do  confess 
I  ^erre  a  gradons  prince,  that  thus  hath  heap*d 
Honoore  on  me  without  desert ;  bnt  yet 
A j  for  the  message,  business  urgeth  me, 
I  most  begone,  and  he  must  pardon  me, 
Were  be  ten  thousand  kings  and  emperors. 

Beau.  I'll  teU  him  so. 

Gent.  Why,  thia  was  like  yourself! 

Beau.  Km  be  hath  wrought  him,  'tis  the  finest 
fellow  iAtide. 

That  e'er  was  Christmas-lord  I  he  carries  it 
S)  trolj  to  the  life,  as  though  he  were 
OtMT  of  the  plot  to  gull  himself.  [Exit. 

Gent.  Why,  so ! 
\n  sent  the  wisest  and  the  shrewdest  answer 
Into  the  king,  I  swear,  my  honoured  friend. 
That  erer  any  subject  sent  his  liege. 

Mar.  Nay,  now  I  know  I  have  him  on  the  hip, 

n  follow  it 

EtUer  LowooBTiLLS. 

^«ng.  My  honourable  lord ! 
G.Tf  me  your  noble  hand,  right  courteous  peer, 
A%1  from  henceforth  be  a  courtly  earl ; 
The  king  so  wills,  and  subjects  must  obey : 
(^••7  be  doth  desire  you  to  consider 
^  ^\i  request. 

Gent.  Why,  foith,  you  are  well,  my  lord ; 
I  '-^id  to  him. 

Mar.  Yield  ?  Why,  'twas  my  plot 

Gent.  Nay, 
T»M  your  wife's  plot. 

Mar.  To  get  preferment  by  it. 
Aad  thinks  he  now  to  pop  me  in  the  mouth 
Bit  with  an  earldom  ?     I'll  be  one  step  higher. 

Gent.  It  is  the  finest  lord  !     I  am  i^raid  anon 
ne  will  standupon't  to  share  the  kingdom  with  him. 

[Aside. 
Enter  Bcaufoit. 

^  Where's  this  courtly  earl  .> 
Hu  majesty  commends  his  Iotc  unto  yon, 
Aad  will  you  bnt  now  grant  to  his  request. 
He  bids  you  be  a  duke,  and  chuse  of  whence. 

G«/.  Why,  if  yon  yield  not  now,  you  are  undone ; 
^h&t  can  you  wish  to  have  more,  bnt  the  kingdom  ? 

Mar.  So  pleaae  hia  majesty,  I  would  be  duke 
^Bargnndy,  becauae  I  like  the  place. 

f  «oa.  I  know  the  king  is  pleased. 

'V«r.  Then  wiU  I  stoy, 
A&d  kiss  his  highness'  hand. 


JBeau.  His  majesty 
WiU  be  a  glad  man  when  he  hears  it. 

Lang,  But  how  shall  we  keep  this  from  the  world's 
ear,  [AHde  to  the  Gaitlemaii. 

That  some  one  tell  him  not,  he  is  no  duke? 

Gent.  We'll  think  of  that  anon.— Why,  gentle- 
Is  this  a  gracious  habit  for  a  duke  ?  [men 

Each  gentle  body  set  a  finger  to. 
To  pluck  the  clouds  (of  these  his  riding  weeds) 
From  off  the  orient  sun,  off  his  best  clothes ; 
I'll  pluck  one  boot  and  spur  off. 

Long.  I  another. 

Beau.  I'll  pluck  his  jerkin  off. 

Gent.  Sit  down,  my  lord. — 
Both  his  spurs  off  at  once,  good  Longuerille ! 
And,  Beaufort,  take  that  scarf  off;  and  that  hat 
Doth  npt  become  his  largely-sprouting  forehead. 
Now  set  your  gracious  foot  to  this  of  mine ; 
One  pluck  will  do  it ;  so  1      Off  with  the  other  1 

Long.  Lo,  thus  your  serrant  Longueville  doth 
Hie  trophy  of  your  former  gentry  off.-^  [pluck 
Off  with  his  jerkin,  Beaufort ! 

Gent.  Didst  thou  never  see 
A  nimble-footed  tailor  stand  so  in  his  stockings. 
Whilst  some  friend  help'd  to  pluck  his  jerkin  off. 
To  dance  a  jig  ? 

Enter  Jxqiras. 

Long,  Here's  his  man  Jaques  come, 
Booted  and  ready  still. 

Jaquea.  My  mistress  stays.— 
Why,  how  now,  sir?  What  do  your  worship  mean, 
To  pluck  your  grave  and  thrifty  habit  off? 

Mar.  My  slippers,  Jaques  ! 

Long.  Oh,  thou  mighty  duke  I  pardon  this  man, 
That  thus  hath  trespassed  in  ignorance. 

Mar,  I  pardon  him. 

Long.  His  grace's  slippers,  Jaques  1 

Jaques.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Long.  Footman,  he's  a  duke : 
The  king  hath  raised  him  above  all  his  land. 

Jaquea.  I'll  to  his  cousin  presently,  and  tell  him 
so; 
Oh,  what  a  dunghill  country  rogue  waa  1 1      [Exit. 

Enter  Lady  in  plain  apparel. 

Gent.  See,  aee  my  mistress ! 

Long.  Let's  observe  their  greeting. 

Ladg.  Unto  your  will,  as  every  g(Md  wife  ought, 
I  have  turn'd  aU  my  thoughts,  and  now  am  reaidy. 

Mar.  Oh,  wife,  I  am  not  worthy  to  kiss 
The  least  of  all  thy  toes,  much  less  thy  thumb. 
Which  yet  I  would  be  bold  with !  All  thy  counsel 
Hath  been  to  me  angelical ;  but  mine 
To  thee  hath  been  most  dirty,  like  my  mind. 
Dear  duchess,  I  must  stay. 

Lady.  What !  are  you  mad. 
To  make  me  dress,  and  undress,  turn  and  wind  me. 
Because  you  find  me  pliant  ?   Said  I  not 
The  whole  world  should  not  alter  me,  if  once 
I  were  resolved  ?  and  now  you  call  me  duchess  : 
Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mar.  Lo,  a  knight  doth  kneel 

Lady..  A  knight  ? 

Mar.  A  lord — 

Lady.  A  fool ! 

Mar.  I  say  doth  kneel 
An  earl,  a  duke. 

Long.  In  drawers. 

Beau,  Without  shoes. 
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Liidy.  Sure  you  are  lunatic. 

Gent,  No,  honour'd  duchess ; 
If  you  dare  but  believe  your  servant's  truth, 
I  know  he  is  a  duke. 

Long,  God  save  his  Grace ! 

Lady,  I  ask  your  Grace's  JMirdon ! 

Mat.  Then  i  rise : 


And  here,  in  token  that  all  strife  shall  end 
'Twixt  thee  and  me,  I  let  my  drawers  fiali. 
And  to  thy  hands  I  do  deliver  them ; 
Which  signifies,  that  in  all  acts  and  speeches. 
From  this  time  forth,  my  wife  shall   wear  the 
breeches. 
^Gent*  An  honourable  composition !         {^Bxtmd, 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I.— w^  Street. 
Enter  CLUiMoirr  and  Jaquks. 


Cler,  Shall  I  believe  thee,  Jaques  ? 
Jaguea,  Sir,  you  may. 
Cler,  Didst  thou  not  dream  ? 
Jaques.  I  did  not. 
Cler,  Nor  imagine  ? 

Jaquee,  Neither  of  both :    I  saw  him  great  and 
mighty ; 
I  saw  the  monsieurs  bow,  and  heard  them  cry, 
'*  Good  health  and  fortune  to  my  lord  the  duke !" 
Cler,  A  duke  ?  art  sure,  a  duke  ? 
Jaquee,  I  am  sure,  a  duke  ; 
And  80  sure,  as  I  know  myself  for  Jaques. 

Cler,  Yet  the  sun  may  dazzle !  Jaques,  was  it 
not 
Some  lean  commander  of  an  angry  block-house, 
To  keep  the  Flemish  eel-boats  from  invasion  ? 
Or  some  bold  baron  able  to  dispend 
His  fifty  pounds  a-year,  and  meet  the  foe 
Upon  the  king's  command,  in  gilded  canvas, 
And  do  his  deeds  of  worth  ?  or  was  it  not 
Some  place  of  gain,  as  derk  to  the  great  band 
Of  marrowbones,  tiiat  people  call  the  Switzers  ? 
Men  made  of  beef  and  sarcenet  ? 

Jaques,  Is  a  duke. 
His  chamber  hung  with  nobles  like  a  presence. 
Cler,  1  am  something  wavering  in  my  faith  : 
'Would  you  would  settle  me,  and  swear  it  is  so  ! 
Is  he  a  duke  indeed  ? 
Jaques,  I  swear  he  is. 

Cler,  I  am  satisfied.  He  is  my  kinsman,  Jaques, 
And  I  his  poor  unworthy  cousin. 
Jaques,  True,  sir. 

Cler,  I  might  have  been  a  duke  too;  I  had 
means, 
A  wife  as  fair  as  his,  and  as  wise  as  his. 
And  could  have  brook'd  the  court  as  well  as  his, 
And  laid  about  her  for  her  husband's  honour : 
Oh,  Jaques,  had  I  ever  dreamt  of  this, 
I  had  prevented  him. 

Jaques,  'Faith,  sir,  it  came 
Above  our  expectation  :  We  were  wise 
Only  in  seeking  to  undo  this  honour. 
Which 'sbew'd  our  dunghill  breeding  and  our  dirt. 

Cler.  But  tell  me,  Jaques, 
Why  could  we  not  perceive  ?  what  dull  devil 
Wrought  us  to  cross  this  noble  course,  persuading 
'Twould  be  his  overthrow  ?    For  me,  a  courtier 
Is  he  that  knows  sll,  Jaques,  and  does  sll : 
'Tis  as  his  noble  grace  hath  often  said, 
And  very  wisely,  Jaques,  we  are  fools, 
And  understand  just  nothing. 

Jaques,  Ay,  as  we  were, 
I  confess  it ;  but,  rising  with  our  great  master. 
We  shall  be  call'd  to  knowledge  wiUi  our  places : 


('Tis  nothing  to  be  wise,  not  thus  much  there] 

[Snap*  hisJinpcTS. 

There  is  not  the  least  of  the  billet-dealersy 
Nor  any  of  the  pastry,  or  the  kitchen, 
But  have  it  in  measure  delicate. 

Cler,  Methinks  this  greatness  of  the  duke's  my 
cousin's 
(I  ask  your  mercy,  Jsques  !  that  near  name 
Is  too  femiliar  for  me)  should  give  promise 
Of  some  great  benefits  to  his  attendants. 

Jaques,  I  have  a  suit  myself ;  and  it  is  rare. 
Or  I  mistake  my  ends  much. 
Cler,  What  is't,  Jaques  ? 
May  I  not  crave  the  place  ? 

Jaques.  Yes,  sir,  you  shall ; 
'Tis  to  be  but  his  grace's  secretary. 
Which  is  my  little  all,  and  my  ambition. 
Till  my  known  worth  shall  take  me  by  the  Itand 
And  set  me  higher.    How  the  fates  may  do 
In  this  poor  thread  of  life,  is  yet  uncertain  : 
I  was  not  bom,  I  take  it,  for  a  trencher. 
Nor  to  espouse  my  mistress'  dairy-maid. 

Cler,  I  am  resolved  my  wife  shall  up  to  conrt  \ 
(I'll  fiimish  her)  that  is  a  speeding  course. 
And  cannot  chuse  but  breed  almighty  fortone* 
What  a  fine  youth  was  I,  to  let  him  start. 
And  get  the  rise  before  me !  I'll  dispatch. 
And  put  myself  in  monies. 

Jaques,  'Mass,  'tis  true ! 
And,  now  you  talk  of  money,  sir,  my  business 
For  taking  [up]  those  crowns  must  be  dispatch'd  : 
This  little  plot  i'  th*  country  lies  most  fit 
To  do  his  grace  such  serviceable  uses, 
I  must  about  it. 

Cler.  Yet  before  you  go. 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  bear  my  humble  acr^iice 
To  the  great  duke  your  master,  and  his  duchessp 
And  live  yourself  in  favour  1  Say,  my  wife 
Shall  there  attend  them  shortly ;  so  fiu^well ! 
Jaques,  I'll  see  you  mounted,  sir. 
Cler,  It  may  not  be ! 
Your  place  is  far  above  it ;  spare  yourself. 
And  know  I  am  your  servant.    Fare  you  well ! 
Jaques,  Sir,  I  shall  rest  to  be  commanded  by 
you. —  [Exit  Clbsimokt. 

This  place  of  secretary  will  not  content  me ; 
I  must  be  more  and  greater.  Let  me  see  I 
To  be  a  baron  is  no  such  great  matter. 
As  people  take  it :  For,  say  I  were  a  count, 
I  am  still  an  under  person  to  this  duke, 
(Which  methinks  sounds  but  harshly ;)  but  m  duke-! 
Oh,  I  am  strangely  taken !  'tis  a  duke. 
Or  nothing ;  I'll  advise  upon't,  and  see 
What  may  done  by  wit  and  industry*  [Bjext. 
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SCENE  ll^^Before  Marine's  House. 

Enttrl^j,  LoffouBviLLB,  Bbauvort,  attd  Gentleman. 

Lady,  It  most  be  carried  closely,  with  a  care 
That  DO  man  ipeak  unto  him,  or  come  near  him, 
WithoQt  oor  private  knowledge,  or  be  made 
Afordund  to  oar  practice.    My  good  hasband, 
I  .<bail  entreat  yon  now  to  stay  a  while. 
And  proTc  a  noble  coxcomb.  Gentlemen, 
Yoar  ooimael  and  advice  aboat  this  carriage  ! 

Gent,  Alas,  good  man,  I  do  begin  to  moora 
His  dire  massjkcre :  What  a  persecution 
bpoviog  down  upon  him  !  Sure  he  is  sinfuL 

Lfatg.  Let  him  be  kept  in's  chamber,  under  show 
Of  state  and  dignity,  and  no  man  suffered 
To  see  his  noble  face,  or  have  access, 
Bet  ve  that  are  conspirators  1 

Beau.  Or  else, 
Dom  with  him  into  th'  coimtry  amongst   his 

tenants! 
There  he  may  live  fiir  longer  in  his  greatness, 
SjA  plaj  the  fool  in  pomp  amongst  his  fellows. 

If^.  No,  he  shall  play  the  fool  i'  th*  city,  and 
I  will  Dot  lose  the  greatness  of  this  jest,        [stay ; 
'That  shall  be  given  to  my  wit)  for  the  whole  re- 
venoes. 
<^.  Then  thus ;  well  have  a  guard  about  his 
porson, 
^  no  man  come  too  near  him,  and  ourselves 
Alnjs  in  company ;  have  him  into  the  city 
To  fee  his  face  swdl ;  whilst,  in  divers  comers, 
'^ome  of  oar  own  appointing  shall  be  ready 
To  ay,  ••  Heaven  bless  your  grace,  long  Uve  your 
grace."' 
lady.  Servant,  yonr  counsel  is  excellent  good. 
And  ihall  be  follow'd  ;  'twill  be  rarely  strange 
To  lee  him  stated  thus,  as  though  he  went 
A-dirofing  through  the  city,  or  intended 
To  set  ap  gome  new  stake :  I  shall  not  hold 
From  open  laughter,  when  I  hear  him  cry, 
"Come hither,  my  sweet  dachess ;  let  me  kiss 
^f  gradoaa  lips  V*  for  this  will  be  his  phrases. 
i  fear  me  nothing,  but  his  legs  will  break 
iBder  his  mighty  weight  of  such  a  greatness. 
Btau.  Now  methinks,  dearest   lady,  you  are 
too  crnel  ; 
^^  ^ery  heart  will  fireeze  in  knowing  this, 
^y*  No,  no ;  the  man  was  never  of  such 
deepness, 

,.  13  make  eoncdt  his  master :  Sir,  111  assure  you 
I  He  will  oat-live  twenty  such  pageants. 
*«^re  be  but  my  cousin,  or  my  brother, 
:  Aid  sQch  a  desperate  killer  of  his  fortune, 
I  Is  this  belief  he  should  die,  thoogh  it  cost  me 
A  tKouaod  crowns  a-day  to  hold  it  up ; 
^>  vere  1  not  known  his  vrife,  and  so  to  have 
u  t»iiial  feeling  of  this  ill  he  suffers, 
[^  sMd  be  thus  till  all  the  boys  i'  the  town 
1^  ><^  suit  to  wear  his  badges  in  their  liats, 
I  ^^  '^^  before  his  grace  with  sticks  and  nosegays. 

I  *fn»rried  women  hold 

^'tnl.  Tis  well ;  no  more ! 
Tae  dnke  is  entering :  Set  your  &ces  right, 
.  And  bow  like  country  prologues.  Here  he  comes. 
^Make  room  afore  !  the  duke  is  entering. 

EnUr  llaaiNB. 

^^.  The   choicest  fortunes  wait  upon  our 

dakc! 
^'  And  give  him  aU  content  and  happiness  ! 


Beau.  Let  his  great  name  live  to  the  end  of 
time  ! 

Mar,  We  thank  you,  and  are  pleased  to  give 
you  notice 
We  shall  at  fitter  times  wait  on  yonr  loves  ; 
Till  when,  be  near  us. 

Lwhg.  'TIS  a  valiant  purge,  iAside. 

And  works  extremely ;  't  has  delivered  him 
Of  all  right  worshipfol  and  gentle  humours, 
And  left  his  belly  fill  of  nobleness. 

Mar.  It  pleased  the  king  my  master,    . 
For  sundry  virtues  not  unknown  to  him. 
And  the  all-seeing  state,  to  lend  his  hand. 
And  raise  me  to  this  eminence ;  how  this 
May  seem  to  other  men,  or  stir  the  minds 
Of  such  as  are  my  fellow-peers,  I  know  not ; 
I  would  desire  their  loves  in  just  designs. 

Lady.  Now,  by  my  faith,  he  does  well,  very  well : 

lApart  to  tke  Gentleman. 
Beshrew  my  heart,  I  have  not  seen  a  better, 
Of  a  raw  fellow,  that  before  this  day 
Never  rehearsed  his  state :  'Tis  marvellous  well : 

Gent.  Is  he  not  duke  indeed  ?  see  how  he  looks, 
As  if  his  spirit  were  a  last  or  two 
Above  his  veins,  and  stretch 'd  his  noble  hide  I 

Long.  He's  high  braced,  like  a  drum ;  pray  God 
he  break  not ! 

Bedu.  Why,  let  him  break ;  there's  but  a  calf  s- 

Lonff.  May't  please  your  grace  [skin  lost. 

To  see  the  city  ?  'twill  be  to  the  minds 
And  much  contentment  of  the  doubtful  people. 

Mar,  I  am  determined  so  :  Till  my  return, 
I  leave  my  honour'd  duchess  to  her  chamber. 
Be  careful  of  your  health  !  I  pray  yon  be  so. 

Gent,  Your  grace  shall  suffer  us,  your  humble 
To  give  attendance,  fit  so  great  a  person,  [servants , 
Upon  your  body  ? 

Mar.  I  am  pleased  so. — 

Long.  lAsicte.']  Away,  good  Beaufort ;  raise  a 
guard  sufficient 
To  keep  him  from  the  reach  of  tongues  ;  be  quick ! 
And,  do  you  hear  ?  remember  how  the  streets 
Must  be  disposed  for  cries  and  salutations.^ 
Your  grace  determines  not  to  see  the  king  ? 

Mar.  Not  yet ;  I  shall  be  ready  ten  days  hence 
To  kiss  his  highness*  hand,  and  give  him  thanks. 
As  it  is  fit  I  should,  for  his  great  bounty. 
Set  forward,  gentlemen ! 

Groom,  Room  for  the  duke  there ! 

lExeunt  Marins,  Lowoubvills,  ij^e. 

Lady.  'Tis  fit  he  should  have  room  to  shew  his 
mightiness, 
He  swells  so  with  his  poison  ! — 'Tis  better  to 
Reclaim  you  thus,  than  make  a  sheep's-head  of  you ; 
It  had  been  but  your  due ;  but  I  have  mercy,  sir, 
And  mean  to  reclaim  you  by  a  director  course. 
That  woman  is  not  worthy  of  a  soul, 
That  has  the  sovereign  power  to  rule  her  husband. 
And  gives  her  title  up  ;  so  long  provided 
As  there  be  fur  play,  and  his  state  not  wrong'd. 

EtUer  Shattiluok. 

Shai.  I  would  be  glad  to  know  whence  this  neif 
duke  springs. 
The  people  buz  abroad ;  or  by  what  title 
He  received  his  dignity  :  'Tis  very  strange 
There  should  be  such  close  juggling  in  the  state ! 
But  I  am  tied  to  silence ;  yet  a  day 
May  come,  and  soon,  to  perfect  all  these  doubts. 

Lady.  It  is  the  mad  Shattillion  :  By  my  soul, 
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I  suffer  much  for  this  poor  gentleman  ! 

I  will  speak  to  him ;  may  he  be  yet  knows  me« — 

Monsieur  ShattiUion  1 

Shot,  Can  you  give  me  reason. 
From  whence  this  great  duke  sprang  that  walks 

Lady,  Even  from  the  king  hiniiBelf.      [abroad  ? 

Shai.  As  you  are  a  woman, 
I  think  you  may  be  cover'd  i  Yet  your  prayer 
Would  do  no  harm,  good  woman. 

Lady,  God  preserve  him ! 

Shat.  I  say  amen,  and  so  say  all  good  subjects  1 

Enter  SBATnujoir's  Love. 

Love,  Lady,  as  ever  you  have  loved,  or  shall. 
As  you  have  hope  of  Heaven,  lend  your  hand 
And  wit,  to  draw  this  poor  distracted  man 
Under  your  roof,  from  the  broad  eyes  of  people, 
And  wonder  of  the  streets. 

Lady.  With  all  my  heart : 
My  feeling  of  his  grief  and  loss  is  much. 

Love,  Sir,  now  you  are  come  so  near  the  prison, 
will  you 
Go  in,  and  visit  your  fair  Love  ?  Poor  soul  1 
She  would  be  glad  to  see  you. 

Shot,  This  same  duke 
Is  but  apocryphal ;  there's  no  creation 
That  can  stand,  where  titles  are  not  right. 

Love.  'Tis  true,  sir. 

Shot.  This  is  another  draft  upon  my  life ! 
Let  me  examine  well  the  words  I  spake  : 
The  words  I  spake  were,  that  this  novel  duke  is 
Not  o'  th'  true  making ;  'tis  to  me  most  certain. 

Lady,  You  are  as  right,  sir,  as  you  went  by  line. 

SKai,  And  to  the  grief  of  many  thousands  more — 

Lady,  If  there  be  any  such,  God  comfort  them ! 

Shot.  Whose  mouths  may  open  when  the  time 
shall  please, 
I  am  betray'd !  Commend  me  to  the  king. 
And  tell  him  I  am  sound,  and  crave  but  justice. 
You  shall  not  need  to  have  your  guard  upon  me, 
Which  I  am  sure  are  placed  for  my  attachment. 
Lead  on  I  I  am  obedient  to  my  bonds. 

Love,  Good  sir^  be  not  displeased  with  us  I  We 
are 
But  servants  to  his  highness'  will,  to  make  that 
good. 

Shai,  I  do  forgive  you,  even  with  my  heart. 
Shall  I  entreat  a  favour  ? 

Lady.  Anything. 

Shai.  To  see  my  Love,  before  that  fatal  stroke, 
And  publish  to  ibe  world  my  Christian  death, 
And  true  obedience  to  the  crown  of  France. 

Love.  I  hope  it  shall  not  need,  sir ;  for  there's 
mercy, 
As  well  as  justice,  in  his  royal  heart.         iExeuhU 


SCENE  III.— ^  Sireei. 

Enter  three  Gentlemen  and  Others. 

1  Geni,  Every  man  take  his  corner!  Here  am  I, 
You  there,  and  you  in  that  place ;  so  1  be  perfect ; 
Have  a  great  care  your  cries  be  loud,  and  laces 
Full  of  dqected  fear  and  humbleness. 
He  comes. 

Enter  Jaquss. 

Jaquee.  Fy,  how  these  streets  are  charged  and 
sweU'd 
With  these  same  rascally  people !  Give  more  room, 
Or  1  shall  have  occasion  to  distribute 


A  martial  alms  amongst  you ;  As  I  aoa  a  gentle- 
I  have  not  seen  such  rude  disorder  I  They     [man. 
Follow  him  like  a  prise.    There's  no  true  gaper 
Like  to  your  citisen  !  he  will  tNS  sure 
The  bears  shall  not  pass  by  his  door  in  peace. 
But  he  and  all  his  liunily  will  follow. — 

Enter  BiAanra,  Lonoustxixb,  and  Bsadvokt. 

Room  there  afore ;  sound !  Give  room^  and  keep 

your  places, 
And  you  may  see  enough ;  keep  your  places  ! 

Long.  These  people  are  too  &runmanDer'd,  thus 
To  stop  your  grace's  way  with  multitudes. 

Jlfor.  Rebuke  them  not,  good  monsiear :  Tis 
their  loves. 
Which  I  will  answer,  if  it  please  my  stars 
To  spare  me  life  and  health. 

2  Geni,  Bless  your  grace ! 
Mar,  And  you,  with  all  my  heart. 

1  Gent.  Now  Heaven  preserve  your  happjdajfil 
Mar.  I  thank  you  too. 

3  Geni.  Now  Heaven  save  your  grace  ! 
Mar,  I  thank  you  all. 

Beau.  On  there  before  ! 

Mar.  Stand,  gentlemen ! 
Stay  yet  a  while ;  for  I  am  minded  to  impart 
My  love  to  these  good  people,  and  my  firiends. 
Whose  loTe  and  prayers  for  my  greatness 
Are  equal  in  abundance.    Note  me  well. 
And  with  my  words  my  heart ;  for  as  the  tree 

Long,  Your  grace  had  best  beware;  'twill  h 
Your  greatness  with  the  people.  linfonn'^ 

Mar,  I  had  more. 
My  honest  and  ingenuous  people ;  but 
The  weight  of  business  hath  prevented  me  ; 
I  am  call'd  from  you :  But  this  tree  I  spake  of 
Shall  bring  forth  fruit,  I  hope,  to  your  content. 
And  so,  I  share  my  bowels  amongst  yoa  alL 

AU.  A  noble  duke  !  a  very  noble  duke  I 

Enter  Fourth  Qentleman. 

Geni,  Afore  there,  gentlemen ! 

4  GerU,   You  are  foirly  met,  good   monaien 

Mount-Marine  I 

Geni,  Be  advised  !  the  time  is  altered. 

4  Geni.  Is  he  not  the  same  man  he  vfaa  afore  I 

Mar,  StiU  the  same  man  to  you,  sir. 

Long.  You  have  received  mighty  grace  ;    1^ 

A  Geni.  Let  me  not  die  in  ignorance.    [thanVfn] 

Long,  You  shall  not : 
Then  know,  the  king,  out  of  his  love,  hath  please 
To  style  him  duke  of  Burgundy. 

4  Geni.  Oh,  great  duke,  C&^«vd 

Thus  low  I  pleul  for  pardon,  and  desire 
To  be  enroll'd  amongst  your  poorest  slaves. 

Mar.  Sir,  you  have  mercy,  and  withal  my  hand 
From  henceforth  let  me  call  you  one  of  mine. 

Geni,  Make  room  afore  there,  and  dismiaa  tl 
people  1 

Mair,  Every  man  to  his  house  in  peace  and  q^ii^ 

People.  Now  Heayen  preserve  the  duke  I  He«v^ 
bless  the  duke  1  lBx<^ji 

— # — 

SCENE  IV. — A  Room  in  MxaiKa'a  Hou^^^ 

EnUr  Lady,  with  a  letter  in  her  AoimC. 

Lady*  This  letter  came  this  morning  firoaa  n 
cousin : 
**  To  the  great  lady,  high  and  mighty  dnchesa 
Of  Burgundy,  be  these  deliver'd." 
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Ob,  for  a  stronger  lace  to  keep  mj  breath, 
Tliat  I  may  langh  the  nine  days,  tUl  the  wonder 
Fall  to  an  ebb !  the  high  and  mighty  dnchess  ? 
The  hi^  and  mighty  ?  God,  what  a  style  ia  this  I 
Methi^  it  goes  like  a  Duchy  lope-man : 
A  Udder  of  a  hundred  rounds  will  fiul 
To  reach  the  top  on't.    Well,  my  gentle  cousin, 
I  know,  by  these  contents,  your  itch  of  honour : 
You  must  to  th*  court  you  say,  and  very  shortly : 
You  shall  be  welcome  ;  and  if  your  wife  have  wit, 
I'll  pat  her  in  a  thriving  course ;  if  not. 
Her  own  sin  on  her  own  head !  not  a  blot 
Shall  stain  my  reputation,  only  this ; 
I  must  for  health  B  sake  sometimes  make  an  ass 
Of  the  tame  moil  my  husband ;  'twill  do  him  good. 
And  give  him  fresher  brains,  me  fresher  blood. 
Now  for  the  noble  duke !  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  IfAanrc,  Loi«ousviiiji,  BaAUFOBT,  and  Gentlemen. 

Yoor  grace  is  well  retum'd. 

Mar.  Aa  well  as  may  be ; 
Never  in  younger  health,  never  more  able : 
1  mean  to  be  your  bed-fellow  this  night ; 
Let  me  have  good  encounter. 

Beau,  Bless  me.  Heaven, 
What  a  hot  meat  this  greatness  is  ! 

Long,  It  may  be  so  ; 
For  ru  be  sworn  he  hath  not  got  a  snap 
This  two  months  on  my  knowledge,  or  her  woman 
It  damn'd  for  swearing  it. 

Mar,  I  thank  you,  gentlemen,  for  your  attend- 
ance, 
And  also  your  great  pains !  Pray  know  my  lodgings 
Better  and  oftner ;  do  so,  gentlemen ! 
Now,  by  my  honour,  as  I  am  a  prince, 
1  speak  sincerely,  know  my  lodgings  better. 
And  be  not  strangers !  I  shall  see  your  service 
And  your  deservings,  when  you  least  expect 

AU,  We  humbly  thank  your  grace  for  this  great 

Mar,  Jaques !  [favour. 

Jaquet,  Your  Grace  ? 

Mar,  Be  ready  for  the  country, 
And  let  my  tenants  know  the  king's  great  love  ; 
Saj  I  would  see  them,  but  the  weight  at  court 
Lies  heavy  on  my  shoulders;  let  them  know 
I  do  expect  their  duties  in  attendance 
'Gsiost  the  next  feast ;  wait  for  my  cominc. 
Go  tMkfi  up  post-horse,  and  be  full  of  speML 

lExU  Jaqobs. 

Lad^,  I  would  desire  your  grace 

Mar,  You  shall  desire. 
And  have  your  full  desire :  Sweet  duchess,  speak  ! 

Lad]f,  To  have  some  conference  with  a  gentle- 
That  seems  not  altogether  void  of  reason :      [man 
He  talks  of  titles,  and  things  near  the  crown ; 
And  knowing  none  so  fit  as  vour  good  grace 
To  give  the  difference  in  suoi  points  of  state 

Mar,  What  is  he? 
If  he  be  noble,  or  have  any  part 
That's  worthy  our  converse,  we  do  accept  him. 

Lady,  I  can  assure  your  grace  his  strain  is  noble; 
But  he  is  very  subtle. 

Mar,  Let  him  be  so  ! 
Let  him  have  all  the  brains,  I  shall  demonstrate 
How  this  most  Christian  crown  of  France  can  bear 
No  other  show  of  title  than  the  king's. 
I  will  gQ  in  and  meditate  for  half  an  hour, 
And  then  be  ready  for  him  pres^itly  ; 
I  win  convert  him  quickly,  or  confound  him. 
G€nL  Is  mad  ShattUBon  here  ? 


Ladp.  Is  here,  and  his  lady. 
I  pr'ythee,  servant,  feteh  him  hither. 

Gent,  Why, 
What  do  you  mean  to  put  him  to  ? 

Ladp,  To  chat 
With  the  mad  lad  my  husband ;  'twill  be  brave 
To  hear  them  speak,  babble,  stare,  and  prate  ! 

Beau.  But  what  shall  be  the  end  of  all  this, 
kdy? 

Ent4r  Shattillioiv  and  Lova 

Lady,  Leave  that  to  me.    Now  for  the  grand 
dispute! 
For  see,  here  comes  Shattillion  :  As  I  live, 
Methinks  all  France  should  bear  part  of  his  grfefs. 

Long,  111  feteh  my  lord  the  duke. 

Shot,  Where  am  I  now  ? 
Or  whither  will  you  lead  me  ?  to  my  death  ? 
I  crave  my  privilege ! 
I  must  not  die,  but  by  just  course  of  law. 

Gent.  His  miyesty  hath  sent  bv  me  your  pardon ; 
He  meant  not  yon  should  die,  but  would  entreat 
To  lay  the  fall  state  of  your  title  open,  [you 

Unto  a  grave  and  noble  gentleman. 

Enter  BlAiuifB  and  LoNoujnnixs. 

The  duke  of  Burgundy,  who  here  doth  come  ; 
Who,  either  by  his  wCsdom  will  confute  you, 
Or  else  inform  and  satisfy  the  long. 

Beau,  May't  please  your  grace,  this  is  the  gen- 
tleman. 

Mar,  Is  this  he  that  chops  logic  with  my  liege  ? 

Shat,  Do  ye  mock  me  ?  You  are  great,  the  tame 
will  come 
When  you  shall  be  as  much  contemn'd  as  I. 
Where  are  the  ancient  complimento  of  France, 
That  upstarto  brave  the  princes  of  the  blood  ? 

Mar,  Your  title,  sir,  in  short ! 

Shat,  He  must,  sir,  be 
A  better  statesman  than  yourself,  that  can 
Trip  me  in  any  thing ;  I  will  not  speak 
Before  these  witaesses. 

Mar,  Depart  the  room ; 
For  none  shall  stay,  no,  not  my  dearest  duchess. 

Lady,  [Aside.]  We'll  stand  behind  the  arras, 
and  hear  all. 

^Exeunt  all  but  HARorc  and  SHAmixioir. 

Mar,  In  that  chair  take  your  place ;  I  in  this : 
Discourse  your  title  now. 

Shat,  Sir,  you  shall  know. 
My  Love's  true  title,  mine  by  marriage  ; 
Setting  aside  the  first  race  of  French  kings. 
Which  will  not  here  concern  us,  as  Pharamond, 
Witii  Clodius,  Meroveus,  and  Chilperick, 
And  to  come  down  unto  the  second  race. 
Which  we  will  likewise  slip 

Mar.  But  take  me  with  you ! 

Shat,  I  pray  you  give  me  leave!     Of  Martel 
The  father  of  kmg  Pepin,  who  was  sire    [Charles, 
To  Charles,  the  great  and  famous  Chariemain ; 
And  to  come  to  me  third  race  of  French  kings. 
Which  will  not  be  greatly  pertinent  in  this  cause 
Betwixt  the  king  and  me,  of  which  you  know 
Hogh  Capet  was  the  first ; 
Next  his  son  Robert,  Henry  then,  and  Philip, 
With  Ltfwis,  and  his  son  a  Lewis  too. 
And  of  that  name  the  seventh  ;  but  all  this 
Springs  from  a  female,  as  it  shall  appear- 


Afar.  Now  give  me  leave  1    I  grant  you 
your  title, 


this 
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At  the  first  sight,  carries  some  show  of  truth  ; 
Bat  if  ye  weigh  it  well,  ye  shall  find  light. 
Is  not  his  majesty  possessed  in  peace. 
And  justice  executed  in  his  name  ? 
And  can  you  think  the  most  Christian  king 
Would  do  this»  if  he  saw  not  reason  for  it  ? 

Shot.  But  had  not  the  tenth  Lewis  a  sole  daugh- 

Jlfar.  I  cannot  teU.  [ter  ? 

Shat.  But  answer  me  directly. 

Mar.  It  is  a  most  seditious  question. 

Shat,  Is  this  your  justice  ? 

Mar,  I  stand  for  my  king. 

ShaL  Was  ever  heir-apparent  thus  abused ! 
I'll  have  your  head  for  this  I 

Mar,  Why,  do  your  wont ! 

Shai.  Will  no  one  stir  to  apprehend  this  traitor  ? 
A  guard  about  my  person  !     Will  none  come  ? 
Must  my  own  royal  hands  perform  the  deed  ? 
Then  thus  I  do  arrest  you.  ISeixes  him. 

Mar.  Treason!  help! 

Snter  Lady,  Lomoubtillb,  BsAuroRT,  and  Gentleman. 

.    Lady,  Help,  help,  my  lord  and  husband  I 
Mar,  Help  the  duke  1 


Long.  Forbear  his  grace's  person  ! 

Shat.  Forbear  yon 
To  touch  him  that  your  heir  apparent  weds  ! 
But,  by  this  hand,  I  will  have  aUyonr  hesids.  lEsit, 

Gent.  How  doth  your  grace  ? 

Mar.  Why,  well. 

Gent,  How  do  you  find  his  title  ? 

Mar.  Tis  a  dangerous  one. 
As  can  come  by  a  female. 

Gent.  Ay,  'tis  true ; 
But  the  law  Salique  cuts  him  off  fh>m  sH. 

Long.  I  do  beseech  your  grace  how  stands  his 
tiUe  ? 

Mar,  Pho !  nothing !  the  law  Saliqae  cuts  him 
off  from  all. 

Ladg,  My  gradoos  husband,  you  most  now  pre- 
pare. 
In  all  your  grace's  pomp  to  entertain 
Your  cousin,  who  is  now  a  couTertite, 
And  follows  here ;  this  night  he  will  be  here. 

Mar,  Be  ready  all  in  luwte !  I  do  intend 
To  shew  before  ny  cousin's  wond'ring  face. 
The  greatness  of  my  pomp,  and  of  my  place. 

lExemnt 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Street, 


Enter  Glbkimont,  kU  Wife,  and  Anthokt. 

Cler.  Sirrah,  is  all  things  carried  to  the  tailor  ? 
The  measure  and  the  fashion  of  the  gown, 
With  the  best  trim  ? 

jinth.  Yes,  sir,  and  'twill  be  ready 
Within  this  two  days. 

Cler.  For  myself  I  care  not ; 
I  have  a  suit  or  two  of  ancient  velvet,^ 
Which,  with  some  small  correcting  and  addition, 
May  steal  into  the  presence. 

Wife.  'Would  my  gown 
Were  ready  !  husband,  I  will  lay  my  life 
To  make  you  something  ere  to-morrow  night. 

Cler.  It  must  not  be 
Before  we  see  the  duke,  and  have  advice, 
How  to  behave  ourselves.     Let's  in  the  whUe, 
And  keep  ourselves  from  knowledge,  till  time  shdl 
call  us !  lExeunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  inMAKivE'u  House, 
Enter  LoitauaviLLa  and  BsAUfoitr. 

Long.  I  much  admire  the  fierce  masculine  spirit 
Of  this  dread  Amazon. 

Beau.  This'foUowing  night 
I'll  have  a  wench  in  solace. 

Long.  Sir,  I  hear  you. 
And  wiU  be  with  you,  if  I  live ;  no  more ! 

Enter  Hasia. 

Maria,  My  lady  would  entreat  your  presence, 

gentlemen. 
Beau,  We  will  obey  your  lady ;  she  is  worthy. 
Long.  You  light  o'  love,  a  word  or  two. 
Maria.  Your  will,  sir  ? 
Long.  Hark  in  your  ear! 
Wilt  thou  be  married  ?    Speak,  wilt  thou  marry  ? 
Maria.  Married  ?  to  whom,  sir  ? 


Long,  To  a  proper  fellow. 
Landed,  and  able-bodied  ? 

Maria,  Why  do  you  flout  me,  sir  f 

Long.  I  swear  I  do  not ; 
I  love  thee  for  thy  lady's  sake :  Be  ftee  f 

Maria.  If  I  could  meet  such  matches  as  yoi 
speak  of, 
I  were  a  very  child  to  lose  my  time,  sir. 

Long.  What  sayest  thou  to  monsieur  Beanfort 

Maria.  Sir, 
I  say  he  is  a  proper  gentleman,  and  far 
Above  my  means  to  look  at. 

L&ng.  Dost  thou  like  him  ? 

Maria.  Yes,  sir,  and  ever  did. 

Long.  He  is  thine  own. 

Maria.  You  are  too  great  in  promiaea. 

Lang.  Be  ruled. 
And  follow  my  advice,  he  shall  be  thine. 

Maria.  'Would  you  would  make  it  good,   sir 

Lang.  Do  but  thus  ; 
Get  thee  a  cushion  underneath  thy  clothes. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  me. 

Maria.  I'll  be  your  scholar ; 
I  cannot  lose  much  by  the  venture,  sure. 

Lofig.  Thou  vrilt  lose  a  pretty  maidenhead,  q 
rogue, 
Or  I  am  much  o'  th'  bow  hand.  You'll  remembe 
If  all  this  take  effect,  who  did  it  for  yon. 
And  what  I  may  deserve  for  such  a  kindness  ? 

Maria,  Yours,  sir.  iEjmn 


SCENE  III.— .^  StreeL     f/ighi. 

Enter  Jaquis  and  SfUTmxioit  teveral^^ 

Jaques.  Save  you,  sir  I 

Shot.  Save  the  king ! 

Jaques.  I  pray  you,  sir,  which  b  the  nearc 

way — 
Shat.  Save  the  king  \  This  is  the  nearest 
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Jaquet,  Which  is  the  nearest  way  to  the  post- 
house? 

Shot.  God  ssTe  the  king  and  bis  post-house ! 

Jaqtte$.  I  pray,  sir,  direct  me  to  the  house. 

SluU.  Hearen  save  the  king  !  You  cannot  catch 
me,  sir. 

Jaquet,  I  de  not  understand  you,  sir. 

ShaL  You  do  not  ? 
I  lay,  you  cannot  catch  me,  sir. 

JaqueM.  Not  catch  you,  sir  ? 

Shiu,  No,  sir ;  nor  can  the  king. 
With  all  his  stratagems,  and  his  forced  tricks, 
(Although  he  put  his  nobles  in  disguise, 
Nerer  so  oft,  to  sift  into  my  words) 
By  course  of  law,  lay  hold  upon  my  life. 

Jaques,  It  is  a  business  that  my  lord  the  duke 
Is  by  the  king  employed  in,  and  he  thinks 
I  am  acquainted  with  it.  lAiide. 

Shot.  1  shall  not  need 
To  rip  the  cause  up,  from  the  first,  to  you ; 
But  if  his  majesty  had  suffered  me 
To  marry  her,  though  she  be,  after  him. 
The  right  heir-general  to  the  crown  of  France, 
I  would  not  have  conyey'd  her  into  Spain, 
As  it  was  thought,  nor  would  I  e'er  have  join'd 
With  the  reformed  churches,  to  make  them 
Stand  for  my  cause. 

Jaque*.  I  do  not  think  you  would. 

Shiu,  I  thank  you,  sir.  And  since  I  see  you  are 
A  fiivourer  of  Tirtnes  kept  in  bondage, 
Tell  directly  to  my  sovereign  king, 
(For  so  I  will  acknowledge  him  for  ever) 
How  you  have  found  my  staid  affections 
Settled  for  peace,  and  for  the  present  state. 

Jaquea.  Why,  sir 

Shot,  And,  good  sir,  tell  him  further  this  ; 
That  notwithstanding  iSi  suggestions  brought 
To  him  against  me,  and  all  Ms  suspidous 
(Which  are  innumerable)  of  my  treasons, 
If  be  will  warrant  me  but  public  trial, 
rU  freely  yield  myself  into  his  hands  : 
Can  he  have  more  than  this  ? 

^•quet.  No,  by  my  troth. 

Shai,  I  would  his  m^esty  would  hear  but  reason 
As  well  as  you ! 

Joquei.  But,  sir,  you  do  mistake  me. 
For  1  ne'er  saw  the  king 
In  an  my  life  but  once ;  Therefore,  good  sir, 
M*7  it  please  yon  to  shew  me  which  is  the  post- 
house? 

Shot,  I  cry  you  mercy,  sir !    then  you're  my 

Jaques,  Yes,  sir.  [friend  ? 

«yAai.  And  such  men  are  very  rare  with  me  ! 
Thepost-houseishardby.  Farewell  I 

Jaquet,  I  thank  you,  sir !  I  must  ride  hard  to- 
And  it  is  dark  abready.  [night, 

Shot,  I  am  cruel. 
To  send  this  man  directly  to  his  death, 
^t  is  my  fnend,  and  I  might  easily  save  him  : 
He  shall  not  die — Come  back,  my  friend,  come 

Joquet.  What  is  your  will  ?  [back ! 

Shot,  Do  you  not  know  ? 

Jaquet.  Not  I. 

Shot,  And  do  you  gather  nothing  by  my  face  ? 

Joques.  No,  sir. 
Shot.  Virtne  is  ever  innocent. 
W  iM>t  the  fault  on  me  ;  I  grieve  for  you, 
And  wish  that  all  my  tears  might  win  your  safety. 
Jaqiitt,  Why.  sir  ? 
SkaL  Alas,  good  friend,  you  are  undone, 


▼Ol.  II. 


The  more  ill  fortune  mine,  to  be  the  means 
Of  your  sad  overthrow :  You  know  not  me  ? 

Jaques.  No,  truly,  sir. 

Shai.  'Would  you  had  never  seen  me  ! 
I  am  a  man  pursued  by  the  whole  state. 
And  sore  some  one  bath  seen  me  talk  with  you. 

Jaques.  Yes,  divers,  sir. 

Shot.  Why  then,  your  head  is  gone. 

Jaques.  I'll  out  of  town. 

ShaL  *  Would  it  were  soon  enough  1 
Stay,  if  you  love  your  life :  or  else  you  are  taken. 

Jaques.  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Shai.  I'll  venture  deeply  for  him. 
Rather  than  cast  away  an  innocent : — 
Take  courage,  friend !  I  will  preserve  thy  life. 
With  hazard  of  mine  own. 

Jaques.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Shat.  This  night  thou  shalt  be  lodged  within 
my  doors. 
Which  shall  be  all  lock*d  fast ;  and  in  the  mom 
I'll  so  provide,  you  shall  have  free  access 
To  the  sea-side,  and  so  be  shipt  away. 
Ere  any  know  it. 

Jaques,  Good  sir,  suddenly ! 
I  am  afraid  to  die. 

Shai.  Then  follow  me.  lExetmt  into  a  house. 

Enter  SHAmixioK's  Love. 

Love.  This  way  he  went,  and  there's  the  house  : 
His  better  angel  hath  directed  him  [I  hope 

To  leave  the  wand'ring  streets.     Poor  gentleman  ! 
'Would  I  were  able  with  as  free  a  heart 
To  set  his  soul  right,  as  I  am  to  grieve 
The  ruin  of  his  fisme.  which  God  forgive  me  ! — 
[^Knocki  at  the  door.   SaArriixioN  appears  at  a  window. 
Sir,  if  you  be  within,  I  pray,  sir,  speak  to  me. 

Shai,  I  am  within,  and  will  be  :  What  are  you? 

Love.  A  friend. 

Shai.  No,  sir ;  you  must  pardon  me  ; 
I  am  acquainted  with  none  such. — Be  speedy, 

[To  Jaquu  within. 
Friend  ;  there  is  no  other  remedy. 

Love.  A  word,  sir !  I  say,  I  am  your  friend. 

Shai.  You  cannot  'scape  by  any  other  means  ; 
Be  not  fearful. — God  save  the  king  !   What's  your 

Love.  To  speak  with  you.  [business,  sir  ? 

Shai.  Speak  out  then. 

Love.  Shall  I  not  come  up  ? 

Shat.  Thou  shalt  not— Fly,  if  thou  be'st  thine 
own  friend  ; 
There  lies  the  suit,  and  all  the  furniture 
Belonging  to  the  head :  On  with  it,  friend  i 

Love.  Sir,  do  you  hear  ? 

Shai.  I  do :  God  bless  the  king  ! — 
It  was  a  habit  I  had  laid  aside 
For  my  own  person,  if  the  state  bad  forced  me. 

Love.  Good  sir,  unlock  your  door  I 

Shai.  Be  full  of  speed! 
I  see  some  twenty  musqueteers  in  ambush. — 
Whate'er  thou  art,  know  I  am  here,  and  will  be. 
Seest    thou  this   bloody   sword   that    cries    re- 
venge ? — 
Shake  not,  my  friend ;  through  millions  of  these 
I'll  be  thy  guard,  and  set  thee  safe  aboard,     [foes 

Love.  Dare  you  not  trust  me,  sir  ? 

Shai.  My  good  sword  before  me. 
And  my  allegiance  to  the  king,  I  tell  thee, 
Captain,  (for  so  I  guess  thee  by  thy  arms. 
And  the  loose  flanks  of  halberdiers  about  thee) 
Thou  art  too  weak  and  foolish  to  attempt  me. — 

t 
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If  yoa  be  ready,  follow  me ;  and,  hark  you, 
Upon  yoar  life  speak  to  no  liviDg  wight, 
Except  myself  I 

Love,  Monsieur  Shattillion ! 

ShaL  Thou  shalt  not  call  again  !    Thus  with 
my  sword, 
And  the  strong  faith  I  bear  unto  the  king, 
(Whom  God  preserve  I)  I  will  descend  my  chamber, 
And  cut  thy  throat ;  I  swear,  I'll  cut  thy  throat. — 
Steal  after  me,  and  live.  lExit. 

Live,  I  will  not  stay 
The  fiiry  oi  a  man  so  far  distracted.  lExit. 

Enter  Shattiluoiv  with  hU  Sword  drawn. 

Shat.  Where  is  the  officer  that  dares  not  enter, 
To  entrap  the  life  of  my  distressed  friend  ? 
Ay,  have  you  hid  yourself  ?  you  must  be  foand  ! 
What  do  ye  fear  ?  is  not  authority 
On  your  side  ?  Nay,  I  know  the  king's  command 
Will  be  your  warrant ;  why  then  fear  you  ?  Speak  ! 
What  strange  designs  are  these  I  Shattillion, 
Be  resolute,  and  bear  thyself  upright. 
Though    the  whole  world  despise  thee.     Soft  ! 

methinks 
I  heard  a  rushing  which  was  like  the  shake 
Of  a  discover'd  officer;  FU  search 
The  whole  street  over  but  I'll  find  thee  out. 

lExit 

Enter  Jaquks,  In  Woman's  Apparel,  Aom  ^e  Mouu. 

Jaquet.  How  my  joints  do  shake  1  Where  had 
I  been 
But  for  this  worthy  gentleman,  that  hath 
Some  touch  of  my  ii^ortunes  ?   'Would  I  were 
Safe  under  hatches  once,  for  Callicut ! 
Farewell,  the  pomp  of  court !  I  never  more 
Can  hope  to  be  a  duke,  or  anything  ; 
I  never  more  shall  see  the  glorioas  face 
Of  my  fair-spreading  lord  that  loved  me  well. 

Enter  SHAiriLLioif . 

Shot.  Fly  you  so  fost  ?  I  had  a  sight  of  you, 
But  would  not  follow  you,  I  was  too  wise  ; 
You  shall  not  lead  me  with  a  cunning  trick, 
Where  you  may  catch  me.  Poor  Shattillion  ! 
Hath  the  king's  anger  left  thee  ne'er  a  friend  ? 
No,  all  men's  loves  move  by  the  breath  of  kings. 

JaqueM.  It  is  the  gentleman  that  saved  my  life. — 
Sir! 

Shai,  Bless  Shattillion !  Another  plot? 

JaqueM.  No,  sir,  'tis  I. 

ShaU  Why,  who  are  you  ? 

Jaquet,  Your  friend  whom  you  preserved* 

Shot,  Whom  I  preserved  ? 
My  friend  ?  I  have  no  woman  fiiend  but  one, 
Who  is  too  close  in  prison  to  be  here. 
Come  near ;  let  me  look  on  you. 

Jaques.  It  is  I.  . 

Shot,  Yon  should  not  be  a  woman  by  your  stature. 

Jaques,  I  am  none,  sir. 

Shat.  I  know  it ;  then  keep  off. — 
Strange  men  and  times !  How  I  am  still  preserved ! 
Here  they  have  sent  a  yeoman  of  the  guard 
Disguised  in  woman's  clothes,  to  work  on  me. 
To  make  love  to  me,  and  to  trap  my  words. 
And  so  ensnare  my  life. — I  know  you,  sir  r 
Stand  back,  upon  your  peril ! — Can  this  be 
In  Christian  commonweals  ?  From  this  time  forth 
I'll  cut  off  all  the  means  to  work  on  me : 
I'll  ne^er  stir  from  my  house,  and  keep  my  doors 
Lock'd  day  and  night,  and  cheapen  meat  and  drink 


At  the  next  shops  by  signs  out  of  my  window. 
And,  having  bought  it,  draw  it  up  in  my  garters. 

Jaquet.  Sir,  will  you  help  me  ? 

Shot,  Do  not  follow  me ! 
ril  take  a  course  to  live,  despite  of  men. 

lExit  imt0  tkt  house. 

Jaquet.  He  dares  not  venture  for  me :  Wretched 
Jaques ! 
Thou  art  undone  for  ever  and  for  ever* 
Never  to  rise  again.  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Enter  BaAuroar. 

Where  shall  I  hide  me  ?  Here  is  one  to  take  me  : 
I  must  stand  close,  and  not  speak  for  my  life. 
Beau.  This  is  the  time  of  night,  and  this  the 

haunt. 
In  which  I  use  to  catch  my  waistcoateers  : 
It  is  not  very  dark  ;  no,  I  shall  spy  'em. 
I  have  walk'd  out  in  such  a  pitchy  night, 
I  could  not  see  my  fingers  this  far  off. 
And  yet  have  brought  home  venison  by  the  smell ; 
I  hope  they  have  not  left  their  old  walk.     ^Se^s 

jAauES.]  Ah ! 
Have  I  espied  you  sitting  ?  By  this  light. 
To  me  there's  no  such  fine  sight  in  the  world. 
As  a  white  apron  betwixt  twelve  and  one  : 
See  how  it  glisters  I  Do  you  think  to  'scape  ? 
So !  now  I  hieive  you  fast :  Come,  and  do  not  strive ; 
It  takes  away  the  edge  of  appetite : 
Come,  ril  be  liberal  every  way.  Take  heed 
You  make  no  noise,  for  waking  of  the  watch ! 

'-—^ — 

SCENE  IV.—^  Han  in  Mahikb's  Mouse,  wUi 
a  Throne  in  the  Book-ground. 

Enter  CLSBUioirT  and  Wife. 

Cler.  Now  the  blessing  of  some  happy  guide. 
To  bring  us  to  the  duke !  and  we  are  reaidy. 

Enter  Lon ouaviuji  and  Gentleman  J^rom  the  Bauee. 

Come  forward !  See,  the  door  is  opened  s 

And  two  of  his  gentlemen  I  I'll  speak  to  them  ; 

And  mark  how  I  behave  myself !  — God  save  ye  I 

For  less  I  cannot  wish  to  men  of  sort. 

And  of  your  seeming :  Are  you  of  the  duke's  ? 

Long.  We  are,  sir,  and  your  servants  ;  yoi 
salutes 
We  give  you  back  again  with  many  thanks. 

Cler.  When  did  yon  hear  such  words  befor 
wife  ?  Peace ! 
Do  you  not  dare  to  answer  yet — Is't  fit 
So  mean  a  gentleman  as  myself  should  craTe 
The  presence  of  the  great  duke,  your  master  ? 

Gent.  Sir,  you  may. 

Long.  Shall  we  desire  your  name,  and  bnsinei 
And  we  wUl  presently  inform  him  of  you.         \^tv 

Cler.  My  name  is  Clerimont. 

Gent.  You're  his  grace^s  kinsman, 
Or  I  am  much  mistaken. 

Cler.  You  are  right ; 
Some  of  his  noble  blood  runs  through  these  Teii 
Though  far  unworthy  of  his  grace's  knowledge. 

L<mg.  Sir,  we  must  all  be  yours :  His  ^ma 
kinsman, 
And  we  so  much  forgetful  ?  'Twas  a  nidenessi. 
And  must  attend  your  pardon :  Thus  I  c»:ave  it  i 
First  to  this  beauteous  lady,  whom  I  take 

iKiesr-w  4 

To  be  your  wife,  air ;  next  your  mercy  ! 
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Ckr.  You  have  it,  sir.^I  do  not  like  this  kiss- 
in;; 
It  lies  90  open  to  a  world  of  wishes.  lAHde. 

G«iU,  This  is  the  merry  fellow ;  this  i<  he 
Hilt  must  be  noble  too ! 

Ung.  And  so  he  shall, 
If  ill  the  art  I  have  can  make  him  noble : 
I'll  dob  him  with  a  knighthood,  if  his  wife 
Will  be  bat  forward,  and  join  issue  ; 
I  like  her  above  excellent. 

Gm.  WaVt  please  you 
To  valk  a  turn  or  two,  whilst  to  the  duke 
We  make  your  coming  known  ? 

Cler.  I  shall  attend,  mr. 

lExtunt  GoiUcman  and  Ldnousvillb. 

Wife.  These  gentlemen  are  very  proper  men, 
Aodidss  the  best  that  e'er  I  tasted.— 
For  goodness  sake,,  husband,  let  us  never  more 
C«fDe  near  the  country,  whatsoe'er  betide  us  ! 
I  im  in  malice  with  the  memory 
Of  that  same  stinking  dunghill. 

Ckr,  Why,  now  you  are  my  chicken  and  my 

Love  where  I  love,  hate  where  I  hate  ?    Now 
Yog  shall  have  twenty  gowns,  and  twenty  chains. 

!  See !  the  door's  opeiung. 

.    Onom.  Room  afore  tiiere  !  the  duke  is  ent'ring. 

ifUtr  Miun,  and  ieaU  himteif  on  the  Throne,  Lady, 
LomMnETuxa*  Gentleman,  and  Maria. 

CJer,  It  is  the  duke,  even  he  himself :  Be  merry ! 
Tkii  u  the  golden  age  the  poet  speaks  on. 

Wife.  I  pray  it  l^  not  brazened  by  their  faces ; 
^  jet  m^hinka  they  are  the  neatest  pieces 
for  shape  and  cutting  tiiat  e'er  I  beheld. 

Ckr.  Most  gncioufl  duke^  my  poor  spouse  and 
myself                                          IThesf  kneeL 
^  ^  your  mighty  foot ;  and  next  to  that, 
^  gntt  hand  of  your  duchess ;  ever  wishing 
loor  honours  ever  springing,  and  your  years 

Mgr.  Cousin! 

Ckr.  Your  grace's  vassal,  far  unworthy 
ne  oeaneas  of  your  Uood. 

J/tfr.  Correct  me  not ; 
]^09  the  word  I  speak,  and  know  the  person. 
^^  I  be  something  higher  than  the  place 
viicre  eommon  men  have  motion ;  and,  descend. 

*^  with  nay  eye,  their  forms  are  lessen'd  to  me ; 
let  from  this  pitch  can  I  behold  my  own, 

rram  millions  of  those  men  that  have  no  mark) 
^  is  my  fearful  stoop  can  make  them  stand, 
£^  others  feel  my  souse,  and  perish.     Cousin, 
« comforted  I  you  arc  very  welcome  !  So 
b  ;<mr  fair  wife  !  the  charge  of  whom  I  give 
^\9ij  own  dearest  and  best  beloved. 
Tal  Be;  haYe  you  resolved  yourself  for  courts 
^  utterly  renounced  the  slavish  country, 
*Rii  all  the  cares  thereof? 

Ckr.  I  \uijfe^  gir, 

^«f.  Have  you 

^Us'd  your  eattng  household,  sold  your  hang- 

^Nehochadnescary  (for  such  they  were,       [ings 

u  I  remeaber)  vith  the  fbmituies 

^"^S^^Siag  to  your  beds  and  chambers  ? 

^.  Ay,sir. 

^  Mar.  Qave  joq  most  caref  nlly  ta'en  off  the  lead 
^  yonr  roof,  weak  with  age,  and  so  prevented 
^  nnn  of  your  hoose,  and  chpt  him  in 
^  •^mer  salt  of  thatch,  to  keep  him  cool  ? 

Ckr.  All  this  I  have  performed. 


Mar,  [  Descends.  ]  Then  lend  me  all  your  hands : 
1  will  embrace  my  cousin. 
Who  is  an  understanding  gentleman ; 
And  with  a  zeal  mighty  as  is  my  name. 
Once  more  I  bid  you  welcome  to  the  court. 
My  state  again  I 

{^Hetumes  his  seat  under  the  eanopjf. 

Lady.    As   I  was  telling  you,   your  husband 
must  be 
No  more  commander ;  look  to  that !  be  several 
At  meat  and  lodging ;  let  him  have  board  wages. 
And  diet  'mongst  his  men  i'  th'  town  :  for  pleasure. 
If  he  be  given  to  it,  let  him  have  it ; 
Else  as  your  own  fancy  shall  direct  you.    Cousin, 
You  see  this  mighty  man  here ;  he  was  an  ass 
When  he  came  first  to  town ;  indeed  he  was 
Just  such  another  coxcomb  as  your  husband, 
God  bless  the  mark,  and  every  good  man's  child ! 
This  must  not  stir  you^  cousin. 

Wife.  Heaven  forbid  ! — 

Long,  Sweet  Maria,  provide  the  cushion  ready 

Maria.  It  shall  be  done.^ —  [for  it. 

Mar,  Receive  all  your  advices  from  ourself ; 
Be  once  a-day  with  us :  And  so,  farewell 
For  this  time,  my  fair  cousin !— Gentlemen, 
Conduct  him  to  his  lodging. 

Lady.  Farewell, 
And  think  upon  my  words  1 

W\fe,  I  shall  observe  them. 

IBxewU  Mabtrs  and  Lady. 

Cler,  Health,  and  the  king's  continual  love, 
attend  you ! 

Gent.  Oh,  for  a  private  place  to  ease  my  lungs ! 
Heaven  give  me  patience !  such  a  pair  of  jades 
Were  never  better  ridden  to  this  hour. 
Pray  Heaven  they  hold  out  to  the  journey's  end ! 

L<mg,  Twitch  him  aside,  good  monsieur,  whilst 
I  break 
Upon  the  body  of  his  strength,  his  wife : 
I  have  a  constant  promise  she's  my  own. 

Gent,  Ply  her  to  windward ! — Monsieur,  you 
have  taken 
The  most  compendious  way  to  raise  yourself. 
That  could  have  been  deliver'd  by  a  counsel. 

Cler,  I  have  some  certain  aims,  sir.     But  my 

wife- 
Gen/.  Your  wife !  you  must  not  let  that  trouble 
you. 

Cler.  'Twill,  sir,  to  see  her  in  a  stranger's  arms. 

Gent,  What  mean  you  ? 
Let  her  alone !  be  wise ;  stir  not  a  foot ; 
For  if  you  do,  all  your  hopes  are  buried  ; 
I  swear  you  are  a  lost  man  if  you  stir. 

Cler.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  I  will  be  more  advised. 

Gent,  But  what  great  office  do  you  level  at  ? 

Cler,  Sir,  they  are  kissing ! 

Gent.  Let  them  kiss, 
And  much  good'may't  do  their  hearts  !  they  must 
And  kiss,  and  double  kiss,  and  kiss  again,     [kiss. 
Or  you  may  kiss  the  post  for  any  rising : 
Had  your  noble  kinsman  ever  mounted 
To  these  high  spheres  of  honour,  now  he  moves  in. 
But  for  the  kisses  of  his  wife  } 

Cler,  I  know  not. 

Gent.  Then  I  do :  Credit  me,  he  had  been  lost, 
A  fellow  of  no  mark,  and  no  repute. 
Had  not  his  wife  kiss'd  soon,  and  very  sweetly : 
She  was  an  excellent  woman,  and  dispatch'd  him 
To  his  full  being,  in  a  moment,  sir. 

[Exeunt  Loiiouxvix.ijb  and  Wife. 
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Cler,  But  yet,  methinka  he  should  not  take  her, 
Into  a  private  room.  [sir, 

Gent,  Now  stand  and  flourish ! 
You're  a  made  man  for  ever.     I  do  envy  you ! 
If  you  stand,  your  fortune's  up ; 
You  are  the  happiest  man,  but  your  great  cousin, 
This  day  in  court     Well,  I  will  marry,  surely. 
And  not  let  every  man  out-run  me  thus. 
'Tis  time  to  be  mine  own  friend ;  I'll  not  live 
In  town  here,  and  direct  the  readiest  way 
To  other  men,  and  be  a  slave  myself ! 

Cler.  Nay,  good  sir,  be  not  moved  ;  I  am  your 
servant. 
And  will  not  be  ungrateful  for  this  knowledge. 

Gent,  Will  you  be  walking  home  ? 

CUr,  I  would  desire 
To  have  my  wife  along. 

Gent,  You  are  too  raw : 
Be  gone,  and  take  no  notice  where  you  left  her ; 
Let  her  return  at  leisure  !  If  she  stay 
A  month,  'twill  be  the  better :  Understand  me  ; 
This  gentleman  can  do  it. 

CUr.  I  will,  sir : 
And,  Wife,  remember  me ;  a  duke,  a  duke.  Wife ! 

lExiU 

Gent.  Aboard  her,  Longueville !  she's  thine  own. 
To  me. 
The  fooling  of  this  fool  is  venery.  [ExiL 


SCENE  \,—A  Room  in  Beaufort's  Hoiue, 
Enter  Bbaufort,  and  JAqun  in  FemaU  Apparel. 

Beau.    Come,  pr'3rthee,    come  I     have  I   not 
crowns?    Behold, 
And  follow  me  1  here  I  not  a  word  !  go  in ; 
Grope  by  the  walls,  and  you  shall  find  a  bed  ; 
Lie  down  there ;  see,  see  I  A  turn  or  two,  to  give 
My  blood  some  heat,  and  I  am  presently 
For  action.    Darkness,  by  thy  leave,  I  come. 

\,Ex€unt  into  a  House. 

Enter  Mama. 

Maria,    I   am  perfect  in  my  lesson :   Be  my 

speed. 
Thou  god  of  marriage !   This  is  the  door,  I'll 

knock.  IK  nocks. 

Beau,  [  Within."]  Who's  there  ?  I  cannot  come 
Maria,  Monsieur  Beaufort !  [yet. 

Beau,  Stay  till  I  light  a  candle.  Who  are  you  ? 
Maria,  Sir,  a  poor  gentlewoman. 

Enter  Bxaufort. 

Beau.  Oh,  come  in : 
I'U  find  a  time  for  you  too. — Be  not  loud. 

Maria.  Sir,  you  have  found  that  time  already ; 
Shame  on  my  soul  therefore  t 

Beau.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Maria.  Do  you  not  see,  sir  ?  is  your  light  so 
dim  ? 

Beau.  Do  you  not  wait  on  the  lady  Mount  Ma- 

Maria.  I  do,  sir ;  but  my  love  on  you.     [rine  ? 

Beau.  Poor  soul  1 
How  cam'st  thou  by  this  big  belly  ? 

Maria.  By  yourself. 

Beau.  By  Heaven,  I  never  touch'd  your  body. 

Maria,  Yes ! 
XJnswear  that  oath  again  !  I'll  teU  you  all : 
These  two  years  I  have  loved  you ;  but  the  means 
How  to  enjoy  you  I  did  never  know. 


Till  Twelfth-night  last;  when,  hearing  of  joor 
To  take  up  wenches  private  in  the  night,      [guae 
I  apprehended  straight  this  course  to  make 
Myself  as  one  of  them,  and  wait  your  coming : 
I  did  so,  and  enjoy*d  you,  and  now  this  child 
That  now  is  quick  within  me — Hide  my  diame* 
And  marrv  me,  or  else  I  must  be  forced 

Long,  IWithin.}  Monsieur  Beaufort,  monficor 
Beaufort ! 

Beau,  Who's  that  calls  ? 

Long,  Are  you  a-bed  } 

Beau.  No,  sir. — The  hangings ! 

Enter  Loiroucvnxa. 

Long.  Nay,  monsieur,  I'll  forbid  that;  well  hare 
fair  play. 
Lend  me  your  candle  !    Are  you  taken,  Beaufort? 
A  lecher  of  your  practice,  and  dose  carriage. 
To  be  discover'd  thus  ?     I  am  ashamed 
So  great  a  master  in  his  art  should  £ul, 
And  stagger  in  his  grounds. 

Beau,  You  are  wide ; 
This  woman  and  myself  are  man  and  wife. 
And  have  been  so  this  half  year. 
Where  are  you  now  ?  Have  I  been  discover*d  ? 
You  cannot  break  so  easily  on  me,  sir ; 
I  am  too  wary  to  be  open'd  by  you. 

Long,  But  these  are  but  illusions,  to  give  cokior 
To  your  most  mystic  lechery !     But,  sir. 
The  belly  hath  betray'd  you  ;  all  most  out. 

Beau,    Good  Longueville,  beUeve  me,  on  nr 
I  am  her  husband.  [findi, 

Long.  On  my  fEUth,  I  cannot. 
Unless  I  saw  your  hands  fast,  and  your  hearts. 

Beau.  Why,  Longueville,  when  did  I  give  that 
to  your  ears 
That  was  not  truth  ?  By  all  the  world,  she's  mine, 
She  is  my  wife  !     And,  to  confirm  you  better, 
I  give  myself  again  :  Here,  take  my  hand. 
And  I  yours  !  we  are  once  more  married : 
Will  this  content  you  ? 

Long,  Yes,  I'm  believing;  and  Qod  give  joo 
joy! 

Beau,  My  loving  wife,  I  will  not  wrong  thee: 
Since  I  am  Uiine,  and  only  loved  of  thee. 
From  this  hour,  I  vow  myself  a  new  man. 
Be  not  jealous  ;  for  though  I  had  a  purpose 
To  have  spent  an  hour  or  two  in  solace  otbenriieT 
(And  was  provided  for  it)  yet  my  love 
Shall  put  a  better  temper  to  my  blood. — 
Come  out,  thou  woman  of  unwholesome  lifSe ! 
Be  sorry  for  thy  sins,  and  learn  to  mend  ! 

Enter  Ja<)ubb. 

Nay,  never  hide  your  face ;  you  shall  be  seen. 

Long,    Jaques  ?  why,  Jaques  !   art  thoa  tbat 
Jaques, 
The  very  staff  and  right-hand  of  our  duke  ? 
Speak,  thou  bearded  Venus. 

Jaques,  I  am  he. 
By  miracle  preserved  to  be  that  Jaques. 
Within  this  two  hours,  gentlemen,  poor  Jaqves 
Was  but  as  corse  in  grave :  A  man  of  wisdoB, 
That,  of  my  conscience,  if  he  had  his  right 
Should  have  a  pretty  state — But  that's  all  ooe^ 
Thnt  noble  gentleman  did  save  this  life ; 
I  keep  it  for  him ;  'tis  his  own. 

Long.  Oh,  Bacchus ! 
Is  all  the  world  drunk  ?~Come  I  we'll  to  the  doU 
And  give  thanks  for  this  ddivoy.  lSs«mL 
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SCENE  h^A  Hail  in  Marinv's  House. 
EnUr  Marivs  and  Jaqub& 

Mar,  Not  gone  onto  my  tenants,  to  relate 
My  gnux,  and  honoar,,aDd  the  mightiness ' 
Of  my  new  name,  which  would  have  struck  a  terror 
Through  their  coarse  doublets  to  their  very  hearts? 

Jaques,  Alas,  great  lord  and  master,  I  could 
With  safety  of  my  life  return  again  [scarce 

Unto  your  grace's  house :  And,  but  for  one 
That  had  some  mercy,  I  had  sure  been  hang'd. 

Mar.  My  house  ? 

Jaque*.  Yes,  sir,  this  house ;  your  house  i'  th' 
town. 

Mar,  Jaques,  we  are  displeased ;  hath  it  no  name  ? 

Jaquet,  What  name  ? 

Mar,  Dull  rogue  I  what,  hath  the  king  bestow'd 
So  many  honours,  open'd  all  his  springs. 
And  shower'd  his  graces  down  upon  my  head, 
And  has  my  house  no  name  ?  no  title  yet  ? 
Bortpmdy-house,  you  ass ! 

Jaque$.  Your  grace's  mercy  ! 
And  when  I  was  come  oflT,  and  had  recovered 
Bnigundy-house,  I  durst  not  yet  be  seen, 
fiot  lay  idl  night,  for  fear  of  pursuivants, 
In  Burgundy  privy-house. 
'   JIfar.  Oh,  sir,  'tis  well ; 
Can  you  remember  now  ?  But,  Jaques,  know, 
Siooe  thy  intended  journey  is  so  crost, 
I  will  go  down  myself  this  morning. 

Jaquet.  Sir? 

Mar.  Have  I  not  said  this  morning  ? 

Jaques,  But  consider. 
That  nothing  is  prepared  yet  for  your  journey ; 
Your  grace's  teams  not  here  to  draw  your  clothes. 
And  not  a  carrier  yet  in  town  to  send  by. 

Mar,  I  say,  once  more,  go  about  it. 
You're  a  wise  man !  you  would  have  me  linger  time. 
Till  I  have  worn  these  clothes  out.    Will  you  go  ? 

{,EsU  Jaqubs. 
Make  you  ready,  wife  ! 

Enter  JjAD^, 

Latfy,  I  am  so,  mighty  duke. 

Mar,  Nay,  for  the  country. 

Latijf,  How,  for  the  country  ? 

Mar,  Yes ;  I  am  resolved 
To  see  my  tenants  in  this  bravery. 
Make  them  a  sumptuous  feast,  with  a  slight  show 
Of  Dives  and  Laxarus,  and  a  squib  or  two, 
And  so  return. 

Ladff.  Why,  sir,  yon  are  not  mad  ? 

Mar,  How  many  dukes  have  you  known  mad  ? 
I  pray  speak. 

iAidjf,  You  are  the  first,  sir,  and  I  hope  the  last : 
Bot  you  are  stark  horn-mad. 

Mar,  Forbear,  good  wife  1 

Ladp»  As  I  have  faith,  you  are  mad!   Your 
horns 
Have  been  too  heavy  for  you,  and  have  broke 
Your  skull  in  pieces,  if  you  be  in  earnest. 

Mar,  Well,  you  shall  know  my  skull  and  wits 
are  whole, 
£re  I  have  done ;  and  yet  I  am  in  earnest. 

/^jf.  Why,  do  you  think  I'll  go  ? 

Mar,  I  know  you  shall. 

I-odjf.  I  shall  ?  By  what  authority  shall  I  ? 

Mar,  I  am  yoor  husband. 


Lady,  True ;  I  confess  it : 
And,  by  that  name,  the  world  hath  given  vou 
A  power  to  sway  me :  But,  sir,  you  shall  know 
There  is  a  greater  bond  that  ties  me  here, 
Allegiance  to  the  king :  Has  he  not  heap'd 
Those  honours  on  you  to  no  other  end. 
But  to  stay  you  here  ?  and  shall  I  have  a  hand 
In  the  offending  such  a  gracious  prince  ? 
Besides,  our  own  undoings  lies  upon't. 
Were  there  no  other  cause,  I  do  not  see. 
Why  you  should  go,  if  I  should  say  you  should  not 

Mar,  Do  you  think  so  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  faith. 

Mar.  Now,  good  wife. 
Make  me  understand  that  point. 

Lady.  Why,  that  you  shall : 
Did  1  not  bring  you  hither  ? 

Mar,  Yes. 

Lady,  And  were 
Not  all  these  honours  wrought  out  of  the  fire 
By  me? 

Mar,  By  you  ? 

Lady.  By  me  ?  how  strange  yon  make  it  1 
When  you  came  first,  did  you  not  walk  the  town 
In  a  long  cloak,  half-compass  ?  an  old  hat 
Lined  with  vellure,  and  on  it,  for  a  band, 
A  skein  of  crimson  crewel  ? 

Mar,  I  confess  it. 

L<tdy,  And  took  base  courses  ? 

Mar,  Base? 

Lady,  Base,  by  this  light ! 
Extreme  base,  and  scurvy,  monstrous  base  ! 

Mar.  What  were  these  courses,  wife? 

Lady,  Why,  yon  shall  know : 
Did  you  not,  thus  attired,  trot  up  and  down, 
Plotting  for  vile  and  lousy  offices, 
And  agreed  with  the  serjeant  of  the  bears. 
To  buy  his  place  ?    Deny  this,  if  yon  can. 

Mar.  Why,  it  b  true. 

Lady,  And  was  not  that  monstrous  base  ? 

Mar,  Be  advised,  wife ;  a  bear's  a  princely  beast 

Lady.  A  bear  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  wife ;  and  one  side  venison. 

Lady.  You  are  more  than  one  side  fool;  I'm 
sure  of  that. 

Mar,  But  since  you  have  vez'd  me,  wife,  know 
yon  shall  go ; 
Or  you  shall  never  have  penny  firom  me. 

Lady.  Nay,  I  have  done :  And  though  I  know 
'twill  be 
Your  overthrow,  I'U  not  forsake  you  now. 

Mar,  Be  ready  then.  lExit, 

Lady,  I  will. 

Enter  Bsaufokt,  Lonovkvtllk,  Genilemaa,  and  BCaria. 

Long,    lEniering,]   What,  are  you  married. 

Beau,  Ay,  as  fast  [Beaufort? 

As  words,  and  hearts,  and  hands,  and  priest  can 
make  us. 

Lady.  Oh,  gentlemen,  we  are  undone  t 

Long.  For  what? 

Lady,  This  gentleman,  the  lord  of  Lome,  my 
husband, 
Will  be  gone  down  to  shew  his  play-fellows 
Where  he  is  gay. 

Beau.  What,  down  into  the  country  f 

Lady.  Yes,  'faith.  Was  ever  fool  but  he  so  cross  ? 


I  would  as  (kin  be  gracious  to  him, 

As  be  could  wish  me ;  but  he  will  not  let  me : 

Speak  faithfully,  will  he  deserve  my  mercy  ? 

Long,  According  to  his  merits,  he  should  wear 
A  guarded  coat,  and  a  great  wooden  dagger. 

Lady,  If  there  be  any  woman,  that  doth  know 
The  duties  'twixt  a  husband  and  his  wife, 
Will  speak  but  one  word  for  him,  he  shall  'scape : 
Is  not  that  reasonable  ?     But  there's  none. 
Be  ready  therefore  to  pursue  the  plot 
We  had  against  a  pinch ;  for  he  must  stay. 

Long,  Wait  you  here  for  him,  whilst  I  go. 
And  make  the  long  acquainted  with  your  sport. 
For  fear  he  be  incensed  for  your  attempting 
Places  of  so  great  honour.  iExH. 

Lady   Go ;  be  speedy  ! 

Enttr  MAJUif ■«  CuERiMoifT,  Wife,  Jaqubs,  Anthowy, 
Mabu,  and  Groom. 

Mar,  Come ;  let  me  see  how  all  things  are  dis- 
posed of. 

Jaques,  One  cart  will  serve  for  all  your  furniture. 
With  room  enough  behind  to  ease  the  footman^ 
A  cap-case  for  your  linen  and  your  plate, 
With  a  strange  lock  that  opens  with  Amen. 
For  my  young  lord,  because  of  easy  portage, 
A  quiver  of  your  grace's,  lined  with  cunny. 
Made  to  be  hang'd  about  the  nurse's  neck. 
Thus,  with  a  scarf  or  towel 

Mar,  Very  good  1 

Jaques,  Nay, 
'Tis  well ;  but  had  you  stay'd  another  week, 
I  would  have  had  you  fumish'd  in  such  pomp 
As  never  duke  of  Burgundy  was  furnish'd : 
You  should  have  had  a  sumpter,  though 't  had  cost 

me 
The  laying  out  myself,  where  now  you  are  fain 
To  hire  a  ripier's  mare,  and  buy  new  dossers  ; 
But  I  have  got  them  painted  with  your  arms, 
With  a  foir  Darnex  carpet  of  my  own 
Laid  cross  for  the  more  state. 

Mar,  Jaques,  I  thank  you : 
Your  carpet  shall  be  brush'd,  and  sent  you  home. 
What,  are  you  ready,  wife  ! 

Lady,  An  hour  ago. 

Mar.  I  cannot  chuse  but  kiss  thy  Tojtl  lips. 
Dear  duchess  mine,  thou  art  so  good  a  woman. 

Beau,  You  would  say  so,  if  you  knew  all,  good- 
man  Duckling !  lAHde. 

Cler,  This  was  the  happiest  fortune  could  befal 
me  1  lAtidt. 

Now,  in  his  absence,  will  I  follow  close 
Mine  own  preferment ;  and  I  hope,  ere  long. 
To  make  my  mean  and  humble  name  so  strong 
As  my  great  cousin's ;  when  the  world  shall  know 
I  bear  too  hot  a  spirit  to  live  low. 
The  next  spring  will  I  down,  my  wife  and  house- 
hold; 
I'll  have  my  ushers,  and  my  four  lacquies, 
Six  spare  caroches  too  x  But  mum,  no  more  ! 
What  I  intend  to  do,  I'll  keep  in  store. 

Mar,  Montesf,  montez  !  Jaques,  be  our  querry  I 

Groom,  To  horse  there,  gentlemen,  and  fall  in 

Mar,  Come,  honour'd  duchess  1  [couples  ! 

Enter  Lonoubvillb. 

Long,  Stand,  thou  proud  man ! 
Mar,  Thieves,  Jaques  !  raise  the  people  ! 
Long,   No ;  raise  no  people !    "IHs  the  king's 
command 


Which  bids  thee  once  more  stand,  thou  haughty 

man! 
Thou  art  a  monster ;  for  thou  art  ungrateful. 
And,  like  a  fellow  of  a  rebel  nature. 
Hast  flung  from  his  embraces :  And,  for 
His  honours  given  thee,  hast  not  retnm'd 
So  much  as  thanks ;  and,  to  oppose  his  vrill. 
Resolved  to  leave  the  court,  and  set  the  realm 
A-fire,  in  discontent  and  open  action  : 
Therefore  he  bids  thee  stand,  thou  prond  man. 
Whilst,  with  the  whisking  of  my  sword  about, 
I  take  thy  honours  off :  This  first  sad  whisk 
Takes  off  thy  dukedom  ;  thou  art  but  an  earl. 

Mar,  You  are  mistaken,  LongueriUe. 

Long,  Oh,  'would  I  were !    This  second  whitk 
divides 
Thy  earldom  from  thee ;  thou  art  yet  a  baron. 

Mar.  No  more  whisks  if  you  love  me,  Longoe* 
ville! 

Long.  .Two  whisks  are  past,  and  two  are  yd 
behind. 
Yet  all  must  come :  But  not  to  linger  time. 
With  these  two  whisks  I  end :  Now  Moont-Marioe, 
For  thou  art  now  no  more,  so  says  the  king ; 
And  I  have  done  his  highness'  will  with  grkf. 

Mar.  Degraded  from  my  honours  ? 

Long.  'Tis  too  certain. 

Mar,  I  am  no  traitor  sure,  that  I  know  of. 
Speak,  Jaques,  hast  thou  ever  heard  me  utter  word 
Tending  to  treason,  or  to  bring  in  the  enemy? 

Jaques,  Alas,  sir,  I  know  nothing ; 
Why  should  your  worship  bring  me  in  to  bang  me  ? 
God's  my  judge,  gentlemen,  I  never  meddled, 
But  with  the  brushing  of  his  clothes,  or  fetching 
In  water  in  a  morning  for  his  hands. 

CUr,   ktt  these  the  honours  of  this  place  ?» 
Anthony, 
Help  me  to  take  her  gown  off !    Qmcklj, 
Or  I'll  so  swinge  you  for't 

Wife.  Why,  husband!  Sir! 

Cler,  I  wiU  not  lose  a  penny  by  this  town. 

Long.  Why,  what  do  you  mean,  sir  ?  have  ber 
to  her  lodging, 
And  there  undress  her ;  I  will  wait  upon  her. 

Cler,  Indeed  you  shall  not ;  your  month's  cot, 
I  take  it. — 
Get  you  out  before  me,  wife. — 
Cousin,  fiEireweU  I  I  told  you  long  ago, 
That  pride  begins  with  pleasure,  ends  with  woe. 

lExit  with  his  Wifr. 

Beau.   Go  thy  way.  Sentences!  'twill  be  thy 
fortune 
To  live  and  die  a  cuckold,  and  churchwarden. 

Lady,   Oh,  my  poor  husband  I  what  a  heavy 
Is  fallen  upon  him !  [fortnae 

Beau,  Methinks  'tis  strange, 
Thaty  Heaven  forewarning  great  men  of  their  fidU 
With  such  plain  tokens,  they  should  not  avoid 

'em  : 
For  the  last  night,  betwixt  eleven  and  twelve. 
Two  great  and  hideous  blazing  stars  were  seen 
To  fight  a  long  hour  by  the  clock,  the  one 
Dress'd  like  a  duke,  the  other  like  a  king ; 
Till  at  the  last  the  crowned  star  o'ercame. 

Gent,  Why  do  you  stand  so  dead,  monncir 
Marine?  '^ 

Mar.  So  CsBsar  feU,  when  in  the  capitol 
They  gave  his  body  two-add-thirty  wounds. 
Be  warned,  all  ye  peers ;  and,  by  my  foil. 
Hereafter  learn  to  let  your  wives  rule  all ! 
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Geni.  Monaieiir  Marine,  pray  let  me  speak  with 
yoa: 
Sir,  I  most  wave  yoa  to  conceal  thia  party  ; 
It  stinds  upon  my  otter  overthrow. 
Seem  not  diacontented,  nor  do  not  stir  a  foot, 
For,  if  yoa  do,  you  and  your  hope — 
I  swear  you  are  a  lost  man,  if  you  stir ! 
Aod  have  an  eye  to  Beaufort,  he  will  tempt  you. 

B<tnt,  Come,  come ;  for  shame  go  down ; 
Were  I  Marine,  by  Heayen  I  would  go  down ; 
And  bebg  there,  I  would  rattle  him  such  an  answer 
Siumld  make  him  smoke. 

Mar,  Good  monsieur  Beaufort,  peace  1 
Letre  these  rebellions  words ; 
Or,  by  the  hononn  which  I  once  enjoy'd, 
Aiid  yet  may  swear  by,  I  will  tell  the  king 
Of  jour  proceedings !  I  am  satisfied. 

Ladf.  Yon  talk'd  of  going  down 
Wbn  'twas  not  fit ;  but  now  let's  see  your  spirit  t 
A  tfaoosand  and  a  thousand  will  expect  it 

Mar,  Why«  wife,  are  you  mad  ? 

tadjf.  No,  nor  drunk  ;  but  I'd  hare  you  know 
your  own  strength. 

Mar.  You  talk  like  a  foolish  woman,  wife ; 
I  tefi  yoa  I  will  stay!    Yet  I  have 
A  crotchet  troubles  me. 

Long,  More  crotchets  yet  ? 

Mar,  Follow  me,  Jaqueal    I  must  have  thy 


I  «iU  retora  again ;  stay  you  there,  wife  ! 

lEjfU,  wUh  JAQvas. 
Lo^.  I  fear  this  loss  of  honour 
Will  giTe  him  some  few  stools. 

Ladn.  No,  no ;  he  is  resolved, 
He  «iIJ  not  stir  a  foot,  Til  hiy  my  life. 

A«8tt.  Ay,  but  he's  discontented  ;  how  shall  we 
Bf^oive  that,  and  make  him  stay  wiUi  comfort  ? 
Ladif.  'Faith,  Beaufort,  we  must  even  let  Nature 
work; 
For  he'i  the  sweetest-temper'd  man  for  that 
Aj  ooe  can  wiah ;  for  let  men  but  go  about  to  fool 

him, 
Aed  hell  have  his  finger  as  deep  in't  as  the  best^ 
fist  see  vhere  be  comes  frowning : 
Bleaotall! 

Enter  BlAiima. 

Mar.  Off  with  your  hats !  for  here  doth  come 
The  hi^  and  mighty  duke  of  Burgundy. 
^bterer  you  may  think,  I  have  thought,  and 

thought, 
Aad  thought  upon  it ;  and  I  find  it  plain, 
Tbe  kio;  cannot  take  back  what  he  has  given^ 
Cabs  1  forfeit  it  by  course  of  law. 
^  afl  the  water  in  the  river  Seine, 
Cut  vuh  the  blood  out  of  these  princely  veins. 

^f.  God-a-mercy,  husband,  thou  art  the  best 
To  voric  out  a  thing  at  a  |nnch  in  France ! 

Mar.  I  will  ascend  my  state  again.  lAmsends 
the  throne."]  Duchess, 
Tike  yoor  place  ;  and  let  our  diampion  enter. 

L«ng.  Haa  he  his  champion  ?  that  is  excellent ! 

Mar.  And  let  loud  music  sound  before  his 
entrance! 
SoBnd  tnrnpet !  lA  Flouruh. 

i^r  ijum  in  Armour,  ofu  carrying  a  SeuU^an  bi/ore 
Ami»  and  a  two-handed  Sward, 

Lady.  How  well  our  champion  doth  demean 
himself. 
As  if  he  had  been  made  for  such  an  action ! 


Methinks  his  sturdy  truncheon  he  doth  wield, 
Like  Mara  approaching  to  a  bloody  field. 

Mar,  I  think  there  is  no  man  so  desperate 
To  dare  encounter  with  our  champion. 
But  trust  me,  Jaques,  thou  hast  pleased  us  well ! 
Once  more,  our  warlike  music  ;  then  proceed ! 

lA  FlourUh. 
Enter  SHAmLLiON. 

Sh(U.  What  wond'rous  age  is  this  ?  what  close 
proceedings  ? 
I  hear  the  clang  of  trumpets  in  this  house ; 
To  what  intent  do  not  our  statesmen  search  ? 
Oh,  no ;  they  look  not  into  simple  truth, 
For  I  am  true,  and  they  regard  not  me. 
A  man  in  armour  too  ?  God  save  the  king ! 
The  world  will  end  ;  there's  nought  but  treachery. 

Jaquea.  I,  Jaques,  servant  to  the  high  and  mighty 
Godfrey,  dvike  of  Burgundy,  do  come  hither  to 
prove  by  natural  strength,  and  activity  of  my  body, 
without  the  help  of  sorcery,  enchantment,  or  ne- 
gromancy,  that  the  said  Godfrey,  late  of  Mount- 
Marine,  and  now  of  Burgundy,  hath  perfect  right 
thereto,  notwithstanding  the  king's  command  to  the 
contrary,  and  no  other  pereon  whatsoever :  And  in 
token  that  I  will  be  ready  to  make  good  the  same, 
I  throw  down  my  gage,  which  is  my  honour.  Pro- 
nounced the  37  th  of  February  stih  novo.  God  save 
the  duke ! 

Shot.  Of  all  the  plots  the  king  hath  laid  for  me 
This  was  the  shrewdest ;  'tis  my  life  they  seek, 
And  they  shall  have  it :  If  I  should  refuse 
To  accept  the  challenge  in  the  king's  behalf, 
They  have  some  cause  to  take  away  my  life ; 
And  if  I  do  accept  it,  who  can  tell 
But  I  may  fall  by  doubtful  chance  of  war  ? 
'Twas  shrewd ;  but  I  must  take  the  least  of  evils. — 
I  take  thy  gauntlet  up,  thou  treacherous  man, 

IComes  forward. 
That  stands  in  armed  coat  against  the  king, 
Whom  God  preserve !  and  with  my  single  sword 
Will  justify  whatever  he  commands. — 
I'll  watch  htm  for  catching  of  my  words. 

Mar.  Jaques,  go  on  !  defend  our  princely  title. 

Shot.  Why  shrink'st  thou  back  ?    Thou  hast  an 
evil  cause. 
Come  forward,  man !  1  have  a  rock  about  me ; 
I  fight  for  my  true  liege. 

Mar.  Go  forward,  Jaques ! 

Jaques.  I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me ; 
I  will  not  fight  with  him  :  With  any  else 
I'll  shew  my  resolution  speedily. 

Skat.  Come,  do  thy  worst ;  for  the  king  shall 
All  is  not  true  that  is  reported  of  me.  [see 

Jaques*  I  may  not  fight  with  him,  by  law  of 
arms. 

Mar.  What,  shall  my  title  fall?  Wilt  thou  not 
fight? 

Jaques.  Never  with  him  that  once  hath  saved 
my  life. 

Shot.  Dar^st  thou  not  fight  ?  Behold  then,  I  do 
Strong  with  the  zeal  I  bear  my  sovereign,        [go, 
And  seize  upon  that  haughty  man  himself. 
Descend  the  steps  (that  thou  hast  thus  usurp'd 
Against  the  king  and  state)  down  to  the  ground  ! 

ISeizet  Mariwb,  and  throwg  him  to  the  ground. 
And  if  thou  utter  but  a  syllable 
To  cross  the  king's  intent,  thou  art  but  dead : 
There  lie  upon  the  earth,  and  pine,  and  die ! — 
Did  ever  any  man  wade  through  such  storms 
To  save  his  life,  as  poor  Shattillion  ? 
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Long,  I  fear  this  chaUenge  hath  spoil'd  all. 

Lady,  Ne'er  fear  it ; 

He'll  work  it  out  again Serrant, 

See  where  Shattillion'g  Loye,  poor  lady,  comes. 

BnUr  Ijore, 

Mar,  Jaques! 

Jaques,  Lie  still,  sir,  if  you  loTe  your  life, 
I'll  whistle  when  he's  gone. 

Love.  Oh,  gentlemeu,  I  charge  you  by  the  love 
Which  you  bear  to  women,  take  some  pity 
On  this  distressed  man !  help  to  restore 
That  precious  jewel  to  him  he  hath  lost. 

Beau,  Lady,  whatever  power  doth  lie  in  us. 
By  art,  or  prayer,  or  danger,  we  are  yours. 

Love,  A  strange    conceit  hath    wrought  this 
malady; 
Conceits  again  must  bring  him  to  himself : 
My  strict  denial  to  his  will  wrought  this ; 
And  if  you  could  but  draw  his  wilder  thoughts 
To  know  me,  he  would  sure  recover  sense. 

Long,  That  charge  I'U  undertake. 

Mar.  Look,  Jaques,  look  I 
For  God's  sake,  let  me  rise  !  This  greatness  is 
A  jade,  I  cannot  sit  it. 

Jaquee.  His  sword  is  up, 
And  yet  he  watches  you. 

Mar,  I'll  down  again ! 
Pray  for  thy  master,  Jaques. 

Shot,  Now  the  king 
May  see  all  the  suggestions  are  not  true. 
He  hath  received  against  my  loyalty  : 
When  all  men  else  refuse,  I  fight  his  battles. 
And  thrust  my  body  into  danger's  month  : 
I  am  become  his  champion,  and  this  sword 
Has  taught  his  enemies  to  know  themselves  : 
Oh,  that  he  would  no  more  be  jealous  of  me  I 

Long,  Monsieur  Shattillion,  the  king  assures 
That,  for  this  valiant  loyal  act  of  yours,  [you 

He  hath  forgot  all  jealousies  and  fears, 
And  never  more  wUl  tempt  you  into  danger. 

Shai,  But  how  shall  I  believe  this  ?  what  new 
Of  reconcilement  will  he  shew  me  ?  [token 

Let  him  release  my  poor  Love  from  her  torment. 
From  her  hard  &re,  and  strict  imprisonment. 

Long.  He  hath  done  this,  to  win  your  after-love  : 
And  see,  your  lady  sent  you  from  the  king 
By  these  two  gentlemen ;  be  thankftil  for  her. 

Shai,  She  lives,  she  lives  I  I  know  her  by  the 
power 
Shoots  from  her  eyes*  IKneels, 

Love,  Rise,  dear  Shattillion ! 

Shai,  I  know  my  duty :  Next  unto  my  king, 
I  am  to  kneel  to  you. 

Love.  I'll  have  you  rise ; 
Fetch  me  a  chair ;  sit  down,  Shattillion  I 

Shai,  I  am  commanded  1  And,  'faith,  tdl  me, 
mistress. 
What  usage  have  yon  had  ?  Pray  be  plain  I 

Love,  Oh,   my  most  loved    Shattillion,  plain 
enough; 
But  now  I  am  free,  thanks  to  my  God  and  king ! 

Long,  His  eyes  grow  very  heavy.  Not  a  word, 
That  his  weak  senses  may  come  sweetly  home  I 

Shai,  The  king  is  honounbla. 

iHe/aUs  into  a  slumber. 

Mar.  When  do  you  whistle,  Jaques  ? 

Jaques,  By  and  by. 

Long,  Come  hither,  monsieur,  canst  thou  laugh 
a  litttle  ? 

Geni.  Yes,  sir. 


Long,  So  thou  shalt  then. — ^Beanfbrtv  hovr  dost 

Beau,  Why,  well.  {thoa  ? 

Long,  I  am  glad  on't,  and  how  does  tby  wife  ? 

Beau,  Why,  you  may  see  her,  sir ;  flhe  standi 
behind  you. 

Long.  By  th'  mass,  she's  there  indeed  ;   but 

Beau,  Belly  ?  [where'a  her  belly ! 

Long,  Her  great  belly,  man :  What  hmmt  thou 
sent  tiiee  ? 

Geni,  A  boy,  I'll  lay  my  life,  it  tumbled  so. 

Beau,  Catdi'd,  by  this  light  1 

Long,  ril  be  a  gossip,  Bomfort 

Geni,  And  I. 

Long,  I  have  an  odd  apoetle-apoon. 

Beau,  'Sfoot,  catch'd  ? 

Ladg,  Why,  what's  the  matter,  gentlemen  ? 

Long.  He's  married  to  your  woman. 

[ILajuA  faMieif 

Lady,  And  I  not  know  it? 

Geni,  'Twas  a  venial  sin. 

Beau,  Gall,  gall,  gall ! 

Lady,  Forgive  her,  monsieur  Beaufort ;  'twaj 
her  love. 

Beau,  You  may  rise,  if  you  please;   1  mosi 
endure  it. 

Long,  See  how  my  great  lord  lies  upon   thi 
ground. 
And  dares  not  stir  yet !  [Jaqvbb  whistua 

Mar.  Jaques,  Jaqaes  1  is  the  king's  cdiampioi 

Jaques.  No,  but  he's  asleep.  [s<>oe  yet 

Mar.  Is  he  asleep,  art  sure  ? 

Jaques,  I  am  sure  he  is ;  I  hear  him  snore. 

Mar.  Then  by  your  &vour8,  gentlemen,  I  rise 
And  know  I  am  a  duke  stilL 

Jaques,  And  I  am  his  champion. 

Ltuiy,  Hold  thee  there,  and  all  France  cumo 
mend  thee ! 

Mar,  I  am  a  prince,  as  great  within  my  thon^htj 
As  when  the  whole  state  did  adorn  my  person  : 
What  trial  can  be  made  to  try  a  prince  ? 
I  will  oppose  this  noble  corps  of  mine 
To  any  danger  that  may  end  the  doubt. 

Lady,  Great  duke,  and  husband,  ttiere  is  ba< 
To  satisfy  the  worid  of  our  true  ri|^t ;  [one  wai 
And  it  is  dangerous. 

Mar.  What  may  it  be? 
Were  it  to  bring  the  Great  Turk  bound  in  chainn 
Through  France  in  triumph,  or  to  couple  up 
The  Sophy  and  great  Prester*John  together, 
I  would  attempt  it !  Duchess,  tell  the  oonrse. 

Lady.  There  is  a  strong  opinion  throqgh    tH 
And  no  doubt  grounded  on  experience,        [world 
That  lions  will  not  touch  a  lawful  prince  : 
If  you  be  confident  then  of  your  right. 
Amongst  the  lions  bear  your  naked  body  ; 
And  if  you  come  off  clear,  and  never  wince. 
The  world  wiU  say  you  are  a  perfect  prince. 

Mar,  I  thank  you,  duchess,   for   your 
advice; 
But  now  we  don't  affect  those  ravenous  beasts. 

Long,  A  lion  is  a  beast  to  try  a  king ; 
But  for  the  trial  of  such  a  state  like  this 
Pliny  reports  a  mastiff  dog  will  serve. 

Mar.  We  will  not  deal  with  dogs  at  aU,  but  ncie^ 

Geni,  You  shall  not  need  to  deal  with  them  d 
alL 
Hark  you,  sir !  the  king  doth  know  you  are  a  duhs 

Mar,  No  1  does  he  ?  ) 

Geni,  Yes,  and  is  content  you  shall   be  ;  b^ 
with  this  caution. 
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1W  none  know  it  but  yourself ;  for,  if  yon  do, 
He'D  take't  awiy  by  act  of  parliament. 

M».  Here  is  my  band ;  and  wbilst  I  live  or 
breathe. 
No  liTing  wight  shall  know  I  am  a  dnke. 

GfiU.  Mark  me  directly,  sir;   your  wife  may 
know  it. 

J/isr.  May  not  Jaqoea  ? 

GtnL  Yes,  he  may. 

M^r.  May  not  my  country  ooosin  ? 

Gent,  By  no  means,  sir,  if  you  lore  your  life 
and  state. 

Mar.  Well  then,  know  all,  I  am  no  duke. 

Geni.  No,  I'll  swear  it. 

Lung.  See  !  he  wakes. 

Skat,  Where  am  I  ?  or  where  have  I  been  all 
this  while? 
Sleep  hath  not  sat  so  sound  upon  mine  eyes, 
Bat  I  remember  well  that  face : 
Oh,  thoQ  too  cruel,  leave  at  length  to  scorn 
Him  that  but  looking  on  thy  beauty  dies ; 
Either  receive  me,  or  put  out  my  eyes! 

L99e,  Dearest  Shattillion,  see  upon  my  knees 

IKnteU. 
I  offer  iq)  my  love ;  forget  my  wrongs. 

Shot,  Art  thou  noine  own  ? 

Ut€.  By  Heaven,  I  am. 


Shot,  Then  all  the  world  is  mine. 

Loioe.  I  have  stranger  things  to  tell  thee,  my 
dearest  love. 

Shot,  Tell  nothing,  but  that  thou  art  mine  own : 
I  do  not  care  to  know  where  I  have  been, 
Or  bow  I  have  lived,  or  any  thing, 
But  that  thou  art  my  own. 

Beau,  Well,  wife ;  though  ^twere  a  trick  that 
made  us  wed, 
We'll  make  ourselves  merry  soon  in  bed. 

Mar.  Know  all,  I  am  no  duke. 

Lady.  What  say  you  ? 

Mar.  Jaques  !  iAiUU  to  Aim. 

Jaques.  Sir? 

Mar,  I  am  a  duke. 

Both,  Are  you  ? 

Mar,  Yes,  'faith,  yes,  'faith ; 
But  it  must  only  run  amongst  oorselTcs. 
And,  Jaques,  thou  shalt  be  my  secretary  stilL 

Lady.  Kind  gentlemen,  lead  in  Shattillion, 
For  he  must  needs  be  weak  and  sickly  yet. 
Now  all  my  labours  have  a  perfect  end, 
As  I  could  wish :  Let  all  yon  ng  sprightly  wives. 
That  have  dull  foolish  coxcombs  to  their  husbands, 
Learn  by  me  their  duties,  what  to  do, 
Which  is,  to  make  'em  fools,  and  plnae  'em  too ! 

[^Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE, 

▲  T     ▲     BBVIYAL. 


The  monuments  of  virtue,  and  desert. 
Appear  more  goodly,  when  the  gloss  of  art 
Is  eaten  off  by  time,  than  when  at  first 
They  were  set  up,  not  censured  at  the  worst. 
We  have  done  our  best,  for  your  contents,  to  fit. 
With  new  pains,  this  old  monument  of  wit. 


THE    COXCOMB. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiB. 


Antonio,  the  Coxcomb  Ctentleman. 
MsAciTRY.  Fellow'TravcUer  teith  Antonio. 
RrcARDo,  a  young  OenUeman  in  love  with  Viola. 

pISIT'  l^*""  "^"'y  Oentlemen,  Frunds  to 

Silvio;  j     ^''^*^- 

Valbrio,  a  Cmintrp  Gentleman, 

Curio,  Kineman  to  Antonio. 

Justice,  a  shallouf  one. 

Andruoio,  Father  to  VtotA, 

Albxandcr.  Servant  to  McrturyIs  Mother. 

BUrk.  the  JuBtioe'B  Clerk. 

Rowland,  Servant  to  Andrubio. 


Tinker. 

Ckinstablo. 

Watch. 

Drawer. 

Mnticlans. 

Maria,  W\fe  ta  Anronio. 

Viola,  Daughter  to  Anoruoio. 

A  Country  Woman,  Mother  to  MsRcmty. 

Nan.      ) 

Maogb,  ) 

DoROTBY,  the  Tinker's  Trmll, 


MUk-Maide, 


SCENE) — London,  and  thb  Country. 


PROLOGUE, 

AT     A     REVIVAL. 


This  comedy,  long  forgot,  hj  some  thought  dead, 
By  118  preserved,  once  more  doth  raise  her  head, 
And  to  yoor  noble  censures  does  present 
Her  outward  form,  and  inward  ornament. 
Nor  let  this  smell  of  arrogance,  since  'tis  known. 
The  makers  that  confess'd  it  for  their  own, 
Were  this  way  skilful,  and  without  the  crime 
Of  flatteries,  I  may  say  did  please  the  time. 
The  work  itself  too,  when  it  first  came  forth, 
In  the  opinion  of  men  of  worth, 
Was  well  received  and  ikvoar'd,  though  some  rude 
And  harsh  among  the  ignorant  multitude, 


CDiat  relish  gross  food  better  than  a  dish 

That's  cook-d  with  care,  and  served  In    to  the 

wish 
Of  curious  palates)  wanting  wit  and  strength 
Truly  to  judge,  condemn'd  it  for  the  len^h  ; 
That  foult's  reformed ;  and  now  'tis  to  be  tried 
Before  such  judges,  'twill  not  be  denied 
A  free  and  noble  hearing ;  nor  fear  I 
But  'twill  deserve  to  have  free  liberty. 
And  give  yoa  cause  (and  with  content)  to  say. 
Their  care  was  good  that  did  revive  this  plmj. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. — London.    Brfore  the  House  qf 

Antonio. 

Enter  Ricaroo  and  Viola. 

Ric.  Let  us  make  use  of  this  stolen  privacy 
And  not  lose  time  in  protestation,  mistress ! 
For  'twere  in  me  a  kind  of  breach  of  faith, 
To  say  again  I  love  you. 

Viola,  Sweet,  speak  softly ; 
For  though  the  venture  of  your  love  to  me 
Meets  with  a  willing  and  a  full  return, 
Should  it  arrive  unto  my  father*s  knowledge, 
This  were  our  last  discourse. 

Ate.  How  shall  he  know  it  ? 

Viola,  His  watching  cares  are  such,  for  my  ad- 
vancement,   - 


That  every  where  his  eye  is  fix'd  upon  me  : 

This  night,  that  does  afford  os  some  small  freedom, 

At  the  request  and  much  entreaty  of 

The  mistress  of  the  house,  was  hardly  ffwen  me  : 

For  I  am  never  suffer'd  to  stir  out. 

But  he  hath  spies  upon  me :  Yet,  I  know  not* 

You  have  so  won  upon  me,  that  coold  I  think 

You  would  love  faithfully,  (though  to  entertain 

Another  thought  of  you  would  be  my  death) 

I  should  adventure  on  his  utmost  anger. 

Ate.  Why,  do  you  think  I  can  be  false  ? 

Viola.  No,  faiUi ! 
You  have  an  honest  face  ;  but,  if  yon  should 

Ric.  Let  all  the  stored  vengeance  of  Heaven** 
justice (ended, 

Viola.  No  more  !  I  do  believe  you.    The  danct 
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Wkicfa  ^  fine  woman's  ^ests  have  vow'd  to  have 
Ere  thej  depart,  I  will  make  home,  and  store  me 
With  dQ  the  jewels,  chains,  and  gold  are  trusted 

I  Unto  mj  custody ;  and  at  the  next  comer 
To  Dj  father's  house,  before  one,  at  the  farthest, 

I  Be  ready  to  reodve  me ! 

I     Rie.  I  desire 
Xo  bond  bejond  yoor  promise.     I^et's  go  in  I 
To  talk  thus  mnch  before  the  door  may  breed 

EmUr  MncuRY  and  Amrdmow 

Viola.  Here  are  company  too. 

Hie,  Away ! 
Thow  powers  that  prosper  true  and  honest  loves 
Will  bless  our  ondertaldngs. 

Vitia.  'Tis  my  wish,  sir. 

lExavnt  RicABDO  and  Viola. 

Men.  Nay,  sir,  excuse  me  1  I  have  drawn  you 
Too  nraeh  expense  already  in  my  travel,  [to 

And  yon  have  been  too  forward  in  your  love. 
To  make  my  wants  your  own ;  allow  me  manners ! 
^liidi  jou  must  grant  I  want,  should  I  increase 
TW  bood  is  whid  your  courtesies  have  tied  me, 
Bf  stfll  consoming  of  you :  Give  me  leave 
To  take  mine  own  ways  now,  and  I  shall  often. 
With  willingness,  come  to  visit  you,  and  then 
thank  you. 

Ant.  By  this  hand,  I  could  be  angry  !  What  do 
you  think  me? 
Moit  ve,  that  have  so  long  time  been  as  one, 
^  cities,  countries,  kingdoms,  and  their  wonders, 
B(«n  bed-fellows,  and  in  our  various  journey 
Mii'd  all  ov  observations,  part  (as  if 
^t  vere  two  carriers  at  two  several  ways, 
Aiid  asthe  fore-horse  guides,  cry  God  be  with  yon) 
^itboBt  or  compliment,  or  ceremony  ? 
Ib  tnvetlen  that  know  Transalpine  garbs, 
llioQ^  ov  designs  are  ne'er  so  serious,  friend, 
I|  were  s  espital  crime ;  it  must  not  be ; 
^V,  vhst  is  more,  yon  shall  not.    Yon,  ere  long, 
^  see  my  house,  and  find  what  I  call  mine 
ii  wboHy  at  your  service. 

Mnc.  'lis  this  tires  me ! — 
^^^1 1  were  easily  woo'd,  if  nothing  else 
B«t  my  will  lay  i'  the  choice ;  but  'tis  not  so  : 
Mt  fheods  snd  kindred,  that  have  part  of  me, 
^  ioch  on  whom  my  chiefest  hopes  depend, 
^Hly  expect  the  tender  of  my  love 
^^  my  travel ;  then  mine  own  honesty 
Ttih  me  'tis  poor,  having  indifferent  means 
7^  keep  me  in  my  quality  and  rank. 
At  my  retom,  to  tire  another's  bounty, 
A&d  let  mine  own  grow  lusty :  Pardon  me ! 

Ant.  I  will  not,  cannot ;  to  conclude,  I  dare  not : 
C«a  any  thing  conferred  upon  my  friend 
Be  barthensome  to  me  ?  For  this  excuse, 
^  I  no  reason  else,  you  should  not  leave  me  ; 
Sf  ^trareller's  faith,  you  should  not  1  I  have  said ! 
^^  then,  yon  know  my  humour,  there's  no  con- 
tending. 

Mere,  Is  tiiere  no  way  to  'scape  this  inunda- 
tion ?  lApart. 
I  >l»il  bedrown'd  with  foUy,  if  I  go ; 
^  after  niae  days,  men  may  take  me  up 
Vith  my  gall  broken. 

Af^'  Are  yon  yet  resolved  ? 

Mere,  'Would  you  would  spare  me  1 

Ant.  By  this  light,  I  cannot, 
ByaO  that  nay  be  sworn  by  ! 


Mere.  Patience  help  me,  lApart. 

And  Heaven  grant  his  folly  be  not  catching  1 
If  it  be,  the  town's  undone  :  I  now  would  give 
A  reasonable  sum  of  gold  to  any  sheriff 
That  would  but  lay  an  execution  on  me. 
And  free  me  frt>m  his  company.    While  he  was 

abroad. 
His  want  of  wit  and  language  kept  him  dumb  ; 
But  Balaam's  ass  will  speak  now,  without  spurring. 

Ant,  Speak,  have  I  won  yon  ? 

Mere,  You're  not  to  be  resisted. 

Enter  Servant  and  Musicians. 

Serv,  Be  ready,  I  entreat  you  !  The  dance  done. 
Besides  a  liberal  reward,  I  have 
A  bottle  of  sherry  in  my  power  shall  b^get 
New  crotchets  in  your  hcAds. 

Mtuician,  Tush,  fear  not  us ! 
We'll  do  our  parts. 

Serv,  Go  in. 

Ani,  1  know  this  fellow. — 
Belong  you  to  the  house  ? 

Serv,  1  serve  the  mistress. 

AiU.  Pretty  and  short !  Phiy  you,  sir,  then  in- 
form her 
Two  gentlemen  are  covetous  to  be  honour'd 
With  her  fair  presence. 

Serv,  She  shall  know  so  much. 
This  is  a  merry  night  with  us,  and  forbids  not 
Welcome  to  any  that  looks  like  a  man : 
I'll  guide  you  the  way. 

Ant,  Nay,  follow  !  I  have  a  trick  in't.  iExeunt, 


SCENE  11.— An  Apartment  in  the  same. 

Enter  Ubsrto,  Silvio,  Ricardo,  Majua,  Pedro,  Portia, 
Viola,  with  otker§;  Musicians. 

Uberto,  Come,  where  is  this  masque  }  Fairest, 
for  our  chear, 
Our  thanks  and  service ;  may  yon  long  survive 
To  joy  in  many  of  these  nights  I 

Maria,  I  thank  yon ! 

Uberto,  We  must  have  music  too ;  or  else  you 
But  half  a  welcome.  [give  us 

Maria,  Pray  you,  sir,  excuse  me  ! 

Silvio,  By  no  means,  lady. 

Uberto,  We'll  crown  your  liberal  feast 
With  some  delightful  strain,  fitting  your  love 
And  this  good  company. 

Maria,  Since  you  enforce  it, 
I  will  not  plead  the  excuse  of  want  of  skill, 
Or  be  or  nice  or  curious  :  Every  year 
I  celebrate  my  marriage-night,  and  will 
Till  I  see  my  absent  husband. 

Uberto,  'Tis  fit  freedom. 

Silvio,  Ricardo,  thou  art  dull. 

Enter  Berrant. 

Eie.  I  shall  be  lighter 
When  I  have  had  a  heat. 

Maria,  Now,  sir,  the  news  ? 

Serv,  Mistress, 
There  are  two  gentlemen 

Maria,  Where  ? 

Serv,  Complimenting 
Who  should  first  enter. 

Maria,  What  are  they  ? 

Serv.  Heaven  knows  1 
But  for  their  strangeuess^have  yon  never  seen 
A  cat  wash  her  face  ? 
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Uberto,  Yes. 

Serv,  Just  rach  a  stir  they  keep : 
If  you  make  but  haste,  you  may  see  'em  yet 
Before  they  enter.  \,A  dance. 

Maria.  Let  'em  be  what  they  will, 
We'll  give  them  fair  entertain,  and  gentle  welcome. 

Enter  Ahtohw  and  MMnctmY,atthedoor, 

Ant,  It  shall  be  so. 

Mere.  Then  let  it  be  your  pleasure. 

A  nt.  Let's  stand  aside,  and  yon  shall  see  us  have 
Fine  sport  anon. 

Merc,  A  fair  society  ; 
Do  you  know  these  gentlewomen  ? 

Ant.  Yes. 

Mere.  What  are  they  ? 

Ant.  The  second  is  a  neighbour's  daughter ; 
her  name's  Viola. 
There  is  my  kinsman's  wife ;  Portia  her  name, 
And  a  friend  too. 

Mere.  Let  her. 
What's  she  that  leads  the  dance  ? 

1  Serv.  A  gentlewoman.    , 

Mere.  I  see  that. 

1  Serv.  Indeed? 

Mere.  What? 

1  Serv.  A  gentlewoman. 

Merc.  Udsfoot !  Good  sir,  what's  she  that  leads 

2  Serv.  My  mistress.  [the  dance  ? 
Merc.  What  else  ? 

2  Serv.  My  mistress,  sir. 

Merc.  Your  mistress  ?  A  pox  on  you, 
What  a  fry  of  fools  are  here  !  I  see  tis  treason 
To  understand  in  this  house :  If  Nature  were  not 
Better  to  them  than  they  can  be  to  themselves. 
They  would  scant  hit  their  mouths.  My  mistress  ? 
Is  there  any  one  with  so  much  wit  in's  head, 
That  can  tell  me  at  thel  first  sight  what  gentle- 
That  is  that  leads  the  dance  ?  [woman 

Ant.  'Tis  my  wife. 

Mere.  Hum  I 

Ant.  How  dost  thou  like  her  ? 

Mere.  Well; 
A  pretty  gentlewoman  I 

Ant.  Pr'ythec  be  quiet. 

Merc.  I  would  I  could ! 
Let  never  any  hereafter  that's  a  man, 
That  has  affections  in  him  and  free  passions. 
Receive  the  least  tie  from  such  a  fool  as  this  is, 
That  holds  so  sweet  a  wife  ! 
'Tis  lamentable  to  consider  truly 
What  right  he  robs  himself  of,  and  what  wrong 
He  doth  the  youth  of  such  a  gentlewoman, 
That  knows  her  beauty  is  no  longer  hers 
Than  men  will  please  to  make  it  so,  and  use  it. 
Neither  of  which  lies  freely  in  a  husband. 
Oh,  what  have  I  done,  what  have  I  done  ?    Coz- 
If  I  had  never  seen,  or  never  tasted,  [comb ! 

The  goodness  of  this  kix,  I  had  been  a  made  man ; 
But  now  to  make  him  cuckold  is  a  sin 
Against  all  forgiveness,  worse  than  any  murder : 
I  have  a  wolf  by  th'  ears,  and  am  bitten  both  ways  ! 

Ant.   How  now,  friend  ?  what  are  you  think- 
ing of  ? 

Merc.  Nothing  concerning  you:  I  must  be  gone. 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  I  will  have  no  going,  sir. 

Merc.   Then,  good  sir,  give  me  leave  to  go  to 
I  am  very  weary  and  ill-temper'd.  [bed : 

Ant.  You  shall  presently ;  the  dance  is  done. — 

1  Serv.  Mistress,  these  are  the  gentlemen. 


Maria.  My  husband  ?  Welcome  home,  dear  ar ! 

Mere.  She's  fair  still ; 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  knave,  or  durst  be  one. 
For  thy  sake,  Coxcomb  I      He  that  invented  bo. 
Undid  me.  [°<*^ 

Ant.  I  thought  you  had  not  known  me 
You  are  merry ;  *tis  well  thought.     And  how  ist 
These  worthy  gentlemen  ?  [with 

Uberto  and  Silvio.  We  are  glad  to  see 
You  here  again. 

Ant.  Oh,  gentlemen,  what  ha'  you  lost? 
But  get  you  into  travels ;  there  you  may  leann- 
I  cannot  say  what  hidden  virtues. 

Merc.  Hidden  from  you  I  am  sure.  \,Amit. 

My  blood  boils  like  a  furnace !  She*8  a  frir  one. 

Ant.  Pray  entertain  this  gentleman  with  all  the 
Fitting  my  most  especial  friend.  [courtesy 

Maria.  What  this  poor  house  may  yield,  to 
make  you  welcome. 
Dear  sir,  command,  without  more  compliment 

Merc.  I  thank  you ! — She  is  wise,  and  speaks 
well  too :  [Andi. 

Oh,  what  a  blessing  is  gone  by  me,  never 
To  be  recovered  !     Well,  'twas  an  old  ^ame 
The  devil  laid  up  for  me,  and  now  he  has  hit  me 
If  there  be  any  ways  to  be  dishonest,  [home. 

And  save  myself  yet — No,  it  must  not  be  ! 
Why  should  I  be  a  fool  too  ? — ^Yet  those  eyes 
Would  tempt  another  Adam  !  How  they  call  to  me. 
And  tell  me — 'Sfoot,  they  shall  not  tell  me  anf 
Sir,  will  you  walk  in  ?  [thii^ ! 

Ant.  How  is't,  signior? 

Mere.  Crasy  a  little. 

Maria.  What  aU  you,  sir  ?  What's  in  my  power, 
Make  use  of,  sir.  [prsj 

Merc.  'Tis  that  must  do  me  good !  iAtidt. 

She  does  not  mock  me,  sure  ! — ^An't  please  you. 
My  disease  is  only  weariness.  f  nothiog ; 

Uberto,  Come,  gentlemen ! 
We  will  not  keep  you  from  your  beds  too  long. 

Ric.  I  ha'  some  business,  and  'tis  late,  and  joa 
Far  from  your  lodging. 

Silvio.  Well. 

\^Extunt  aU  but  Ajrmmo,,  Makla,  and  Mascrar. 

Ant.  Come,  my  dear  Mercury  I 
I'll  bring  you  to  your  chamber ;  and  then  I  am 
For  you,  Maria :  Thou  art  a  new  wife  to  me  now, 
And  thou  shalt  find  it  ere  I  sleep. 

Merc.  And  I  [AtUi. 

An  old  ass  to  myself !  mine  own  rod  whips  me  .^— 
Good  sir,  no  more  of  this  ;  'tis  tedious  I 
You  are  the  best  guide  in  yont  own  house ;  go,  air. 

\^Extunt  Airromo  and  Maku. 
This  fool  and  his  fiur  wife  have  made  me  frantic; 
From  two  such  physics  for  the  soul,  dieliver  me ! 

[RxiL 
— ♦ 

SCENE  III.— ^  Street. 
Enter  Ricaaoo,  Ubbrto,  Pnmo,  and  Silvto. 

Uberto.  Well,  you  must  have  this  wench,  then? 

Ric.  I  hope  so ; 
I  am  much  o'  the  bow-hand  else. 

Pedro.  'Would  I  were  hang'd, 
Tis  a  good  loving  little  fbcd,  that  dares  venture 
Herself  upon  a  coast  she  never  knew  yet ! 
But  these  women !  when  they  are  once  thirteea, 
God  speed  the  plough  ! 

Silvio.  *  Faith,  they  will  venture  further  for  their 
Than  a  merchant,  D*^^ 


If 
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And  through  u  many    storms,    bat  they'll  be 

franghted; 
Thejire  nade  like  csmcks,  only  strength  and 
itowage. 
Rie.  Come,  oome,  you  talk,  you  talk  ! 
SUm.  We  do  so.    But, 
Tell  ne,  Rkardo,  wo't  thou  marry  her  ? 
Rie.  Marry  her  ?  why,  what  should  I  do  with 

her? 
Pedro.  Pox,  I  thought  we  should  have  had  all 
shares  in  her. 
Like  kwfol  prise. 

Rie.  No,  by  my  fiuth,  sir ;  you  shall  pardon  me  : 
I  lamch'd  her  at  my  own  chaiqge,  without  partners. 
And  90  I'll  keep  her. 
Uberto,  What's  the  hour  ? 
Rie.  Twelve. 
Uberto,  What  shaD  we  do  the  while  ?     'Tis  yet 

scarce  eleven. 
SUtm.  There  is  no  standing  here ;  is  not  this  the 
Rie.  Yes.  [place ! 

Pedr0.  And  to  go  back 
I'Dto  her  Esther's  house  may  breed  suspicion  : 
Let's  slip  into  a  tavern  for  an  hour ; 
TaTcry  cold. 

CUrto,  Content ;  there's  one  hard  by. 
A  quart  of  burnt  sack  will  recover  us : 
1  am  as  cold  as  Christmas.    This  stealing  flesh 
r  tlk'  frosty  weather  may  be  sweet  i'  th*  eating, 
Bat  sore  the  woodmen  have  no  great  catch  on't. 
MulTsgo? 

Rie.  Thou  art  the  strangest  lover  of  a  tavern ! 
Wliat  shall  we  do  there  now  ?   Lose  the  hour  and 
oarselves  too  ? 
Oheri9,  Lose  a  pudding  ! 
Wlttt  dost  thou  talk  o*  th'  hour  ?  will  one  quart 

muzzle  us? 
Have  ve  not  ears  to  hear,  and  tongues  to  ask 
The  drawers,  but  we  must  stand  here  like  bawds 
To  watch  the  minutes  ? 

SUvio.  Pr*ythee  content  thyself! 
We  ihali  scout  here,  as  though  we  went  a-haying, 
And  have  some  mangy  'prentice,  that  cannot  sleep 
For  scratdiing,  overhear  us.     Come,  will  you  go, 
^Ikd  your  love-fury  is  a  little  frozen,  [sirs  ? 

)oa'n  oome  to  us. 
Rk.  Will  you  drink  but  one  quart  then  ? 
Pedro.  No  more,  i'faith. 
Sihh.  Content  1 
Rie.  Why  then,  have  with  you ! 
But  kt's  be  very  watchfoL 
Cberto,  As  watchful  as  the  bellman.      Come ; 
rUlead, 
Beeaose  I  hate  good  manners ;  they  are  too  tedious. 

lEjceunt. 

SCENE  IV.>— Another  Street. 
£"t(r  TioiA  yVwOT  a  lumse,  trith  a  kep  and  a  HttU  eatket. 

^iola.  The  night  is  terrible,  and  I  enclosed 
^^  that  my  virtue  and  myself  hate  most, 
iJvkness ;  yet  must  I  fear,  that  which  I  wish, 
^Bie  company  ;  and  every  step  I  take 
Soqnda  louder  in  my  fearful  ears  to-night, 
TW  ever  did  the  shrill  and  sacred  bell 
That  ring  me  to  my  prayers.    The  house  will  rise 
^1wn  I  unlock  the  door !    Were  it  by  day, 
I  am  bold  enough,  but  then  a  thousand  eyes 
^an  nie  from  going.     Might  not  God  have  made 
A  tiae  for  envious  prying  folk  to  sleep, 


Whilst  lovers  met,  and  yet  the  sun  have  shone  ? 
Yet  I  was  bold  enough  to  steal  this  key 
Got  of  my  father's  chamber ;  and  dare  yet 
Venture  upon  mine  enemy,  the  night, 
Arm'd  only  with  my  love,  to  meet  my  friend, 
Alas,  how  valiant,  and  how  frayed  at  once 
Love  makes  a  virgin !  I  will  throw  this  key 
Back  through  a  window  :  I  have  wealth  enough 
In  jewels  with  me,  if  I  hold  his  love 
I  steal  'em  for.    Farewell,  my  place  of  birth  ! 
I  never  make  account  to  look  on  thee  again  ; 
And  if  there  be,  as  I  have  heard  men  say, 
These  household  gods,  I  do  beseech  them  look 
To  this  my  charge  ;  bless  it  from  thieves  and  fire. 
And  keep,  till  happily  my  love  I  win. 
Me  from  thy  door,  and  hold  my  father  in !    iBxit. 


SCENE  v.— ^  Roam  in  a  Tavern. 

Enter  Ricamdo,  Pjedbo,  Ubsrto,  Bilvio,  and  Drawer 

tpith  a  candle. 

Bic.  No  more,  for  God  sake  I  How  is  the  night, 
Drawer.  'Faith,  sir,  'tis  very  late.  [boy  ? 

Uberto,  'Faith,  sir,  you  lie !  is  this  your  Jack 
i'  th'  clock-house  ? 
Will  you  strike,  sir  ?    Gi'e's  some  more  sack,  you 
varlet. 
Rie.  Nay,  if  you  love  me,  good  Uberto,  go  ! 
I  am  monstrous  hot  with  wine. 

Uberto.  Quench  it  again  with  love ! 
Gentlemen,  1  will  drink  one  health  more,  and  then, 
If  my  legs  say  me  not  shamefully  nay, 
I  will  go  with  you.     Give  me  a  singular  quart ! 
Drawer,  Of  what  wine,  sir  ? 
Uberto,  Of  sack,  yon  that  speak  confusion  at 
the  bar ! 
Of  sack  I  say ;  and  every  one  his  quart. 
What  a  devil,  let's  be  merry ! 

Drawer.  You  shall,  sir.  lExiL 

Pedro.  We  will,  sir ;  and  a  dried  tongue. 
Silvio.  And  an  olive,  boy,  and  a  whole  bunch 
of  fiddlers  I — 
My  head  swims  plaguily ;  'uds  precious,  I  shall  be 
claw'd. 

Enter  Drawer  wiih/our  quarU  cfwine. 

Rie.  Fnj  go !  I  can  drink  no  more ;  think  on 
'Tis  midnight,  gentlemen.  [your  promise ; 

Uberto.  Oh,  that  it  were  dumb  midnight  now  1 
Not  a  word  more,  every  man  on's  knees, 
And  betake  himself  to  his  saint :  Here's  to  your 
All  this,  and  then  away.  [wench,  signior  1 

Rie.  I  cannot  drink  it 

Pedro.  'Tis  a  toy,  a  toy  ;  away  wi't ! 

Uberto.  Now  dare  I 
Speak  anything  to  any  body  living ! 
Come,  Where's  the  fault  ?  Off  with  it 

Rio.  I  have  broke 
My  wind.    Call   you  this  sack  ?    I  wonder  who 

made  it : 
He  was  a  sure  workman,  for  'tis  plaguy  strong 
Is  it  gone  round  ?  [work. 

Uberto.  'Tis  at  the  last    Out  of  my  way,  good 
Is  the  moon  up  yet  ?  [boy  ! 

Drawer.  Yea,  sir. 

Uberto,  Where  is  she,  boy  ? 

Drawer,  There,  sir. 

Uberto.  We  shall  have  rain  and  thunder,  boy. 

Drawer,  When,  sir  ? 
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Uberto,  I  cannot  tell ;  bat  sure  we  shally  boy. 

Drawer.  The  gentleman  is  wine-wiae. 

Uberto.  Drawer  1 

Drawer.  Here,  sir. 

Uberto.  Can  you  procure  ? 

Drawer.  What,  m  ? 

Uberto.  A  whore,  or  two,  or  three,  as  need  shall 
serve,  boy  ? 

Silvio.  Ay,  a  good  whore  were  worth  money, 
boy. 

Drawer^  I  protest,  sir,  we  are  altogether  un- 
provided. 

Hie.  The  more's  the  pity,  boy ;  can  you  not 
'vise  us  where,  my  child  ? 

Drawer.  Neither,  in  trotii,  sir. 

Pedro.  Why,  where  were  you  brought  up,  boy? 
No  inkling  of  a  whore  ?  no  aim,  my  boy  ? 

Uberto.  It  cannot  sink  in  my  head  now  that 
thou  shouldst  marry ; 
Why  shouldst  thou  marry,  tell  me  ? 

Eio.  I  marry  ?  I'll  be  hang'd  first. 
Some  more  wine,  boy ! 

Silvio.  Is  she  not  a  whore  translated  ? 
An  she  be,  let's  repair  to  her  I 

Ric,  I  cannot  tell ;  she  may  be  an  offender : 
But,  Siguier  Silvio,  I  shall  scratch  your  head  ; 
Indeed  I  shall. 

Silvio.  Judge  me,  I  do 
But  jest  with  thee :  What  an  she  were  inverted. 
With  her  heels  upward  like  a  traitor's  coat» 
What  care  I  ? 

Uberto.  Ay,  hang  her !  shall  we  fall  out  for  her  ? 

Ric.  I  am  a  litde  angry.  But  these  wenches ! 
Did  you  not  talk  of  wenches  ? 

SUvio.  Boy,  lend  me  your  candle ! 

Drawer.  Why,  sir  ? 

Silvio.  To  set  fire  to  your  rotten  ceiling  : 
You'll  keep  no  whores,  rogue,  no  good  members  ! 

Drawer.  Whores,  sir  ? 

Silvio.  Ay,  whores,  sir ;  do  you  think  we  come 
With  your  hogsheads  ?  [to  lie 

Rie.  I  must  beat  the  watch ; 
I  have  long'd  for  it  any  time  this  three  weeks. 

Silvio,  We'll  beat  the  town  too,  an  tboa  wilt ; 
we  are  proof,  boy  1 
Shall  we  kill  any  body  ? 

Rie.  No ;  but  we'U  hurt  'em  dangerously. 

Uberto.  Silvio,  now  must  I  kill  one ;  I  cannot 
avoid  it. — 
Boy,  easily  afore  there  with  your  candle  ! 
Where's  your  mistress  ? 

Drawer.  A-bed,  sir. 

Silvio.  With  whom  ? 

Drawer.  With  my  master. 

Uberto.  You  lie,  boy !  she's  better  brought  up 
than  to  lie 
With  her  husband ;  has  he  not  cast  his  head  yet  ? 
Next  year  he  will  be  a  velvet-headed  cuckold. 

Drawer.  You  are  a  merry  gentleman.    There, 
sir ;  take  hold !  lExeutU. 


SCENE  VI.— .:!  Street. 
Enter  Viola. 
Fida.  This  is  the  place !    I  have  out-told  the 
clock 
For  haste  ;  he  is  not  here.    Ricardo  !— No  1 
Now,  every  power  that  loves  and  is  beloved, 
Keep  me  from  shame  to-night !  for  all  you  know 
Each  thought  of  mine  is  innocent  and  pure. 


As  flesh  and  blood  can  hold.    I  cannot  back  ; 
I  threw  the  key  within,  and,  ere  I  raise 
My  ftither  up  to  see  his  daughter's  shame, 
I'll  set  me  down,  and  tell  the  Northern  wind 
That  it  is  gentler  than  the  curling  West, 
If  it  will  blow  me  dead !  But  he  will  come. — 
I'  faith,  'tis  cold. — If  he  deceive  me  thus, 
A  woman  will  not  easily  trust  a  man. 
Hark!  what's  that? 

Silvio.  IWithin."]  Thou'rt  over  long  at  thy  pot,  Tom, 
Tom: 
Thou'rt  over  long  at  the  pot«  Tom.  ISin^ing. 

Viola.  Bless  me !  Who's  that  ? 
Pedro.  [Within.^  Whoo! 
Uberto.  [  FFt/Atn.]  There,  boys ! 
Viola;  Darkness,  be  thou  my  cover !   I  must  fly; 
To  thee  I  haste  for  help. — They  have  a  light : 


Enter  Ricardo,  Pkdro,  Ubxhto,  Savio,  amd  Ilrawer  viUk 

a  torch. 

Wind,  if  thou  lovest  a  virgin,  blow  it  out ! 
And  I  will  never  shut  ti  window  more. 
To  keep  thee  from  me. 

Rio.  Boy! 

Drawer.  Sir? 

Ric.  Why,  boy! 

Drawer.  What  say  you,  sir  ? 

Rie.  Why,  boy,  art  thou  drunk,  boy  ? 

Drawer.  What  would  you,  sir? 

Ric.  Why,  very  good  ;  where  are  we  ? 

Uberto.  Ay,  that's  the  point. 

Drawer^  Why,  sir,  you  will  be  at  jour  lodging 

Rie,  I'll  go  to  no  lodging,  boy.  Tpresently. 

Drawer,  Whither  will  you  go  then,  sir  ? 

Rie,  I'll  go  no  farther. 

Drawer.  For  God's  sake,  sir,  do  not  stay  here 

Rio.  No  more  I  will  not :  [all  night. 

Boy,  lay  me  down,  and  roll  me  to  a  whore. 

Uberto.  And  me. 

Pedro.  There  spoke  an 

SUvio.  ISinging."]  Then  set  your  foot  to  my  foot,  and  np 
tails  aU! 

Viola.  That  is  Ricardo:   What  a   noise  they 
make ! 
It  is  ill  done  of  'em..»Here,  sirs  1    Ricardo  ! 

Rie.  What's  that,  boy? 

Drawer.  'Tis  a  wench,  sir :  Pray,  gentlemen, 
come  away  1 

Viola.  Oh,  my  dear  love !  how  doit  thon  ? 

Rie.  'Faith,  sweetheart, 
Even  as  thou  seest. 

Pedro.  Where's  thy  wench  ? 

Uberto.  Where's  this  bed-worm  ? 

Viola.  Speak  softly,  for  the  love  of  Heaven  ! 

Drawer.  Mistress,  get  you  gone,  and  do   not 
entice  the  gentlemen, 
Now  you  see  they're  drunk,  or  I'll  call  the  watch. 
And  lay  you  fast  enough. 

Viola,  Alas,  what  are  you  P  I^plaoc  ? 

Or  what  do  you  mean  ?--Sweet  love,  where's  the 

Rie.  Marry,  sweet  love,  e'en  here :  Lie  down  ; 
I'll  feese  you.  Cflw«»  *«-. 

Viola.  Good  God !  What  mean  you  ? 

Pedro,  I  will  have  the  wench. 

Uberto.  If  you  can  get  her. 

SUvio.  No,  I'U  Ue  with 
The  wench  to-night,  and  she  shaU  be  yours  to- 

Pedro.  Let  go  the  wench  1  [morrow. 

Silvio,  Let  you  go  the  wench  1 

Viola.  Oh,  gentlemen,  as  you  had  mothers 
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Ubeft».  They  had  no  mothers ;  they  ore  the  sons 

Rie,  Let  that  be  maintained  I  [of  bitches. 

SiMo.  Marry  then 

Vieia,  Oh,  bless  me,  Heaven  1 

rhtrio.  How  many  is  there  on*s  ? 

Rie.  About  fire. 

rberto.  Why  then,  let's  fight  three  to  three. 

Siim.  Content.  IDrato  and /all  dawn. 

Drmeer.  The  watch  !  the  watch  i    the  watch ! 
Where  are  you  ?  C^**^ 

Rie,  Where  are  these  cowards  ? 

Pedn,  There's  the  whore. 

Vi«la.  I  never  saw  a  dnmken  man  before ; 
Bat  these  I  think  are  so. 

Siivio.  Oh ! 

Pidro,  I  miss'd  you  narrowly  there. 

riob.  My  state  is  such,  I  know  not  how  to  think 
A  pnyer  fit  for  me ;  only  I  coold  move, 
Tbiiat  never  maiden  more  might  be  in  love  I    lExit. 

Emltr  Drawer,  Constable,  and  Watch. 

Wateh.  Where  are  they,  boy  ? 

Drawtr,  Make  no  such  haste,   sir;   they  are 
no  nmnen. 

Vberh.  I  am  hurt,  but  that's  all  one  ; 
I  »haU  light  upon  some  of  ye.     Pedro, 
Th«vi  art  t  tall  gentleman  ;  let  me  kiss  thee  ! 

W<uch.  My  friend 

Vberlo.  Your  friend  ?  you  lie ! 

Rie.  Stand  further  off  ! 
TiK  watch  ?  you  are  full  of  fleas. 


Const.  Gentlemen, 
Either  be  quiet,  or  we  must  make  ye  quiet. 
Rie,  Nay,  good    Master  Constable,  be  not  so 

rigorous  I 
Uberto.  Master  Constable,  lend  me  thy  hand  of 
Const,  That  I  will,  sir.  [justice  I 

Uberto.  Fy,  Master  Constable  I  what  golls  you 
have  !    Is  Justice 
So  blind  you  cannot  see  to  wash  your  hands  ? 
I  cry  you  mercy,  sir;  your  gloves  are  on. 
Drdwer.  Now  you  are  up,  sir,  will  you  go  to 

bed? 
Pedro.  I'll  truckle  here,  boy  ;  give  me  another 

pillow. 

Drawer.  Will  you  stand  up,  and  let  me  lay  it 

Pedro.  Yes.  [on  then  ? 

Drawer.  There ;  hold  bim,  two  of  ye.     Now 

Be  going.  Master  Constable.  [they  are  up, 

Rie.  And  this  way,  and  that  way,  Tom.  {.Singing, 

Uberto.  And  here  away,  and  there  away,  Tom. 
Silvio.  This  is  the  right  way,  the  other's  the  wrong. 
Pedro.  Th*  other's  the  wrong. 
Omnee.  Thou'rt  over  long  at  the  pot,  Tom,  Tom. 

Rie.  Lead  valiantly,  sweet  constable !  whoop ! 

ha,  boys  ! 
Const,  This  wine  hunts  in  their  heads. 
Rie.  Give  me  the  bill,  for  I  will  be  the  Serjeant. 
Const.  Look  to  him,  sirs  ! 
Rie.  Keep  your  ranks,  you  rascals,  keep  your 

ranks  I  ISxeunt. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I.^A  HaU  in  Antonio's  House,  with 

a  Gallery. 

Enter  Msaccav. 

Men,  I  cannot  sleep  for  thinking  of  this  ass's 

wife! 
PJ  be  gooe  presently :  there's  no  staying  here. 
With  this  devil  about  me. — Ho  I  This  is  the  house 

of  sleep. 
H<i !  igain  there  ! — 'Sfoot,  the  darkness,  and  this 
Will  make  me  lunatic.     Ho !  [love  together 

Snter  a  Servingman  above,  unready. 

Sen.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Mere,  Pray  take  the  pains  to  rise  and  light  a 

Sfrv.  Presently.  [candle. 

Mere.  Was  ever  man  but  I  in  such  a  stocks  ? 
^cQ.  this  shall  be  a  warning  to  me,  and 
A  &ir  one  too,  how  I  betray  myself 
To  ^Tuh  a  dunce,  by  way  of  benefit. 

ErUer  Serringmsn. 

Sfrv.  Did  you  call  ? 

Mere.  Yea :  Pray  do  me  the  kindness,  sir,  to 
let  me  out, 
Asd  not  inquire  why,  for  I  must  needs  be  gone. 

Sen.  Not  to-night,  I  hope,  sir. 

Mere.  Good  sir,  to-night ; 
I  voold  not  have  troubled  you  else ;  pray  let  it  be 

Serv.  Alas,  sir,  my  master  will  be  offended,  [so ! 

Mere.  That  I  have  business  ?  no,  I  warrant  you. 

Serr.  Good  sir,  take  your  rest. 

Mere.  Pny,  my  good  friend. 
Let  me  appoint  my  own  rest. 


Serv.  Yes,  sir. 

Mere.  Then  shew  me  the  way  out;  I'll  consider 

Serv,  Good  Lord,  sir [you. 

Merc.  If  I  had  not 
An  excellent- temper' d  patience,  now  should  I  break 
This  fellow's  head,  and  make  him  understand 
'Twere  necessary ;  the  only  plague 
Of  this  house  is  th'  unhandsome  love  of  servants. 
That  never  do  their  duty  in  the  right  place. 
But  when  they  muster  before  dinner, 
And  sweep  the  table  with  a  wooden  dagger. 
And  then  they  are  troublesome  too,  to  all  men's 

shoulders. — 
The  woodcock's  fiesb'd  again  ;  now  I  shall  have 
A  new  stir. 

Enter  Anrotno. 

Ant.  Why,  how  now,  friend  ?  what  do  yon  up 
so  late  f 
Are  you  well  ?  do  you  want  anything  ?  Pray  speak. 

Mere,  Only  the  cause  I  rise  for* 

Ant,  What  knaves  are  these  ! 
What  do  you  want  ? — ^Why,  sirrah ! 

Merc.  Nothing  1'  th'  world. 
But  the  keys  to  let  me  out  of  doors :  I  must  be 
Be  not  against  it,  for  you  cannot  stay  me.   [gone  : 

Ant.  Be  gone  at  this  time  }  that  were  a  merry 
jest. 

Mere.  If  there  be  any  mirth  in't,  make  yon  use 
But  I  must  go.  [on't. 

Ant.  Why,  for  love's  sake  ? 

Merc.  'Twill  benefit 
Your  understanding  nothing  to  know  the  cause. 
Pray  go  to  bed ;  1*11  trouble  your  man  only. 
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Ani.  Nay,  sir,  jou  have  raised  more  that  has 
reason 
To  curse  you,  an  you  knew  all :  my  wife's  up. 
And  coming  down  too. 

Merc.  Alas,  it  will  be 
A  trouble  :  Pray  go  up  to  her,  and  let  me 
Disturb  no  more  ;  it  is  unmannerly. 

Enter  BiAmiA,  as  <mt  qfbed. 

Ant,  She's  here  already. — 
Sweetheart,  how  say  you  by  this  gentleman  ? 
He  would  away  at  midnight. 

Maria,  That  I  am  sure  he  will  not. 

Mere.  Indeed  I  must. 

Maria,  Good  sir, 
Let  not  your  homely  entertainment  press  yon 
To  leave  your  bed  at  midnight  I     If  you  want 
What  my  house^'or  our  town,  may  afford  yon, 
Make  it  your  own  finult  if  you  caU  not  for  it. 
Pray  go  to  bed  again !  let  me  compel  you : 
I  am  sure  you  have  no  power  to  deny  a  woman. 
The  air  is  piercing ; 

And,  to  a  body  beaten  with  long  traTcl, 
'Twill  prove  an  ill  physician. 

Merc,  If  she  speak  longer  I  shall  be  a  knaye, 

lAride, 
As  rank  as  e'er  sweat  for  it. — Sir,  if  you  will  send 
Your  wife  up  presently,  I'll  either  stay 
With  you  (d  ye  mark  me  ?)  or  deliver  you 
So  just  a  cause,  that  you  yourself  shall  thrust 
Me  out  of  doors,  both  suddenly  and  willingly. 

Ant,  I  would  fain  hear  that,  'faith  ! — Pray  thee 
go  up,  sweetheart ! 
I  have  half  persuaded  him  ;  besides,  he  hath 
Some  private  business  with  me. 

Maria,  Good  night,  sir ! 
And  what  content  you  would  have,  I  wish  with  you. 

lExiL 

Mere,  Could  any  man  that  had  a  back  ask  more  ? 
Oh,  me  !  oh,  me ! 

Ant.  Now  deal  directly  with  me  ; 
Why  should  you  go  ? 

Mere.  If  you  be  wise,  do  not  inquire  the  cause ; 
'Twill  trouble  you. 

Ant,  Why  ?  pr'ythee,  why  ? 

Mere,  'Faith, 
I  would  not  have  you  know  it ;  let  me  go  1 
'Twill  be  far  better  for  you.  iKnocking, 

Ant,  Who  is  that, 
That  knocks  there  ?  is't  not  at  the  street-door  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant,  Who's  there  ?  cannot  yon  speak  ? 

Vioia,  [  Within,']  A  poor 
Distressed  maid  ;  for  GU>d's  sake,  let  me  in ! 

Merc,  Let  her  in,  and  me  out  together ;  'tis  but 
one  labour : 
'Tis  pity  she  should  stand  i'  th'  street.     It  seems 
She  Knows  you. 

Ant,  There  she  shall  stand,  for  me :  You  are 
This  is  a  common  custom  of  the  rogues  [ignorant ; 
That  lie  about  the  loose  parts  of  the  city. 

Mere,  As  how  ? 

Ant.  To  knock  at  doors  in  dead  time  of  night. 
And  use  some  feigned  voice  to  raise  compassione ; 
And  when  the  doors  are  open,  in  they  rush. 
And  cut  the  throats  of  all,  and  take  the  booty : 
We  cannot  be  too  careful. 

Viola.  [  Within,]  As  ever  yon  had  pity,  let  me 
I  am  undone  else.  [in ! 

Ant,  Who  are  you  ? 


Viola.  My  name  is  Viola,  a  gentlewoman 
That  ill  chance  hath  distress'd ;  yon  know  mj 
father. 

Merc.  Alas  of  God  I  well  let  her  in  ;  'tis  one 
Of  the  gentlewomen  were  here  in  the  erening ; 
I  know  her  by  her  name  :  Poor  soul !  she's  cold, 
I  warrant  her ;  let  her  have  my  warm  bed, 
And  I  will  take  her  fortune :  Come,  pray  come ! 

Ant.  It  is  not  Viola,  that's  certain ; 
She  went  home  to  her  father's,  I  am  son. 

Viola.  Will  not  you  be  so  good  to  let  me  in  ? 

Ant,  1*11  be  so  good  to  have  you  whipt  away, 
If  you  stay  a  little  longer — She  is  gone, 
I  warrant  her.     Now  let  me  know  your  canse. 
For  I  will  hear  it,  and  not  repent  the  knowing. 

Merc.  Since  you  are  so  importimate,  I'll  tril 
you: 
I  love  your  wife  extremely. 

Ant.  Very  welL 

Merc,  And  so  well  that  I  dare  not  stay. 

Ant,  Why? 

Merc.  For  wronging  you :  I  know  1  am  Ikik 
and  blood. 
And  yon  have  done  me  firiendahipa  infinite,  aai 

often. 
That  must  require  me  honest,  and  a  true  man ; 
And  I  will  be  so,  or  I'll  break  my  heart. 

Ant,  Why,  you  may  stay  for  all  this,  methinks. 

Mere.  No ;  though  I  would  be  good,  I  am  do 
Nor  is  it  safe  to  try  me :  I  deal  plainly.         [saiat. 

Ant,  Come,  I  dare  try  you ;  do  the  best  you  can. 

Mere.  You  shall  not. 
When  I  am  right  again,  Fll  come  and  see  yon ; 
Till  when,  I'll  use  all  countries,  and  all  means, 
But  I  will  lose  this  folly  ;  'tis  a  devil ! 

Ant,  Is  there  no  way  to  stay  you  ? 

Merc,  No  ;  unless 
Yon  will  have  me  such  a  villain  to  yoa,  as  all  bmd 
Shall  spit  at  me. 

Ant.  Does  she  know  you  love  her  ? 

Merc.  No ;  I  hope  not :  That  were  reoompeoce 
Fit  for  a  rogue  to  render  her. 

Ant,  If  ever  any  had  a  faithful  friend,      lAsidt. 
I  am  that  man,  and  I  may  glory  in  it ! 
This  is  he,  that  ipse,  he,  that  passes 
All  Christendom  for  goodness. 
He  shall  not  overgo  me  in  his  fHendship  ; 
'Twere  recreant  and  base,  and  I'll  be  haog'd  fint; 
I  am  resolved.  —  Go  thy  ways ;  a  wife 
Shall  never  part  us :  I  have  considered. 
And  I  find  her  nothing  to  such  a  friend  as  thou  art 
I'll  speak  a  bold  world :  take  your  time  and  woo  her« 
(You  have  overcome  me  clearly) 
And  do  what's  fitting  with  her — you  concdve  me. 
I  am  glad  at  he%rt  you  love  her,  by  this  light ! 
Ne'er  stare  upon  me,  for  I  vrill  not  fly  from't ! 
If  you  had  spoken  sooner,  sure  you  had  beea 

served: 
Sir,  you're  not  every  man.    Now  to  your  task ! 
I  give  yon  free  leave ;  and  the  sin  is  mine, 
If  there  be  any  in  it. 

Merc.  He  will  be  hang'd  C^A«^ 

Before  he  makes  this  good :  He  cannot  be 
So  innocent  a  Coxcomb ;  he  can  tell  ten,  sure  !— 
If  I  had  never  known  you,  as  I  have  done, 
I  might  be  one,  as  others,  perhaps  sooner ; 
But  now  it  is  impossible,  there's  too  much  good 
Between  us. 

Ant.  Well,  thou  art  e'en  the  best  man — 
I  can  say  no  more,  I  am  so  oveijoy'd  ! 


SCEITB  II. 


THE  COXCOMB. 


289 


YoQ  mut  stty  this  night,  and  in  the  mornihg  go 
As  early  as  yon  please ;  I  hare  a  toy  for  you. 
Merc,  I  thought  tins  pill  would  make  you  sick. 
ArU.  But  where  you  mean  to  be  I  must  have 
notice, 
And  it  must  be  hard  by,  too :  Do  you  mark  me  ? 
Mere.  Why,  what's  tiie  matter  ? 
Ant,  There  is  m  thing  in  hand. 
Mm,  Why,  what  tUng  ? 
AnL  A  sound  one,  if  it  take  right,  and  you  be 
not 
PemsL  We  two  wiU  be  Tyou  would  Uttle  think  it) 
As  ftanoas  for  our  friendship  — — 
MerCm  How? 
Ant,  If  God  please, 
As  eter  Damon  was,  and  Pythias ; 
Or  Pylsdes,  and  Orestes ;  or  any  two 
Thit  ever  were :  Do  you  conceive  me  yet  ? 
Merc  No,  by  my  troth,  sir ! — He  will  not  help 
me  up,  sure  ?  lAtide. 

Ant,  Yon  shall  anon ;  and,  for  onr  names,  I 
I  think 

>  Thej  shall  fire  after  us,  and  be  remembered 
!  Wbiie  there  is  a  story,  or  I  lose  my  aim. 

Mert.  What  a  Yengeance  ails  he  I  How  do  you  ? 
Ant,  Yes,  'feith, 
We  two  will  be  such  friends  as  the  world  shall  ring 
Mere.  And  why  is  all  this  ?  [of. 

Ant.  You  shall  enjoy  my  wife. 
Mere.  Away,  away ! 
^  Ant,  The  wonder  must  begin. 
^  I  ktre  cast  it,  ('twill  be  scurry  else) 
\n  ihall  not  stir  a  foot  in't :  Pray  be  quiet 
Tul  1  haTe  made  it  perfect. 
Mere,  What  shall  a  man  do  with  this  wretched 
feUow?  LAtide. 

Tboe  is  no  mercy  to  be  used  towards  him ; 
i  He  is  not  capable  of  any  pity ; 
[  He  will,  in  spite  of  course,  be  a  cuckold ; 

Ajid  vho  can  help  it  ? — Must  it  begin  so,  needs, 
[  Tkbka^atn.  [sir? 

Ant.  Yet,  many  must  it ; 
Acd  1  myKlf  will  woo  this  woman  for  you : 
Do  yon  perceive  it  now  ?  ha  ? 
yiere.  Yes;   now   1  have  a  little  sight  i'  th' 
matter. — 
Oi,  tiiat  thy  head  should  be  so  monstrous,   lAeide. 
:  Tkit  ail  thy  serrants'  hats  may  hang  upon't  !— 
^t.  do  yon  mean  to  do  this  ? 
^  Afit.  Yes,  certain  ;  I  will  woo  her,  and  for  you. 
^trire  not  against  it ;  'tis  the  overthrow 
^tfae  best  pl^  that  erer  was  then. 

-Vffc.  Nay, 
I  ^  assure  yon,  air,  I'll  do  no  harm  ;— 
lo3  hare  too  mach  about  you  of  your  own.  LAtide, 
Ant.  HsTe  yon  thought  of  a  place  yet  ? 
^ere.  A  place  ? 

Ant.  Ay,  a  place  where  you  will  bide : 
^'jtbee,  no  more  of  this  modesty ;  'tis  foolish ! 
^3  we  were  not  determined  to  be 
AWflte  friends  indeed,  'twere  tolerable. 
Merc.  I  have  thought,  and  you  shall  hear  from 

me« 
^»/.  Why,  this  will  gain  me  everlasting  glory ! 
1  ^vft  the  better  of  him,  that'a  my  comfort ! 
G-iod  night!  iSxit 

Mere.  Goodnight!-- 
2^}l  go  thy  ways  !  thou  art  the  tidiest  wittol 
*^i*  <lay  I  think  above  ground  ; 
iU  yet  thy  end,  for  all  this,  must  be  motley.  {Exit. 

»0t.  II. 


SC£N£  11.—^  Field  on  the  Ouitkiris  of  the 

City. 
Enter  Tinker  and  Dosothy. 

Tinker.  'Tis  bitter  cold.    A  plague  upon  these 

rogues. 
How  wary  they  are  grown  1  not  a  door  open  now, 
But  double-barred ;  not  a  window, 
But  up  with  a  case  of  wood,  like  a  spice-box ; 
And  their  locks  unpickable  !  the  very  smiths 
That  were  half  venturers,  drink  penitent  single  ale ; 
This  is  the  iron  age  the  ballad  sings  of. 
Well,  I  shall  meet  with  some  of  your  loose  linen 

yet; 
Grood  fellows  must  not  starve;  here's  he  shall 

shew 
You  God  A'mighty's  dog-bolts,  if  this  hold. 
Dw,  'Faith,  thou  art  but  too  merciful,  that's 

^y  fault ; 
Thou  art  as  sweet  a  thief,  that  sin  excepted. 
As  ever  suffer'd  ;  that  is  a  proud  word,* 
And  I'll  maintain  it. 

Tinker.  Come,  pr'ythee  let's  shog  off, 
And  bowze  an  hour  or  two ;  there's  ale  will  make 
A  cat  speak  at  the  Harrow :  We  shall  get  nothing 

now, 
Without  we  batter ;  'tis  grown  too  near  morning; 
The  rogues  sleep  sober  and  are  watchful. 

Dor,  We  want  a  boy  extremely  for  this  function, 
Kept  under  for  a  year,  with  milk  and  knot-grass. 
In  my  time  I  have  seen  a  boy  do  wonders : 
Robin  the  red  tinker  had  a  boy, 
('Rest  his  soul,  he  suffer'd  this  time  four  years 
For  two  spoons,  and  a  pewter  candlestick) 
That  sweet  man  had  a  boy,  as  I  am  cursten'd 

whore. 
Would  have  run  through  a  cat-hole ;  he  would 

have  boulted 
Such  a  piece  of  linen  in  an  evening — 

Tinker.  Well,  we  will  have  a  boy.     Pr'ythee 
I  am  vengeance  cold,  I  tell  thee.  [let's  go  ! 

Dw.  V\\  be  hang'd 
Before  J  stir  without  some  purchase  !    By  these 

ten  bones, 
I  will  turn  she-ape,  and  untile  a  house. 
But  I  will  have  it !     It  may  be  I  have    - 
A  humour  to  be  hang'd,  I  cannot  tell. 

Tinker.  Peace,  you  flea'd  whore  !  thou  hast  a 

mouth  like  a  blood-hound. — 

Enter  Viola. 

Here  comes  a  night-shade. 

Dwr.  A  gentlewoman-whore ; 
By  this  darkness,  I'll  case  her  to  the  skin. 

Tinker.  Peace,  I  say  1 

Viola.  What  fear  have  I  endured  this  dismal 
night! 
And  what  disgrace,  if  I  were  seen  and  known ! 
In  which  this  darkness  only  is  my  friend. 
That  only  has  undone  me.    A  thousand  curses 
Light  on  my  easy,  foolish,  childish  love, 
That  durst  so  lightly  Uy  a  confidence 
Upon  a  man,  so  many  being  false  I 
My  weariness,  and  weeping,  makes  me  sleepy ; 
I  must  lie  down. 

Tinker.  What's  this  ?  a  prayer,  or 
A  homily,  or  a  ballad  of  good  counsel  ? 
She  has  a  gown,  I  am  sure. 

Dor.  Knock  out  her  brains  ! 
And  then  she'll  never  bite« 
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Tinker.  Yes,  I  will  knock  her, 
But  not  yet. — You  !  woman  ! 

Viola.  For  God's  sake,  what  are  you  ? 

Tinker.  One  of  the  grooms  of  your  wardrobe. 
Come,  uncase, 
Uncase ! — By'r  lady,  a  good  kersey ! 

IPulU  of  her  mantU. 

Viola,  Pray  do  not  hurt  me,  sir. 

Dor.  Let's  have  no  pity ; 
For  if  yon  do,  here's  that  shall  cut  your  whistle. 

Viola.  Alas,  what  would  you  have?    I  am  as 
miserable 
As  you  can  make  me  any  way. 

Dor.  That  shall  be  tried. 

Viola.  Here,  take  my  gown,  if  that  will  do  you 
pleasure. 

Tinker.  Yes,  marry  will't. — Look  in  the  pockets. 
There  may  be  birds.  [Doll ; 

Dor.  They  are  flown,  a  pox  ^o  with  them  ! 
I'll  have  this  hat,  and  this  ruff  too ;  I  like  it : 
Now  will  I  flourish  like  a  lady,  brave, 
I'faith,  boy. 

Viola.  You  are  so  gentle  people,  to  my  seeming, 
That  by  my  truth  I  could  live  with  you ! 

Tinker.  Could  you  so  ? 
A  pretty  young  round  wench,  well  blooded ;  I 
Am  for  her. 

Dor.  But  by  this,  I  am  not ;  cool 
Your  codpiece,  rogue !  or  I  will  clap  a  spell  upon't. 
Shall  take  your  edge  off  with  a  very  rengeanoe. 

Tinker.  Peace,  horse-flesh,  peace ! — I'll  cast  off 
my  Amazon ; 
She  has  walk'd  too  long,  and  is  indeed  notorious, 
She'll  fight  and  scold,  and  drink  like  one  of  the 

Dor.  Uds  predons,  [worthies. 

You  young  contagious  whore,  must  you  be  'ticing  ? 
And,  is  your  flesh  so  rank,  sir,  that  two  may  live 

upon't  ? 
I  am  glad  to  hear  your  curtal's  grown  so  lusty ; 
He  was  dry-founder'd  t'other  day ;  weehee, 
My  pamper'd  jade  of  Asia ! 

Viola.  Good  woman,  do  not  hurt  me !  I  am  sorry 
That  I  have  given  any  cause  of  anger. 

Dor,  Either  bind  her  quickly,  and  come  away, 
or  by 
This  steel  I'll  teU,  though  I  truss  for  company  I 
Now  could  I  eat  her  broil'd,  or  any  way. 
Without  vinegar :  I  must  have  her  nose ! 

[Drate*  a  fcn(/%. 

Viola.  By  anything  you  love  best,  good  sir  I 

good  woman ! 
Tinker.  Why  her  nose,  Dorothy  ? 
Dor,  If  I  have  it  not, 
And  presently,  and  warm,  I  lose  that  I  go  withal. 
Tinker.  'Would  the  devil  had  that  thou  goest 
vrithal. 
And  thee  together !  for  sure  he  got  thy  whelps. 
If  thou  hast  any ;  he's  thy  dear  dad.    Whore, 
Put  up  your  cut-purse  I  an  I  take  my  switch  up, 
'Twill  be  a  black  time  with  you  else ;   sheatiie 
your  bung,  whore ! 
Dor.  Will  you  bind  her  ? 
We  shall  stand  here  prating,  and  be  hang'd  both. 
Tinker.  Come,  I  must  bind  you :  Not  a  word  ; 
no  crying  I  {They  bind  her  to  a  tree. 

Viola.  Do  what  you  will,  indeed  I  will  not  cry. 
Tinker.  Hurt  her  not :  If  thou  dost,  by  ale  and 
I'll  clout  thy  old  bald  bndn-pau  with  a  piece  [beer, 
Of  brass,  you  bitch  incarnate. 

lExeunt  Tinker  and  Dobothv, 


Viola.  Oh,  God,  to  what  am  I  reserved  <  that 
knew  not. 
Through  all  my  childiah  hours  and  actions. 
More  sin  than  poor  imagination, 
And  too  much  loving  of  a  faithless  man. 
For  which  I  am  paid ;  and  so,  that  not  the  day 
That  now  is  rising  to  protect  the  harmless. 
And  give  the  innocent  a  sanctuary 
From  thieves  and  spoilers,  can  deliver  me 
From  shame,  at  least  suspicion  1 

Enter  Yalbuo. 

Vol.  [Entering.']  Sirrah,  lead  down 
The  horses  easily  !    I'll  walk  a-foot 
TiU  I  be  down  the  hill.     'Tis  very  early  ; 
I  shall  reach  home  betimes.    How  now  ?  who'i 
there  ? 

Viola.  Night,  that  was  ever  firiend  to  lovers,  yd 
Has  raised  some  weary  soul,  that  hates  his  bed. 
To  come  and  see  me  blush,  and  then  langh  at  me. 

Vol.  He  had  a  rude  heart  that  did  this. 

Viola.  Gentle  sir. 
If  you  have  that  which  honest  men  call  pity. 
And  be  as  far  from  evil  as  you  shew. 
Help  a  poor  maid,  that  this  night  by  bad  fortane 
Has  been  thus  used  by  robbers. 

Vol,  A  pox  upon  his  heart  that  would  not  heSi 
thee ! 
This  thief  was  half  a  lawyer,  by  his  bands. — 
How  long  have  you  been  tied  here? 

Viola.  Alas,  this  hour. 
And  with  cold  and  fear  am  almost  perished. 

Val.  Where  were  the  watch  the  while  ?    Goot 
sober  gentlemen  I  | 

They  were,  like  careful  members  of  the  aty. 
Drawing  in  diligent  ale,  and  singing  catches. 
While  Master  Constable  contrived  the  toasts. 
These  fellows  shoold  be  more  severely  punish'd  I 
Than  wand'ring  gipsies,  that  every  statate  whips  | 
For  if  they  had  every  one  two  eyes  a-pieoe  more, 
Three  pots  would  put  them  out. 

Viola.  I  cannot  tell ; 
I  found  no  Christian  to  give  me  snocoar. 

Val.  When  they  take  a  thief,  I'U  take  Osteii 
again :  The  whoresoiM 
Drink  opium  in  their  ale,  and  then  they  sleep 
Like  tops  ;  as  for  their  bills,  they  onlj  serve 
To  reach  down  bacon  to  make  rashers  on. 
Now  let  me  know  whom  I  have  done  this  oonrtti 
That  I  may  thank  my  early  rising  for  it.  [u 

Viola.  Sir,  all  I  am,  you  see. 

VaL  You  have  a  name  I  am  sure,  and  a  ki^ 

dred, 

A  father,  friend,  or  something  that  must  own  yoi 

—She's  a  handsome  young  wench :  What  roguj 

were  these,  to  rob  her !  iAti*\ 

Viola.  Sir,  you  see  all  I  dare  reveal  ;    and,  as 
You  are  a  gentleman,  press  me  no  further  ! 
For  there  begins  a  grief,  whose  bitterness 
Will  bresk  a  stronger  heart  than  I  have  in  me ; 
And  'twill  but  make  you  heavy  with  the  heaiinv 
For  your  own  goodness  sake,  desire  it  not  ! 

Val.  If  you  would  not  have  me  inquire  that. 
How  do  you  live  then? 

Viola,  How  I  have  Uved,  is  stiU 
One  question  which  must  not  be  resolved  : 
How  I  desire  to  live,  is  in  your  liking; 
So  worthy  an  opinion  I  have  of  you. 

Val.  Is  in  my  liking  ?  How,  I  pray  thee  ?  t 
mel 
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r&itli,  111  do  joa  any  good  lies  in  my  power, — 
She  has  an  eye  would  raise  a  bed-rid  man !  lAride, 
Come,  leave  your  fear,  and  tell  me ;  that's  a  good 

Vicla,  Sir,  I  would  serve [w^ch ! 

VaL  Who  wouldst  thou  serve  ?  Do  not  weep, 
And  tell  me. 

Viola,  'Faith,  sir,  even  some  good  woman ; 
And  such  a  wife,  if  you  be  married, 
I  do  imagine  yours. 

Vol,  Alas  !  thou  art  young  and  tender; 
Let  me  see  thy  band !  tlds  was  ne'er  made  to  wash, 
Or  wind  up  water,  beat  clothes,  or  rub  a  floor. — 
By  this  light,  for  one  use,  that  shall  be  nameless, 

lAHde. 
Tit  the  best  wanton  hand  that  e'er  I  look'd  on  ! 

Viota^  Dare  you  accept  me,  sir?  my  heart  is 
Among  your  virtuous  charitable  deeds,  [honest : 
This  will  not  be  the  least. 

Vol.  Thou  canst  in  a  chamber  ? 

Vicla.  In  a  chamber,  sir  ? 

VtU,  I  mean,  wait  there  upon  a  gentlewoman. — 
How  quick  she  is !  I  like  that  mainly  too ;    \.Aside. 
ril  have  her,  though  I  keep  her  with  main  strength. 
Like  a  besieged  town ;  for  I  know  I  shall  have 
The  enemy  afore  me  within  a  week. 

Vuda.  Sir,  I  can  sow  too,  and  make  pretty  laces, 
Dress  a  head  handsome,  teach  young  gentlewomen ; 
For  in  all  these  I  have  a  little  knowledge. 

VaL  'Tis  well ; — no  doubt  I  shall  increase  that 
knowledge.  lAside, 

I  like  her  better  still ;  how  she  provokes  me  ! — 
Pretty  young  maid,  you  shall  serve  a  good  gentle- 
woman, 
Thoogh  I  say  it,  that  will  not  be  unwilling 
You' should  please  me,  nor  I  forgetful  if  you  do. 

Viola.  I  am  the  happier. 

VaL  My  man  shall  make  some  shift  to  carry  yon 
Bdiind  him :  Can  you  ride  well  ? 

Viola.  But  I'll  hold  fast. 
For  catching  of  a  fall. 

Vol.  That's  the  next  way 
To  pull  another  on  you. — I'll  work  her  as  I  go : 

lAtidf. 
I  know  she's  wax  !  Now,  now,  at  this  time  could  I 
Beget  a  worthy  on  this  wench. 

Viola.   Sir,  for  this  gentleness,   may  Heaven 
requite  you  tenfold  ! 

Val,  *Tis  a  good  wench !   however  others  use 
thee. 
Be  sure  111  be  ia  loving  master  to  thee.    Come  I 

IBxeunt. 


SCENE  lll.^Before  Antonio*8  House, 

Enter  Amomo,  like  an  Irish  Footman,  with  a  Letter. 

AnL  I  hope  I  am  wild  enough  for  being  known  ! 
I  have  writ  a  letter  here,  and  in  it  have  abused 

myself 
Most  bitteriy,  yet,  all  my  fear  is,  not  enough, 
For  that  must  do  it,  that  must  lay  it  on : 
111  win  her  out  o*  th'  flint ;  'twill  be  more  famous. 
Now  for  my  language ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv,  Now,  sir ;  who  would  you  speak  with  ? 
Ant.  Where  be  thy  mastres,   man  ?   I  would 
I  have  a  letter.  [spake  with  her : 

Serv.  Cannot  I  deliver  it? 
Ant,  No,  by  my  trot  and  fait,  canst  thou  not, 
man. 


Serv.  Well,  sir,  I'll  call  her  to  you ;  pray  shake 
your  ears 
Without  a  UtUe.  lExiu 

Ant.  Cran  a  cree,  do  it  quickly ! 
This  rebel  tongue  sticks  in  my  teeth  worse 
Than  a  tough  hen:  Sure  it  was  ne'er  known  at 

Babel; 
For  they  sold  no  apples,  and  this  was  made  for 

certain 
At  the  first  planting  of  orchards,  'tis  so  crabbed. 
Enter  Maria  and  Servant. 
Maria,  What's  he  would  speak  with  me  ? 
Serv.  A  Kilkenny  ring ; 
There  he  stands,  madam. 

Maria.  What  would  you  have  with  me,  fnend  ? 
Ant.  He  has  a  letter  for  other  women;  wilt 
Maria.  From  whence  ?  [thou  read  it  ? 

Ant.  De  crosse  Creest,  from  my  master ! 
Maria.  Who  is  your  master  ? 
Ant.  I  pray  do  you  look. 
Maria.  Do  you  know  this  fellow  ? 
Serv*  No, 
Madam,  not  I,  more  than  an  Irish  footman. 
Stand  further,  friend;  I  do  not  like  your  rope- 
runners. 
What  stallion  rogues  are  these,  to  wear  such  dow- 
The  very  cotton  may  commit  adultery.     ^     [sets  ! 
Maria.  I  cannot  find  whose  hand  this  should 
be ;  I'll  read  : 
"  To  the  beauteous  wife  of  Don  Antonio." 
Sure  this  is  some  blind  scribe !  Well  I  now  what 
follows  ?  IReads. 

Ant.  Pray  God  it  take !  I  have  given  her  that 

lAtide. 

Will  stir  her  conscience ;  how  it  works  with  her  I 
Hope,  if  it  be  thy  will,  let  the  flesh  have  it  I 

Maria.  This  is  the  most  abhorred,  intolerable 
knavery, 
That  e'er  slave  entertain'd !  Sure  there  is  more 
Than  thine  own  head  in 
This  villainy ;  it  goes  like  practised  mischief. 
Disabled  in  his  body  ?  Oh,  good  God ! 
As  I  live,  he  lies  fearfully,  and  basely. 
Ha  I  I  should  know  that  jewel ;  'tis  my  husband  I — 
Come  hither,  sirrah ;  are  you  an  Irishman  ? 

Ant.  Sweet  woman,  a-cree,  I  am  an  Irishman. 

Maria.  Now  I  know't  perfectly :    Is  this  your 
trick,  sir  ?  {Aside. 

I'll  trick  you  for  it ! — How  long  have  you  served 
This  gentleman  ? 

Ant.  Please  thee,  a  little  day, 
O,  my  MacDermond  put  me  to  my  mastree. — 
'Tis  done,  I  know.  lAside. 

Maria.  By  my  faith,  he  speaks  as  well     lAside. 
As  if  he  had  been  lousy  for  the  language 
A  year  or  two.    Well,  sir,  you  had  better 
Have  kept  in  your  own  shape,  as  I  will  use  you. 
What  have  I  done  that  should  deserve  this  trial  ? 
I  never  made  him  cuckold,  to  my  knowledge. — 
Sirrah,  come  hither ! 

Ant,  Now  will  she  send  some  jewel,  or  some 
letter; 
I  know  her  mind  as  well !  I  shall  be  famous. 

Maria.  Take  this  Irish  bawd  here 

AnL  How! 

Maria.  And  kick  him  till  his  breeches 
And  breech  be  of  one  colour,  a  bright  blue  both  ! 

Ant.  I  may  be  well  swinged  thus,  for  I  dare  not 
Reveal  myself:  I  hope  she  does  not  mean  it. 

[Servant  kicks  him. 
u  9 
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Oh,  hone !  oh,  hone  I  oh,  St.  Patrick  1  oh,  a-cree  ! 
Oh,  sweet  woman ! 

Maria,  Now  turn  him, 
And  kick  him  o'  t'other  side !  that's  well. 

Ani,  Oh,  good  waiting-man  1  I  beseech  thee, 
Good  waiting-man  I— A  pox  fire  your  legs  1 

Maria,  You  rogue, 
You  enemy  to  all,  but  little  breeches, 
How  darest  thou  come  to  me  with  such  a  letter  ? 

AnL  Pr'ythee  pity  the  poor  Irishman  ! — All 
this  makes  for  me :  I  Aside . 

If  I  win  her  yet,  I  am  still  more  glorious. 

Maria.  Now  could  I  weep  at  what  I  have  done ; 

lApart. 
But  m  harden  my  heart  again.— Go,  shut  him  up 
Till  my  husband  comes  home.    Yet  thus  much  ere 

you  go, 
Sirrah  Thatch'd-Head  1  wouldst  not  thou  be  whipt, 

and  think  it  justice  ? 
Well,  aquavita  barrel,  I  will  bounce  you. 

Ant.  I  pray  do ;  I  beseech  you,  be  not  angry  I 

Maria,  Oh,  you  hobby-headed  rascal,  I'll  have 
you  flead, 
And  trossers  made  of  thy  skin  to  tumble  in. 
Go,  away  with  him  I  let  him  see  no  sun, 
Till  my  husband  come  home. — Sir,  I 
Shall  meet  with  you  for  your  knavery, 
1  fear  it  not.  lAtide. 

Ant,  Wilt  thou  not  let  me  go  ? — 
I  do  not  like  this.  lAside, 

Maria,  Away  with  him  1 

Serv.  Come,  I'll  lead  you  in  by  your  jack-a- 
lent  hair. 
Go  quietly,  or  Til  make  your  crupper  crack  I 

Maria,  And,  do  you  hear  me,  sirrah  ?  when  yon 
Make  my  coach  ready.  [have  done, 

Serv,  Yes,  forsooth.  lExit  vfith  Amtokio. 

Maria,  Lock  him  up  safe  enough. — 
I'll  to  this  gentleman,  and  know  the  reason 
Of  all  this  business,  for  I  do  suspect  it ; 
If  he  have  laid  this  plot,  I'll  ring  him  such  a  peal 
Shall  make  his  ears  deaf  for  a  month  at  least. 

lExU. 

SCENE  rV.— ^  street. 

Enter  Ricakdo. 

Jiie.  Am  I  not  mad  ?    Can  this  weak-temper'd 
head. 
That  will  be  mad  with  drink,  endure  the  wrong 
That  I  have  done  a  virgin,  and  my  love  ? 
Be  mad,  for  so  thou  ought'st,  or  I  will  beat 
The  walls  and  trees  dovm  with  thee,  and  will  let 
Either  thy  memory  out,  or  madness  in  I 
But  sure  I  never  loved  fair  Viola, 
I  never  loved  my  fieither,  nor  my  mother. 
Or  anything  but  drink  1     Had  I  had  love. 
Nay,  had  I  known  so  much  charity 
As  would  have  saved  an  infant  from  the  fire, 
I  had  been  naked,  raving  in  the  street, 
With  half  a  face,  gashing  myself  with  knives, 
Two  hours  ere  this  time. 

Enter  Pboao,  Silvio,  amf  Ubibto. 

a 

Pedro*  Good-morrow,  sir ! 

Hie,  Good-morrow,  gentlemen ! 
Shall  we  go  drink  again  ?  I  have  my  wits. 

Pedro.  So  have  1,  but  they  are  unsettled  ones : 
'Would  I  had  some  porridge  1 


Ric,  The  tavern-boy  was  here  diis  morning 
with  me, 
And  told  me  that  there  was  a  gentlewoman. 
Which  he  took  for  a  whore,  that  hung  on  me. 
For  whom  we  quarrell'd,  and  I  know  not  what. 

Pedro.  I'faith,  nor  I. 

Uberto.  I  have  a  gUmmering 
Of  some  such  thing. 

Ric,  Was  it  you,  Silrio, 
That  made  me  drink  so  much  ?  'twas  yoa  or  Pedra 

Pedro.  I  know  not  who. 

Silvio.  We  were  all  apt  enough. 

Rie,  But  I  will  lay  the  fftult  on  none  bat  me. 
That  I  would  be  so  entreated ! — Come,  Silvio, 
Shall  we  go  drink  again  ?     Come,  gentlemen. 
Why  do  you  stay  ?  Let's  never  leave  off  now. 
Whilst  we  have  wine  and  throats !  I'll  practise  i^ 
Till  I  have  made  it  my  best  quality ; 
For  what  is  best  for  me  to  do  but  that  >     [name^ 
For  God's  sake,  come  and  drink'!  When  I  si) 
Men  shall  make  answer,  *'  Which  Ricardo  me« 
The  excellent  drinker?"  I  will  have  it  so.     [you 
Will  you  go  drink  ? 

SUvio.  We  drunk  too  much  too  lately. 

Ric,  Why,  there  is  then  the  less  behind  to  drin)^ 
Let's  end  it  all  \   dispatch  that,  we'll  send  abroai^ 
And  purchase  all  the  vrine  the  world  can  yield, 
And  then  drink  it  off ;  then  take  fh%  fruits  o'  tli 

earth. 
Distil  the  juice  from  them,  and  drink  that  off; 
We'll  catch  the  rain  before  it  fall  to  groond. 
And  drink  off  that,  that  never  more  may  grow ; 
We'll  set  our  mouths  to  springs,  and  drink  thei 
And  all  this  while  we'll  never  think  of  those  [ofl 
lliat  love  us  best,  more  than  we  did  last  night. 
We  will  not  give  unto  the  poor  a  drop 
Of  all  this  drink :  but,  when  we  see  them  weep. 
We'll  run  to  them,  and  drink  their  tears  off  too  i 
We'll  never  leave  whilst  there  is  heat  or  naoiston 
In  this  large  globe ;  but  suck  it  cold  and  dry. 
Till  we  have  made  it  elemental  earth. 
Merely  by  drinking. 

Pedro,  Is  it  flattery 
To  tell  you,  you  are  mad  ? 

Ric,  If  it  be  false, 
There's  no  sudi  way  to  bind  me  to  a  man : 
He  that  will  have  me  lay  my  goods  and  lands. 
My  life  down  for  him,  need  no  more  bat  saj, 
**  Ricu^o,  thou  art  mad  I"  and  then  all  the»e 
Are  at  his  service ;  then  he  pleases  me. 
And  makes  me  think  that  I  had  virtue  in  me. 
That  I  had  love  and  tenderness  of  heart ; 
That,  though  I  have  committed  such  a  fault 
As  never  creature  did,  yet  running  mad. 
As  honest  men  should  do  for  such  a  crime, 
I  have  express'd  some  worth,  though  it  be  late  : 
But  I,  alas,  have  none  of  these  in  me. 
But  keep  my  wits  still  like  a  frozen  man. 
That  had  no  fire  within  him. 

Silvio,  Nay,  good  Ricardo, 
Leave  this  wild  talk,  and  send  a  letter  to  her  ! 
I  will  deliver  it. 

Rie.  'Tis  to  no  purpose ; 
Perhaps  she's  lost  last  night ;  or,  [if]  she  (is] 
Got  home  again,  she's  now  so  strictly  look*d  to 
The  wind  can  scarce  come  to  her :  Or,  admit 
She  were  herself,  if  she  would  hear  from  mc. 
From  me  unworthy,  that  have  used  her  thus, 
She  were  so  foolish  that  she  were  no  more 
To  be  beloved. 
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EmUr  AxamaotOt  and  fierraiit  toitk  a  n^ht-pown, 

Serv.  Sir,  we  have  found  this  night-gown  she 

Andr.  Where  ?  [took  with  her. 

Ric.  Where  ?  where  ?  speak  quickly  ! 

Srrv.  Seairehing  in  the  suburbs, 
We  found  a  Tinker  and  his  whore  that  had 
h  m  a  tap.hoase»  whom  we  apprehended^  « 

And  they  confesa'd  they  stole  it  from  her. 

liie.  And  morder'd  her  ?  [Qratpt  hi*  noord. 

SUcio.  What  ail  you,  man  ? 

Ric.  Why,  all  tlua  doth  not  make 
Me  mad. 

Silvio,  It  does  ;  yon  would  not  offer  thia  else. 
&)od  Pedio,  look  to  his  sword ! 

[Pbdbo  taket  hU  noord. 

SfTv.  They  do  deny 
Vie  killing  of  her,  but  swore  they  left  her 
Tied  to  a  tree,  in  the  fields  next  those  suburbs 
Tlut  are  without  our  lady*8  gate,  near  day, 
.\nd  by  the  road,  so  that  some  passenger 
Mife^t  needs  untie  her  quickly. 

Andr.  The  will  of  Heaven  be  done  I   Sir,  I  will 
only 
Intreat  yon  this, — that  as  you  were  the  greatest 
OoctdoD  of  her  loss,  that  you'll  be  pleased 
To  v^  your  friends,  and  be  yourself  earnest  in 


The  seareh  of  her :  If  she  be  found,  she  is  yours, 
If  she  please.  I  myself  only  [willjsee  these  people 
Better  examined,  and  after,  follow 
Some  way  in  search*    God  keep  you,  gentlemen  ! 

lExiL 

Silvio.  Alas,  good  man  I 

Jiie,  What  tlunk  ye  now  of  me  ?    I  think  this 
lump 
Is  nothing  but  a  piece  of  phlegm  congealed. 
Without  a  soiiT;  for  where  there's  so  much  spirit 
As  would  but  warm  a  flea,  those  faults  of  mine 
Would  make  it  glow  and  flame  in  this  dull  heart, 
And  run  like  molten  gold  through  every  sin. 
Till  it  could  burst  thesis  walls  and  fly  away.-.. 
Shall  I  entreat  you  all  to  take  your  horses. 
And  search  this  innocent  ? 

Pedro.  With  all  our  hearts. 

Rie»  Do  not  divide  yourselves,  till  yon  come 
there 
Where  they  say  she  was  tied :  I'll  follow  too, 
But  never  to  return  till  she  be  found. 
Give  me  my  sword,  good  Pedro  I  I  will  do 
No  harm,  believe  me,  with  it ;  I  am  now 
Far  better  tempered :  If  I  were  not  so, 
I  have  enow  b(»ides.    God  keep  you  all. 
And  send  us  good  success !  iExeunt. 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I.^— Mbrcu&t's  Lodging, 

Bnier  MaaccRT  and  Servant. 

Mere.  Who  is  it  ?  can  you  tell  ? 
•Wit.  By  my  troth,  sir, 
I  kjMv  not ;  but  it  is  a  gentlewoman. 
yterc.  A  gentlewoman  ?    I'll  lay  my  life,  yon 

„       poppy 

Has  sent  his  wife  to  me :  If  he  have,  fling  up  the 
bed. 

Srrv,  Here  she  is,  sir. 

Enter  BfAizA. 

Aforta.  I  am  glad  I  found  you,  sir.  There,  take 
your  letter,  IQive*  Mm  a  utter. 

Asd  Veep  it  till  yon  have  another  friend  to  wrong ! 
Tii  too  malidous  false  to  make  me  sin  ; 
Too.  have  provoked  me  to  be  that  I  love  not, 
A  t«Iker,  and  you  shall  hear  me. 
^bT  should  you  dare  to  imagine  me 
^  light  a   housewife,  that,   from  four   hours* 

knowledge. 
Yog  might  presume  to  offer  to  my  credit 
1^  nide  and  ruffian  trial  ?  I  am  sure 
I  arrcr  courted  you,  nor  gave  yon  tokens, 
T^t  might  concern  assurance  :  You  are  a  fool ! 

Merc.  I  cannot  blame  you,  now  I  see  this  letter, 
^^^h  yoa  be  angry,  yet  with  me  you  must  not, 
V&ks  you'll  make  me  guilty  of  a  wrong 
My  wont  affections  hate. 

M^ria,  Did  not  you  send  it? 

Mere.  No,  upon  my  faith  ; 
^liicfa  is  more,  I  understand  it  not :  the  hand 
la  w  &r  from  my  knowledge  as  the  malice. 

Maria.  TUs  is  strange  1 

yfere.  It  is  so. 
Sad  bad  been  stranger,  and  indeed  more  hateful. 
Hid  1,  that  have  reeeived  such  courtesies, 
Aad  owe  lo  many  thanks,  done  this  base  office. 


Maria.  Your  name  is  at  it. 

Mere.  Yes,  but  not  my  nature ; 
And  I  shall  hate  my  name  worse  than  the  manner. 
For  this  base  broking.    You  are  wise  and  virtuous, 
Remove  this  fkult  from  me ; 
For,  on  the  love  I  bear  to  truth  and  goodness. 
This  letter  dare  not  name  me  for  the  author. 

Maria.  Now  I  perceive  my  husband's  knavery ! 

lApart. 
I^my  man  can  but  find  where  he  has  been, 
I  wiU  go  with  this  gentleman,  whatsoever 
Comes  on't ;  and,  as  I  mean  to  carry  it, 
Both  he  and  all  the  world  shall  think  it  fit, 
And  thank  me  for  it 

Mere.  I  must  confess  I  loved  you  at  first ; 
Howe'er  this  made  me  leave  your  house  unman- 
nerly, 
That  might  provoke  me  to  do  something  ill. 
Both  to  your  honour  and  my  faith,  and  not  to  write 
This  letter,  which  I  hold  so  truly  wicked, 
That  I  will  not  think  on't 

Maria.  I  do  believe  yon,  and  since  I  see  you 
are  tree. 
My  words  were  not  meant  to  you  :  But  this  is  not 
The  half  of  my  afiUction. 

Mero.  'Tispity 
You  should  know  more  vexation ;  may  I  inquire  ? 

Maria.  'Faith,  sir,  I  fear  I  have  lost  my  hus- 
band* 

Merc.  Your  husband  ?  it  cannot  be. — I  pity  her : 
How  she  is  vex'd  I  lAeide. 

Enter  Benrant. 

Maria.  How  now  ?  what  news  ?  Nay,  speak, 
For  we  must  know. 

Serv.  'Faith,  I  have  found  at  length. 
By  chance,  where  he  has  been. 

Maria,  Where? 
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Aor  ra. 


Serv,  In  a  blind  out-house  in  the  suburbs : 
Pray  God  all  be  well  with  him ! 

Maria,  Why  ? 

Serv,  There  are  hia  clothes ;  but  what's  become 
I  cannot  yet  inquire.  [of  him, 

Maria,  lAstdeJ]  I  am  glad  of  this.— 
Sure  they  have  murder'd  him  I    What  shall  I  do  ? 

Merc.  Be  not  so  grieved,  before  you  know  the 
truth! 
You  have  time  enough  to  weep.    This  is  the  sud- 

den'st  mischief — 
Did  you  not  bring  an  officer  to  search  there. 
Where  yon  say  you  found  his  clothes  ? 

Serv.  Yes ;  and  we  searched  it,  and  charged  the 
fellow  with  him ; 
But  he,  like  a  rogue,  [a]  stubborn  rogue,  made 

answer, 
He  knew  not  where  he  was ;  he  had  been  there, 
But  where  he  was  now  he  could  not  tell : 
I  tell  you  true,  I  fear  him. 

Maria,  Are  all  my  hopes  and  longings  to  enjoy 
After  this  three  years'  travel,  come  to  this  ?  [him, 

Serv.  It  is  the  rankest  house  in  all  the  city, 
The  most  cursed  roguy  bawdy-house !  Hell  fire  it ! 

Merc,  This  is  the  worst  I  heard  yet     Will  you 
go  home  ? 
I'll  bear  you  company,  and  giye  you 
The  best  help  I  may  :  This  being  here  will  wrong 
you. 

Maria,  As  you  are  a  gentleman,  and  as  you 
Your  dead  friend,  let  me  not  go  home  I  [loved 
That  will  but  heap  one  sorrow  on  another. 

Merc.  Why,  propose  any  thing,  and  Til  per- 
I  am  at  my  wit's  end  too.  [form't : 

Serv.  So  am  I.    Oh,  my  dear  master ! 

Merc.  Peace,  you  great  fool ! 

Maria.  Then,  good  sir,  carry  me  to  some  retired 
Far  from  the  sight  of  this  unhappy  city  ;  [place, 
Whither  you  will  indeed,  so  it  be  far  enough  ! 

Merc,  If  I  might  counsel  you,  I  think  'twere 
better 
To  go  home,  and  try  what  may  be  done  yet ; 
He  may  be  at  home  afore  you ;  who  can  toll  ? 

Maria.  Oh,  no ;  I  know  he's  dead,  I  know  he's 
murder'd ! 
Tell  me  not  of  going  home  !  you  murder  me  too. 

Merc.  Well,  since  it  pleases  you  to  have  it  so, 
I  will  no  more  persuade  you  to  go  home  ; 
I'll  be  your  guide  in  the  country,  as  your  grief 
Doth  command  pme.     I  have  a  mother,  dwelling 

from 
This  place  some  twenty  miles  :  The  house,  though 

homely, 
Yet  able  to  shew  something  like  a  welcome  ; 
Thither  I'll  see  you  safe  with  all  your  sorrows. 

Maria.  With  all  the  speed  that  may  be  thought 
upon  ! 
I  have  a  coach  here  ready :  good  sir,  quickly  ! — 
I'll  fit  you,  my  fine  husband !  lAtide. 

Merc.  It  shall  be  so  :  lAtide, 

If  this  fellow  be  dead,  I  see  no  band 
Of  any  other  man  to  tie  me  firom  my  will ; 
And  I  will  follow  her  vdth  such  careful  service. 
That  she  shall  either  be  my  love,  or  wife. — 
Will  you  walk  in  ? 

Maria.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  but  one  word  with  my 
And  I  am  ready. — Keep  the  Irish  fellow      [man, 
Safe,  as  you  love  your  life,  for  he,  I  fear. 
Has  a  deep  hand  in  this  ;  then  search  again. 
And  get  out  warrants  for  that  naughty  man 


That  keeps  the  bad  house,  that  he  may  answer  it ! 
If  you  find  the  body,  give  it  due  burial. 
Farewell  I  You  shall  hear  from  me.    Keep  aU  safe ! 
Serv.  Oh,  my  sweet  master !  IEjkvU, 


SCENE  11.— A  HaU  m  Antohi o's  Hmtu. 
AMTomo,  knocking  trittin. 

Ant,  Man-a-cree, 
The  devil  take  thee,  wilt  thou  IdD  me  here  ? 
I  pr'ythee  now  let  me  go  seek  my  master ; 
I  shsJl  be  very  cheel  else. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Do  you  hear  man-a-cree  ? 
1*11  eree  your  coxcomb,  an  yon  keep  not  still ; 
Down,  you  rogue  I 

Ant.  Good  sweet-faoed  sarving-man. 
Let  me  out,  I  beseech  de,  and  by  my  trot 
I  will  give  dy  worship  two  shillings  in  gckid  aigot. 
To  buy  dy  worship  pippins. 

Serv.  This  rogue  thinks 
All  the  worth  of  man  consists  in  pippins :  By  tins 
I'll  beat  rebellion  out  of  you  for  ever  !  [light, 

Ant,  Wilt  thou  not  hear  me,  man  ? 
Is  fet !  I'll  give  thee  all  I  have  about  me. 

Serv.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  so  I  may  have  piddiif 

Ant,  Here  is  five  shillings,  man.  [work. 

Serv,  Here  is  a  cudgel, 
A  very  good  one ! 

Enter  two  Senranta.  i 

2  Serv,  How  now  ?  what's  the  matt^  ?  , 

Where  is  the  Irishman  ? 

1  Serv,  There,  a  wyth  take  him  ! 

He  makes  more  noise  alone  there,  than  tsi  lawyers  { 
Can  do  with  double  [fees,]  and  a  scurvy  case.         j 

2  Serv.  Let  him  out !  I  must  talk  with  him. 

-  Antonio  is  let  out^ 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  give  me 
Some  drink,  oh,  hone  ?  I  am  very  dry,  man. 

2  Serv.  You  shall  have  that  shall  quench  yoor 
thirst,  my  friend. 

Ant.  Wat  dost  thou  mean,  man  ? 

2  Serv.  Even  a  good  tough  halter. 

Ant.  A  halter  ?  oh,  hone  I 

2  Serv.  Sirrah, 
You  are  a  mischievous  rogue,  that's  the  truth. 

Ant.  No,  fet  I  am  not. 

1  Serv.  Shall  I  knock  out  his  brains  ?  I  hare 

kill'ddogs 
Have  been  worth  three  of  him  lor  all  uses. 

2  Serv.  Sirrah,  the  truth  on't  is, 
You  must  with  me  to  a  justice.      Oh,  Roger, 

Roger ! 

1  Serv.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  William  ? 

2  Serv.  Heavy  news,  Roger, 
Heavy  news  ;  God  comfort  us  I 

1  Serv.  What  is't,  man  ? 
Ant.  What's  the  matter  now  ? — 

I  am  even  weary  of  this  way :  'Would  I  were  oot 
on't !  lAtide, 

2  Serv.  My  master  sure 
Is  murder'd,  Roger,  and  this  cursed  rogue, 
I  fear,  has  had  a  hand  in't. 

Ant.  No,  fet,  not ! 

I  Serv.  Stand  away  ! 
I'll  kick  it  out  of  him  :  Come,  sirrah,  mount ; 
I'll  make  you  dance,  you  rascal !  kill  my  master? 
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I,  If  thj  breech  were  cannon-proof , 
Having  thu  good  cause  on  mj  side,  I  would  en- 
Hold  &ir,  Shamrock  !  [counter  it ; 

Ani.  Why,  how  now,  sirs  ! 

IThrowi  qfhit  disguitt. 
Von  will  not  murder  me,,  indeed  ? 

2  Sere.  Bless  us,  Roger  I 

AtU.  Ntj,  I  am  no  spirit. 

2  Serv.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 
This  is  my  very  master. 

Am.  l^liy,  well  enough  yet ; 
But  jon  have  a  heavy  foot  of  your  own.    Where's 
my  wife? 

I  Sen,  Ahui,  poor  sorrowfol  gentlewoman, 
She  thinks  you  are  dead,  and  has  given  o'er  house - 

Anl,  Whither  is  she  gone,  then  ?        [keepiog. 

1  Strv.  Into  the  <M>untry  with  the  gentleman, 
your  friend,  sir. 
To  see  if  she  can  wear  her  sorrows  out  there ; 
She  weeps  and  takes  on  too       > 

Amt.  This  fidls  out  pat ;  lAtide, 

I  shall  be  everiasting  for  a  name ! — 
Do  fou  hear?  upon  your  lives  and  faiths  to  me, 
Not  one  word  I  am  living ! 
fiat  let  the  same  report  pass  along, 
That  I  am  murder'd  stilL — I  am  made  for  ever ! 

lAHde, 

UflT.  Why,  sir? 

Ani.  I  have  a  cause,  sir ;  that's  enough  for  you. 
^eli,  if  I  be  not  fiunous,  I  am  wrong'd  much  : 

lAtide. 
For  aoy  thing  I  know,  I  will  not  trouble  him 
Tliis  week  at  least ;  no,  let  them  take  their  way 
Ooe  of  another ! 

1  Stro,  Sir,  will  yon  be  stQl  an  Irishman? 
Ani.  Yet,  a  while. 

2  Serv.  But  your  worship  will  be  beaten  no 
Ant.  No,  I  thank  you,  William.  [more  ? 

^  1  Serv.  In  truth,  sir,  if  it  must  be  so, 
I'D  do  it  better  than  a  stranger. 

Ani.  Go  ;  yon  are  knaves  both  t 
Bat  1  forgive  you. — I  am  almost  mad  lAside, 

With  the  apprehension  of  what  I  shall  be.—- 
Not  a  word,  I  charge  you !  [BxeunL 


SCENE  III.— TAtf  Couniry.    An  open  Field. 
Enter  Yaucuo  and  Viola. 

Ta/.  Come,  pretty  soul^  we  now  are  near  our 
home. 
And  whilst  our  horses  are  walk'd  down  the  hill, 
Let  thou  and  I  walk  here  over  this  close  ! 
TW  footway  is  more  pleasant     'Tis  a  time, 
Mf  pretty  one,  not  to  be  wept  away, 
^or  erery  living  thing  is  full  of  love  ; 
Art  not  thou  so  too,  ha  ? 
^^0^  Nay,  there  are  living  things 

I  EiBpty  of  love,  or  I  had  not  been  here ; 

I  Bat,  for  myself,  alas,  I  have  too  much. 
Vol.  It  cannot  be, 

I  1^  so  much  beauty,  so  much  yonth  and  grace, 

,  8»ald  have  too  much  of  love. 

I     ^igAl  Pny  what  is  love  ? 
for  I  am  full  of  that  I  do  not  know. 
^tL  Why,  love,  fair  maid,  is  an  extreme  desire 
^t's  not  to  be  examined,  but  fulfill'd ; 
To  ask  the  reason  why  thou  art  in  love, 
Or  what  might  be  the  noblest  end  in  love, 
^oqU  oveiiiirow  that  kindly-rising  warmth 


That  many  times  slides  gently  o'er  the  heart ; 
'Twould  make  thee  grave  and  staid,  thy  thoughts 

would  be 
like  a  thrice-married  widow,  full  of  ends. 
And  void  of  all  compassion ;  and  to  fright  thee 
From  such  inquiry,  whereas  thou  art  now 
Living  in  ignorance,  mild,  fresh,  and  sweet, 
And  but  sixteen,  the  knowing  what  love  is 
Would  make  thee  six-and- forty. 

Viola.  'Would  it  would  m^e  me  nothing ! — I 
have  heard 
Scholars  affirm,  the  world's  upheld  by  love. 
But  I  believe  women  maintain  all  this ; 
For  there's  no  love  in  men. 

Vol.  Yes,  in  some  men. 

Viola,  1  know  them  not. 

VaL  Why,  there  is  love  in  me. 

VUda.  There's  charity  I  am  sure  towards  me. 

VaL  And  love. 
Which  I  will  now  express :  My  pretty  maid, 
I  dare  not  bring  thee  home ;  my  wife  is  foul. 
And  therefore  envious ;  she  is  very  old, 
And  therefore  jealous ;  thou  art  foir  and  young, 
A  subject  fit  for  her  unlucky  vices 
To  work  upon ;  she  never  will  endure  thee. 

Viola,  She  may  endure. 
If  she  be  aught  but  devil,  all  the  friendship 
That  I  will  hold  with  you.     Can  she  endure 
I  should  be  thankful  to  you  ?  may  I  pray 
For  you  and  her  ?  will  she  be  brought  to  think 
That  all  the  honest  industry  I  have 
Deserves  brown  bread  ?  If  this  may  be  endured, 
She'll  pick  a  quarrel  with  a  sleeping  child, 
Ere  she  fall  out  with  me. 

Vol.  But,  trust  me,  she  does  hate  all  handsome- 
ness. 

Viola.  How  fell  you  in  love  with  such  a  creature  ? 

VaL  I  never  loved  her. 

Viola,  And  yet  married  her? 

Vai.  She  was  a  rich  one. 

Viola,  And  yon  swore,  I  warrant  you. 
She  was  a  fair  one  then  too  ? 

Vai,  Or,  believe  me, 
I  think  I  had  not  had  her. 

Viola,  Are  yon  men 
All  such  ?  'Would  yon  would  wall  us  in  a  phice. 
Where  all  we  women  that  are  innocent 
Might  live  together ! 

Fa/.  Do  not  weep  at  this : 
Although  I  dare  not,  for  some  weighty  reason, 
Displease  my  wife,  yet  I'll  foiget  not  thee. 

Viola,  What  will  you  do  with  me  ? 

Vai  Thou  shalt  be  placed 
At  my  man's  house,  and  have  such  food  and  rai- 
ment 
As  can  be  bought  with  money :  These  white  hands 
Shall  never  learn  to  work,  but  they  shaU  phiy. 
As  thou  sayst  they  were  wont,  teaching  the  strings 
To  move  in  order,  or  what  else  thou  wilt. 

Fm/o.  I  thank  yon,  sir;  but  pray  yon  clothe 
me  poorly. 
And  let  my  labour  get  me  means  to  live  ! 

Vol,  But,  fair  one,  you  I  know  do  so  much  hate 
A  foul  ingratitude,  you  will  not  look 
I  should  do  this  for  nothing. 

Viola,  1  will  work 
As  much  out  as  I  can,  and  take  as  little  ;  and 
That  you  shall  have  as  duly  paid  to  you 
As  ever  servant  did. 

Vol,  But  give  me  now 
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A  trial  of  it,  [that]  I  may  believe  1 
We  are  alone  ;  shew  me  how  thou  wilt  kiss 
And  hug  me  hard,  when  I  have  stolen  away 
From  my  too-clamorous  wife  that  watches  me. 
To  spend  a  blessed  hour  or  two  with  thee  ! 

Viola.  Is  this  the  love  you  mean  ?    You  would 
have  that 
Is  not  in  me  to  give  ;  you  would  have  lust. 

Vol.  Not  to  dissemble,  or  to  mince  the  word, 
'Tis  lust  I  wish  indeed. 

Viola.  And,  by  my  troth, 
I  have  it  not !    For  Heaven's  sake,  use  me  kindly, 
Though  I  be  good,  and  shew  perhaps  a  monster, 
As  this  world  goes  ! 

Val,  I  do  but  speak  to  thee ; 
Thy  answers  are  thy  own ;  I  compel  none : 
But  if  thou  refuse  tiiis  motion, 
Thou  art  not  then  for  me.    Alas,  good  soul  1 
What  profit  can  thy  work  bring  me  ? 

Viola,  But  I  fear:  I  pray  go  1  for  lust,  they  say, 
wiU  grow 
Outrageous,  being  denied.     I  give  you  thanks 
For  all  your  courtesies,  and  there's  a  jewel 
That's  worth  the  taking,  that  I  did  preserve 
Safe  from  the  robbers.     Pray  you  leave  me  here 
Just  as  you  found  me,  a  poor  innocent. 
And  Heaven  will  bless  you  for  it  1 

Vol.  Pretty  maid, 
I  am  no  robber,  nor  no  ravisher. 
I  pray  thee  keep  thy  jewel.     I  have  done 
No  wrong  to  thee.     Though  thou  be'st  virtuous, 
And  in  extremity,  I  do  not  know 
That  I  am  bound  to  keep  thee. 

Viola,  No,  sir ; 
For  God's  sake,  if  you  know  an  honest  man 
In  all  these  countries,  give  me  some  directions 
To  find  him  out ! 

Val.  More  honest  than  myself, 
Good  sooth,  I  do  not  know :  I  would  have  lain 
With  thee,  with  thy  consent ;  and  who  would  not 
In  all  these  parts,  is  past  my  memory. 
I  am  sorry  for  thee.    FareweU,  gentle  maid : 
God  keep  thee  safe  !  lExiL 

Viola,  I  thank  you,  sir ;  and  you ! 
Woman,  they  say,  was  only  made  of  man : 
Methinks  'tis  strange  they  should  be  so  unlike ! 
It  may  be, (all  the  best  was  cut  away 
To  make  the  woman,  and  the  naught  was  left 
Behind  with  him. — I'll  sit  me  down  and  weep ! 
All  things  have  cast  me  from  'em  but  the  eaith : 
The  evening  comes,  and  every  little  flower 
Droops  now,  as  well  as  I. 

Enter  Nan  and  Madoc.  with  milk-pails, 

N'an,  Good  Madge, 
Let's  rest  a  little ;  by  my  troth, 
I  am  weary.  This  new  pail  is  a  plaguy  heavy  one ; 
'Would  Tom  were  hang'd  for  chusing  it ! 
'Tis  the  untoward'st  fool  in  a  country. 

Madge.  With  all  my  heart,  and  I  thank  you 
too,  Nan. 

Viola,  What  true  contented  happiness  dwells 
here, 
More  than  in  cities !     'Would  to  God  my  father 
Had  lived  like  one  of  these,  and  bred  me  up 
To  milk,  and  do  as  they  do  !     Methinks  'tis 
A  life  that  I  would  choose,  if  I  were  now 
To  tell  my  time  again,  above  a  prince's. —    [milk. 
Maids,  for  charity,  give  a  poor  wench  one  draughtof 
That  weariness  and  hunger  have  nigh  famiah'd  1 


Nan,  If  I  had  but  one  cow's  milk  in  all  the 
world, 
You  should  have  some  on't :  There ;  drink  more ! 

the  cheese 
Shall  pay  for  it.    Alas,  poor  heart,  she's  dry. 

Madge.  Do  you  dwell  hereabouts  ? 

Viola.  No ;  Vould  I  did ! 

Nan,  Madge,  if  she  do  not  look  like  my  cousin 
Sue 
O'  th'  Moor-lane,  as  one  thing  can  look  like 
another ! 

Madge.  Nay ;  Sue  has  a  haxd  eye,  I  know  Soe 
well: 
And,  by  your  leave,  not  so  trim  a  body  neither; 
This  is  a  feat-bodicMl  thing  I  tell  you. 

Nan.  She  laces  close, 
By  the  mass,  I  warrant  you ;  ^and  so  does  Sue  too. 

Viola.   I  thank  you  for  your  gentleness,  fair 
maids. 

Nan,  Drink  again,  pray  thee  I 

Viola*  I  am  satisfied  ;  and  Heaven  reward  thee 
Yet  thus  far  I'll  compel  you,  to  accept         [for't! 
These  trifles,  toys  only  that  express  my  thanks, 
For  greater  worth  I  am  sure  they  have  not  in  tiieoL 
Indeed  you  shall ;  I  found  them  as  I  came. 

Nan.  Madge  !  look  you  here,  Madge  I 

Madge.  Nay,  I  have  as  fine  a  one  as  you;  mine  b 
All  gold,  and  painted,  and  a  precious  stone  in't : 
I  warrant  it  cost  a  crown,  wench. 

Nan.  But  mine 
Is  the  most  sumptuous  one  that  e'er  I  saw. 

Viola.  One  favour  you  must  do  me  more, 
For  you  are  well  acquainted  here. 

Nan.  Indeed  we'll  do  yon  any  kindness,  sister. 

Viola.  Only  to  send  me  to  some  honest  place, 
Where  I  may  find  a  service. 

Nan.  Uds  me,  our  Dorothy  went  away  but  last! 
week, 
And  I  know  my  mistress  wants  a  maid,  and  why 
May  she  not  be  placed  there  ?    This  is  a  likely 

wench, 
I  tell  you  truly,  and  a  good  wench,  I  warrant  her. 

Madge,  And  'tis  a  hard  case,  if  we  that  ban 
served 
Four  years  a-piece,  cannot  bring  in  one  servant ; 
We  will  prefer  her. — Hark  you,  sister !  Pray  what'* 

Viola.  Mel  via.  [your  name? 

Nan.  A  feat  name,  i'fkith  1    And  can  you  milk 
a  cow? 
And  make  a  merry-bush  ?    That's  nothing. 

Viola,  I  shall  learn  quickly. 

Nan,   And  dress  a  house  wiUi  flowers?  sn' 
serve  a  pig .' 
(This  you  must  do,  for  we  deal  in  the  dairy) 
And  make  a  bed  or  two  ? 

Viola,  I  hope  I  shall. 

Nan,  But  be  sure  to  keep  the  men  out ;  thej 
will  mar 
All  that  yon  make  else,  I  know  that  by  myself; 
For  I  have  been  so  tous'd  among  'em  in  my  dayi! 
Come,  you  shall  e'en  home  with  us. 
And  be  our  fellow ;  our  house  is  so  honest. 
And  we  serve  a  very  good  woman,  and  a  gentk- 

woman! 
And  we  live  as  merrily,  and  dance  o'  good  days 
After  even-song.     Our  wake  shall  be  on  Sunday  -■ 
Do  you  know  what  a  wake  is  ?    We  have  mi^kty 
And  such  a  coil,  'twould  bless  ye !       [cheer  then. 
You  must  not  be  so  bashful,  you'll  sp<ul  alL 

Madge,  Let's  home,  for  God's  sake  1 
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My  mistnss  thinks  by  this  time  we  are  lost. 

Come,  well  hare  a  care  of  yon,  I  warrant  you : 

fiat  yos  most  tell  my  mistress  where  you  were 
bom. 

And  everything  that  belongs  to  you,  and  the  stran- 
gest things 

Y<m  can  derise,  for  she  loves  those  extremely ; 

Tia  no  matter  whether  they  be  true  or  no, 


She's  not  so  scrupulous.    You  must  be  our  sister, 
And  love  us  best,  and  tell  us  everything ; 
And,  when  cold  weather  comes,  we'll  lie  together  : 
WiU  you  do  this  ? 

Viola,  Yes. 

Nan,  Then  home  again,  o'  God's  name  !     Can 
you  go  apace  ? 

Viola,  I  warrant  you.  lExeunt. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I.— The  Counlrg. 
JEiUer  Pbdbo  and  Silvio,  ttvtrdUjf. 


Pedro,  How  now  ?  any  good  news  yet  ? 

SUmo.  *  Faith,  not  any  yet. 

Pedro,  This  comes  o'  tippling :   'Would  'twere 
treason,  an't  please  G<^, 
To  drink  more  than  three  draughts  at  a  meal. 

Silvio,  mniken  did  you  see  Ricardo  ? 

Pedro,  I  cross'd  him  twice  to-day. 

Siitiom  Yon  have  heard  of 
A  yoang  -wench  that  was  seen  last  night  ? 

Pedro,  Yea. 

Silvio.  Has  Ricardo  heard  of  this  ? 

Pedro,  Yes  ;  and  I  think  he*s  ridden  after. 
Farewell !   1*11  have  another  round. 

Silvio,  If  yon  hear  anything. 
Pray  spare  no  horse-flesh ;  I  will  do  the  like. 

Pedro,  jyo»  lExeunt. 


SCENE  II. — A  Boom  in  the  House  (/ Valxbio. 

JSnUr  Ricardo  and  Yalexiio, 

Rie,  Sir,  I  did  think  'twas  you,  by  all  descrip- 
VoL  Tls  >o ;  [tions. 

I  took  her  np  indeed,  the  manner  how 
You  hare  heard  already,  and  what  she  had  about 
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.As  jewela,  gold,  and  other  trifling  things) 

And  wiiat  my  end  was,  which  because  she  slighted, 

1  left  her  there  i'  th'  fields. 

Rie.  Left  in  the  fields  ?  Could  any  but  a  rogue. 
That  had  despised  humanity  and  goodness, 
God,  law,  and  credit,  and  had  set  himsdf 
To  loee  hia  nobleat  part,  and  be  a  beast, 
Hare  left  so  innocent  unmatch'd  a  virtue 
To  the  mde  mercy  of  a  wilderness  ? 

Vai,  Sir,  if  yon  come  to  rail,  pray  quit  my  house  ! 
1  do  not  Qae  to  have  such  language  given 
Vithin  mj  doors  to  me.     For  your  wench, 
Yo«  may  go  seek  her  with  more  patience ; 
Mm*  8  tame  enough,  I  warrant  you. 

Rie,  Pray  forgive  me, 
«1  do  eonfeaa  my  much  forgetfulness) 
And  vreig^  my  words  no  further,  I  beseech  you. 
Than  a  mere  madness  !  for  such  a  grief  has  seized 
So  itroiig  and  deadly,  as  a  punishment,  [me, 

And  a  just  one,  too. 
That  'tia  a  greater  wonder  I  am  living, 
Than  anything  I  utter.     Yet,  let  me  tell  you 
Thus  nuacfa ;  «it  was  a  fault  for  leaving  her 
5^o  in  the  fields. 

Vai,  Sir,  I  will  think  so  now  ; 
And,  credit  me,  you  have  so  wrought  me  with 
Yov  grief,  that  I  do  both  forgive  and  pity  you : 


And  if  you'll  please  to  take  a  bed  this  night  here, 
To-morrow  I  will  bring  you  where  I  left  her. 

Ric  I  thank  you,  no !     Shall  I  be  so  unworthy 
To  think  upon  a  bed,  or  ease,  or  comfort. 
And  have  my  heart  stray  firom  me,  God  knows 
Cold  and  forsaken,  destitute  of  friends,       [where, 
And  all  good  comforts  else,  unless  some  tree, 
Whose  speechless  charity  must  better  ours. 
With  which  the  bitter  east  winds  made  their  sport 
And  sung  through  hourly,  hath  invited  her 
To  keep  off  half  a  day?  Shall  she  be  thus, 
And  I  draw  in  soft  slumbers?    Grod  forbid  ! 
No,  night  and  bitter  coldness,  I  provoke  thee> 
Ax^d  all  the  dews  that  hang  upon  thy  locks. 
Showers,  hails,  snows,  firosts,  and  two-edged  vrinds 

that  prime 
The  maiden  blossoms ;  I  provoke  you  all. 
And  dare  expose  this  body  to  your  sharpness. 
Till  I  be  made  a  land*mark  1 

Vol,  Will  you  then  stay  and  eat  with  me  ? 

Rio.  You   are  angry  with  me,  I  know  you're 
angry; 
You  would  not  bid  me  eat  else.  My  poor  mistress, 
For  aught  I  know,  thou  art  famish'd ;  for  what  else 
Can  the  fields  yield  thee,  and  the  stubborn  season, 
That  yet  holds  in  the  fruit? — Good  gentle  sir. 
Think  not  ill  manners  in  me  for  denying 
Your  offer'd  meat !  for  sure  I  cannot  eat 
While  I  do  think  she  wants.    WeU,  I'm  a  rascal, 
A  villain,  slave,  that  only  was  begotten 
To  murder  women,  and  of  them  the  best. 

Vol.  This  is  a  strange  affliction  I  If  you  will 
Accept  no  greater  courtesy,  yet  drink,  sir. 

Ric,  Now  I  am  sure  you  hate  me  :  An  you  knew 
What  kind  of  man  I  am — as  indeed  'tis  fit 
That  every  man  should  know  me,  to  avoid  me, — 
If  you  have  peace  within  you,  sir,  or  goodness. 
Name  that  abhorred  word  drink  no  more  unto  me ! 
You  had  safer  strike  me. 
I  pray  you  do  not,  if  you  love  me,  do  not ! 

Vol.  Sir,  I  mean  no  ill  by't. 

Rie,  It  may  be  so ; 
Nor  let  me  see  none,  sir,  if  you  love  Heaven  I 
You  know  not  what  offence  it  is  unto  me ; 
Nor,' good  now,  do  not  ask  me  why :  And  I  warn 
You  once  again,  let  no  man  else  speak  of  it ! 
I  fear  your  servants  will  be  prating  to  me. 

Vol,  Why,  sir,  what  ail  vou  ? 

Rie,  I  hate  drink,  there  s  the  end  on't ; 
And  that  man  that  drinks  with  meat  is  damn'd. 
Without  an  age  of  prayers  and  repentance ; 
And  there's  a  hazard  too :  Good  sir,  no  more ! 
If  you  will  do  me  a  free  courtesy, 
That  I  shall  know  for  one,  go  take  your  horse. 
And  bring  me  to  the  place  where  you  left  her. 

Vol,  Since  you  are  so  importunate,  I  will : 
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Bat  I  will  wish,  sir,  yon  had  stay'd  to-night ; 
Upon  my  credit,  yon  shall  see  no  drink. 

Rie,  Be  gone !  the  hearing  of  it  makes  me  giddy : 
Sir,  will  you  be  entreated  to  forbear  it  ? 
I  shall  be  mad  else. 

Vol.  I  pray  no  more  of  that !  I  am  qniet ; 
I'll  but  walk  in,  and  away  straight. 

Ric.  Now  I  thank  you  L 
Bat  what  you  do,  do  in  a  twinkling,  sir ! 

Fa/.  As  soon  as  may  be.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Roam  in  the  Hou$e  qf 
Mercury's  Mother, 

Enter  Mother,  Viola,  Man,  and  Maimb. 

Mother.  Is  this  the  wench  ?    You  have  brought 
me  some  catch,  I  warrant 
How  daringly  she  looks  upon  the  matter ! 

Madge,  Yes,  forsooth,  this  is  the  maiden. 

Mother,  Come  hither  I  Would  you  serre  ? 

Viola.  If  it  shall  please  you  to  accept  my  service ; 
I  hope  I  shall  do  something  that  shall  like  you. 
Though  it  be  but  tnith,  and  often  praying  for  you. 

Mother.  You  are  yery  curious  of  your  hand  me- 
tbinks, 
You  preserre  it  so  with  gloves :  Let  me  see  it  ^ 
Ay,  marry,  here's  a  hand  of  marchpane,  wenches! 
This  pretty  palm  never  knew  sorrow  yet : 
How  soft  it  is,  I  warrant  you,  and  supple  ! 
C  my  word,  this  is  fitter  for  a  pocket, 
To  filch  withal,  than  to  work  :  I  fear  me,  little  one, 
Yon  are  no  better  than  you  should  be  ;  go  to ! 

Viota.  My  conscience  yet  is  but  one  witness  to 
me. 
And  that.  Heaven  knows,  is  of  mine  innocence  : 
'lis  true,  I  must  confess  with  shame  enough. 
The  time  that  I  have  led  yet  never  taught  me 
What  'twas  to  break  a  sleep,  or  to  be  weary. 

Mother.  You  can  say  well ; 
If  you  be  mine,  wench,  you  must  do  well  too, 
For  words  are  but  slow  workers :  Yet,  so  much 
I  have  of  you,  that  I  will  take  you,  so  [hope 

You  will  be  diligent,  and  do  your  duty. 
How  now  ? 

Enter  Ai^bxandbb. 

Ales.  There  is  a  messenger  come  from  your  sob, 
That  brings  you  word  he  is  returned  from  travel. 
And  will  be  here  this  night. 

Mother.  Now  joy  upon  thee  for  it !  thou  art  ever 
A  bringer  of  good  tidings  ;  there,  drink  that ! 

iOives  him  numep. 
In  troth  thou  hast  much  contented  me.     My  son  ? 
Lord,  how  thou  hast  pleased  me  !  shall  I  see  my 

son 
Yet  ere  I  die  ?  Take  care  my  house  be  handsome. 
And  the  new  stools  set  out,  and  boughs  and  rushes, 
And  flowers  for  the  window,  and  the  Turkey  carpet, 
And  the  great  parcel  salt,  Nan,  with  the  cruets  I 
And  pr'ythee,  Alexander,  go  to  the  cook, 
And  bid  him  spare  for  nothing,  my  son's  come 
Who's  come  with  him  ?  [home ! 

Alejf.  I  hear  of  none  yet,  but  a  gentlewoman. 

Mother.  A  gentlewoman  ?  what  gentlewoman  } 

Ales.  I  know  not ;  but  such  a  one  there  is,  he 
says. 

Mother.  Pray  God  he  have  not  east  away  him- 
self 
Upon  some  snout-fair  piece  1  I  do  not  like  it. 

Alejf.  No,  sure  my  master  has  more  discretion. 


Mother.  WeQ,  be  it  how  it  will,  he  shaU  be 
welcome. 
Sirs,  to  your  tasks,  and  shew  this  little  novice 
How  to  bestir  herself !  I'll  sort  out  things. 

[Exit 

Madge.  We  will,  forsooth :  I  cm  tell  you,  my 
A  stirring  woman.  [mistress  is 

Nan.  Lord,  how  she'll  talk  sometimes  1 
'Tis  the  maddest  cricket 

Viola.  Methinks  she  talks  well. 
And  shews  a  great  deal  of  good  housewifoy. 
Pray  let  me  deck  the  chambers,  shall  I  ? 

Nan.  Yes, 
You  shall ;  but  do  not  scorn  to  be  advised,  sister, 
For  there  belongs  more  to  that  than  you're  awire 

Why  would  you  ventore    so    fondly  upon  the 

strowings? 
There's  mighty  matters  in  them,  I'll  assure  yoa, 
And  in  the  spreading  of  a  bough-pot ;  you  may 
If  you  were  ten  years  elder,  if  you  tdw  not    [miss, 
A  special  care  before  you. 

Viola.  I  will  learn  willingly,  if  that  be  alL 

Nan.  Sirrah,   where  is't  they  say  my  yosng 
master  hath  been  ? 

Madge.  'Faith,  I  know  not ;  beyond  the  lei, 
Where  they  are  bom  without  noses. 

Nan.  Jesse,  bless  us  1  wi&out  noMS  ? 
How  do  they  do  for  handkerchiels  ? 

Madge.  So  Richard  says  : 
And,  sirrah,  their  feet  stand  in  their  foreheads. 

Nan.  That's  fine,  by  my  troth ! 
These  men  have  pestilent  running  heads  then. 
Do  they  speak  as  we  do  ? 

Madge.  No,  they  never  speak. 

Nan.  Are  they  cursen'd  P 

Madge.  No,  tiiey  call  them  infidels': 
I  know  not  what  they  are. 

Nan.  Sirrah,  we  shall  have 
Fine  courting  now  my  young  master  is  oome  home. 
Were  you  never  courted,  sister  ? 

Viola.  Alas,  I  know  it  not. 

Madge.  What  is  that  courting,  sirrah  ? 

Nan.  I  can  tell, 
For  I  was  once  courted  in  the  matted  chamber : 
You  know  the  party,  Madge ;  'foith,  he  courted 

Madge.  Pray  thee  what  is't ?  [finely! 

Nan.  'Faith,    nothing,  but  he  was  somewhst 
figent  with  me ; 
Faith,  'tis  fine  sport,  this  courting. 

Ale».  [  IFt/Ain.]  Where  be  the  maids  there  ?   I 

Madge.  We  shall  be  hang'd  anon  1  Away,  goo4 
wenches  I 
And  have  a  care  you  dight  things  handsomely ; 
I  will  look  over  you.  lExenL 


SCENE  lY — Another  m  the  same. 

Enter  Mbrcitrv  and  Maaia. 
Mere.  If  your  sorrow 
Will  give  you  so  far  leave,  pray  think  yonraelf 
Most  welcome  to  this  place,  for  so  upon 
My  life  you  are ;  and  for  your  own  nir  sake. 
Take  truce  awhile  with  these  immoderate  mooi* 
ingsl 
Maria.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  I  shaU  do  what  I  mm 
Pray  lead  me  to  a  chamber.  ' 

Enter  Mother  and  Albzanobb. 
Mere.  Presently. — 
Before  your  blessing,  mother,  I  entreat  yoa 
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To  know  this  gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  welcome ; 
The  Tirtnons  wife  of  him  that  was  myself 
In  aU  my  travels !  iKneOs. 

Mother,  Indeed  she  is  most  welcome ;  so  are 
you,  son. 
Now,  all  my  hlessing  on  thee,  thou  hast  made  me 
Yormger  by  twenty  years  than  I  was  yesterday  ! 
Will  you  walk  in  ?   What  ails  this  gentlewoman  ? 
Alas,  I  fear  she  is  not  well :  Good  gentlewoman  ! 
Merc.  You  fear  right. 
Mother.  She  has  fasted  over  long ; 
Yoa  shall  have  sapper  presently  o'  th'  board. 

Merc.  She  will  not  eat,  I  can  assure  you,  mother. 
For  God's  sake,  let  your  maid  conduct  her  up 
Into  some  fair  becoming  chamber,  fit  for 
A  woman  of  her  being,  and  as  soon  as  may  be ! 
I  know  she's  very  ill,  and  would  have  rest* 
Mother.  There  is  one  ready  for  'her,  the  blue 

chamber. 
Merc  'Tis  well :  I'll  lead  you  to  your  chamber- 
door, 
And  there  I'll  leave  you  to  your  own  quiet,  mistress. 
Maria.  I  thank  you,  sir !  Good  rest  to  every 
Yoa'U  see  me  once  again  to-night,  I  hope,    [one ! 
Mere.  When  you  shall  please,  I'll  wait  upon 

you,  lady. 
Mother.  Where  are  these  maids  ?    Attend  upon 
the  gentlewoman, 
And  see  she  want  no  good  tiling  in  the  house ! 
Good  night  with  all  my  heart,  forsooth  ! — Good 
Lord,  lExit  Maria. 

How  you  are  grown !  Is  he  not,  Alexander  ? 
Alex.  Yes,  truly;  he's  shot  up  finely,  God  be 

thanked  ! 
Mere.  An  ill  weed,  mother,  will  do  so. 
Alex.  You  say  true,  sir ;  an  ill  weed  grows  a- 

pace. 
Merc.  Alexander  the  sharp,  you  take  me  very 

quickly. 
Mother.  Kay,  I  can  tell  you,  Alexander  will  do 
Do  you  read  Madcap  still  ?  [it. 

Merc.  Sometimes,  forsooth. 
Mother.  But  'faith,  son,  what  countries  have 

you  travell'd  ? 
Mere.  Why,  many,  mother,  as  they  lay  before 
me ; 
France,  Spain,  Italy,  and  Germany, 
And  otiier  provinces,  that  I  am  sure 
Yoa  are  not  better'd  by,  when  you  hear  of  them. 
Mother.  And  can  you  these  tongues  perfectly? 
Mere.  Of  some 
A  little,  mother. 
Mother.  Pray,  spout  some  French,  son. 
Merc.  You  understand  it  not ;  and  to  your  ears 
Twill  go  like  an  unshod  cart  upon  the  stones, 
Only  a  rough  unhandsome  sound. 
Mother.  'Faith,  I  would  fain  hear  some  French. 
Alex.  Good  sir,    speak  some    French  to  my 

mistress. 
Merc,  At  your  entreaty  Alexander,  I  will. 
Who  shall  I  speak  to  ? 

Alex.  If  your  worship 
Will  do  me  the  &vour,  sir,  to  me. 

Merc.  Monneur  poltroUf 
CoeUf  couUlonf  baitez  tnon  cd  I 
Alex.  Out,  moneieur. 
Mother,  Ua,  ha,  ha !  this  is  fine,  indeed  ! 
God's  blessing  on  thy  heart,  son  !  By  my  troth, 
Thou  art  grown  a  proper  gentleman  !     Cullen  and 
puUenf 


Gk>od  God,  what  sawcy  words  they  use  beyond  the 
Ha,  ha,  ha !  [seas  ! 

Alex,  Did  not  you  swear  right  ? 

Merc,  Yes,  good  Alexander, 
If  you  had  done  so  too.    But,  good  mother, 
I  am  very  hungry,  and  have  rid  far  to-day, 
And  am  fasting. 

Mother.  You  shall  have  your  supper  presently, 
my  sweet  son. 

Merc,  As  soon  as  you  please  ;  which,  once  ended, 
I'll  go  and  visit  yon  sick  gentlewoman. 

Mother,  Come  then !  lExeunt. 


SCENE  v.— ^  HaU  in  the  same. 

Enter  Aktonio,  like  a  pott,  with  a  letter. . 

Ant,  I  have  ridden  like  a  fury,  to  make  up  this 
And  I  will  do  it  bravely  ere  I  leave  it.  [work ; 

This  is  the  house,  I  am  sore. 

Enter  Almxakokr, 

Alex.  Who  would  you  speak  with,  sir  ? 

Ant,  Marry,  sir,  I  would  speak  with 
A  gentlewoman  <»me  this  night  late  here  from  the 
I  have  some  letters  of  importance  to  her.       [city : 
I  am  a  post,  sir,  and  would  be  despatch'd 
In  haste. 

Alex.  Sir,  cannot  I  deliver  'em  ? 
For,  the  truth  is,  she's  ill,  and  in  her  chamber. 

Ant.  Pray  pardon  me ;  I  must  needs  speak  with 
My  business  is  so  weighty.  [her, 

Alex,  I'll  tell  her  so. 
And  bring  you  present  word. 

Ant,  Pray  do  so,  and  I'll  attend  her. 

lExit  AXBXANDBR. 

Pray  God,  the  grief  of  my  imagined  death 
Spoil  not  what  I  intend !    I  hope  it  will  not. 

Re-enter  Axexanobr. 

Alex.  Though  she  be  very  ill,  and  desires  no 
trouble. 
Yet,  if  your  business  be  so  urgent,  you  may 
Come  up  and  speak  with  her. 

Ant.  I  thank  you,  sir  ;  I  follow  you.     {.Exeunt. 


SCENE  YI.— ^  Bed-chamber  in  the  tame. 

Enter  Maria. 

Maria,  What  should  this  fellow  be,  i'  th'  name 

o'  Heaven, 
That  comes  with  such  post  business  ?     Sure  my 

husband  hath 
Reveal'd  himself,  and  in  this  haste  sent  after  me. 

Enter  Amotno. 

Are  you  the  post,  my  friend  ? 
Ant.  Yes,  forsooth,  mistress. 
Maria.  What  good  news  hast  thou  brought  me, 
gentle  post  ? 
For  I  have  woe  and  grief  too  much  already. 
Ant.  I  would  you  had  less,  mistress,  I  could 
wish  it. — 
Beshrew  my  heart,  she  moves  me  cruelly !    lAeide, 
Maria,  Have  I  found  you  once  more,  juggler  ? 

lAtide. 
Well,  jewel,  thou  hast  only  virtue  in  thee, 
Of  all  I  read  of  yet :  What  ears  has  this  ass 
To  betray  him  with ! — Well,  what* s  your  business 
then? 
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Ant.  I  have  brought  a  letter  from  your  servant, 
•*  In  haste.  [mistress, 

Maria.  Pray  give  it  me ;  I  hope  the  best  still. 
Ant.  This  is  the  upshot,  and  I  know  I  have  hit  it ! 

lAtide. 
Well,  if  the  spirits  of  the  dead  do  walk, 
I  shall  hear  more  of  this  an  hundred  years  hence. 
Maria.  ^Reading.']  *'  By  any  means,  you  must 
have  special  care ; 
For  now  this  city  is  possess^  for  certain. 
My  master  is  made  away  ; 
Which,  for  aught  I  know,  is  a  truth  indeed. 
Good  mistress,  leave  your  grief,  and  see  your  dan* 
And  let  that  wise  and  noble  gentleman  [ger. 

With  whom  you  are,  be  your  right  hand  in  all 
things !" 
Ant,  Now  do  I  know  I  have  the  better  on't ! 

lAtide. 
By  the  languishing  of  Jher  eye  at  this  near  instant. 
It  is  still  simming  in  her  blood,  in  coining 
Somewhat  to  turn  Mercury,  I  know  it. 
Maria.  He  is  my  husband,  and  'tis  reasonable 

lAride. 

He  should  command  in  all  things :  Since  he  will  be 
An  ass  against  the  hair,  at  his  own  peril 
Be  it ! — ^In  the  mom  you  shall  have  a  packet, 
Till  when,  I  must  entreat  you,  stay ;  you  shall  not 
lose  by  it. 

Ant.  I  do  not  doubt  it,  mistress : 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  rest,  and  wait  your  pleasure. 

Maria.  Do ;  and  seek  out  the  gentleman  o'  th' 
house ! 
Bid  him  come  to  me  presently. 

.Ant.  Who?  Master  Mercury  ? 

Maria.  Do  you  know  him,  post  ? 

Ant.  Only  by  sight,  forsooth  :  Now  I  remember 
Your  servant  wiUed  me  to  let  you  know 
He  is  .the  only  man  you  and  your  fortunes 
Are  now  to  rest  upon. 

Maria.    Pr'ythee  no  more;   I  know  all  this 
already. 

Ant.  I'll  take  my  leave  now.— I  am  made  for 
'    ever! 

Maria.  Good  night !—  iBxit  Aurowio. 

I  am  provided  for  you,  my  fine  youth.  lExit. 


SCENE  VII A  Room  in  the  tame. 

Enter  Mother,  healing  Viola,  and  AiaxAMDxa  with  a 

broken  gUus. 

Mother.  I'll  make  thee  have  more  care. 

Viola.  Good  mistress,  pardon  me ! 

Mother.  Thou'lt  ne'er  be  good,  I  warrant  thee ! 
Can  your  fine  fingers  hold  no  ftster  i 

Viola,  Indeed, 
It  was  against  my  will. 

Mother.  Alexander, 
Let's  see  the  glass !    As  I'm  true  kirsome  woman. 
It  is  one  of  the  crystal  glasses  my  cousin  sent  me  ! 
And  the  baggage  hath  broke  it  where  it  cannot  be 

mend»l. 
Alexander,  can  Humphry  mend  this,  think  you? 

Alejf.  No,  truly,  this  will  ne'er  be  mended. 

Viola.  Truly, 
I  meant  but  to  wash  it  for  the  gentlewoman 
That's  sick  above,  and,  shaking  out  the  water, 
Knock'd  it  against  the  pail  side. 

Mother.  Did  you  so  ? 
Be  sure  I'll  stop  it !  'twill  make  a  good  gap  in 
Your  quarter's  wages,  I  can  tell  you. 


Viola.  I  pray  forgive  me. 
And  let  me  have  no  wages  this  first  quarter. 

Mother.  Go,  whimling,  and  fetch  two  or  tbree 
grating  loaves 
Out  of  the  kitchen,  to  make  gingerbread  of. 
'Tis  such  an  untoward  thing  !  iSint  Tiola. 

Alex.  She's  somewhat  simple. 
Indeed  ;  she  knew  not  what  a  kimoel  was  ; 
She  wants  good  nurture  mightily. 

Mother.  My  son  tells  me,  Alexander, 
That  this  young  widow  means  to  sojoom  here ; 
She  offers  largely  for  her  board,  I  may 
Offer  her  good  cheer.     Pr'ythee  make  a  step 
1'  th'  morning  down  to  the  parsonage  for  some 
pigeons  !— '  *  INoUe  within. 

What,  are  you  mad  there?  what  noise  is  Uiat  ? 
Are  you  at  bowls  within  ?    Why  do  you  whixie  ? 

Enter  Viola,  weeping. 

Viola.  I  have  done  another  fault;  I  beseech  yoo. 
Sweet  mistress,  forgive  me  ! 

Mother.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Viola,  As  I  was  reaching  for  the  bread  that  lay 
Upon  the  shelf,  I  have  thrown  down  the  minced 

meat, 
That  should  have  made  the  pies  to*morrow« 

Mother.  Get  thee 
Out  of  my  house,  thou  filthy  destroying  hariot  thou! 
I'll  not  keep  thee  an  hour  longer. 

Viola.  Good  mistress,  beat  me  rather  for  my 
fault. 
As  much  as  it  deserves  !     I  do  not  know 
Whither  to  go. 

Mother.  No,  I  warrant  thee ;  out  of  my  doors  ! 

Viola.  Indeed  I'll  mend.— I  pray  speak  yoa  for 
me ! 

Alex.  If  thou  hadst  hurl'd  down  anything  bat 
the  pie  meat, 
I  would  have  spoke  for  thee ;  but  I  cannot  find  in 
my  heart  now. 

Mother.  Art  thou  here  yet?    I  think  I  must 
have 
An  officer  to  thrust  thee  out  of  my  doors,  must  1  ? 

Viola.  Why,  you  may  stop  this  in  my  wages  too ; 
For  God's  sake,  do  !     I'll  find  myself  this  year. 
And  let  me  stay. 

Mother.  Thou't  spoil  ten  times  as  mudu 
ril  cudgel  thee  out  my  doors. 

Fto/a.  I  am  assured  you  are  more  merciful^ 
Than  thus  to  beat  me  and  discharge  me  too. 

Mother.  Dost^ou  dispute  with  me  ? — ^Alexander, 
carry 
The  prating  hiUding  forth. 

Viola.  Good  mistress,  hear  me  !    I  have  here  a 
jewel  IKmtet*. 

My  mother  left  me,  and  'tis  something  worth : 
Receive  it ;  and  when  all  my  faults  together 
Come  to  the  worth  of  that,  then  turn  me  forth  ; 
Till  then,  I  pray  you  keep  me. 

Mother.  What  jiggumbob  have  we  here  ? 
Pray  God,  you  have  not  pilfer'd  this  somewherv. 
Thou  art  such  a  puling  thing !     Wipe  your  eyes. 
And  rise ;  go  your  ways. — Alexander, 
Bid  the  cook  mince  some  more  meat. — ^Come, 
And  get  you  to  bed  quickly,  that  you  may 
Up  betime  i'  th'  morning  a  milking. 
Or  you  and  I  shall  fall  out  worse  yet. 

lExeunt  Mother  a$td  Ai.MxAiet»m*.. 

Viokt,  She  has  hurt  my  arm:  I  am  afraid  she  is 
A  very  angry  woman ;  but  bless  him,  Heaven^ 
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That  did  me  the  most  wrong !    I  am  afraid 
Antonio's  wife  should  see  me ;  she  will  know  me. 

Mother,  [IFtMsfi.]  Melvial 

Fiofa.  I  am  coming ;  she's  not  angry  again,  I 
hope  I  t         lExit. 


SCENE  VIII.— ^  Bed-room  in  the  same. 

Enttr  Mkbcuey. 

Mere.  Now  what  am  I  the  better  for  enjoying 
This  woman  that  I  lored  so  ?     AU  I  find, 
That  I  before  imagined  to  be  happy, 
Now  I  have  done  it,  turns  to  nothing  else 
Bat  a  poor,  pitied,  and  a  base  repentance. 
I'lisfoot,  I  anfr  monstrous  angry  with  myself ! 
Why  should  a  man,  that  has  discourse  and  reason, 
And  knows  how  near  he  loses  all  in  these  things. 
Covet  to  have  his  wishes  satisfied  ? 
Which,  when  they  are,  are  nothing  but  the  shame. 
I  do  b^n  to  loath  this  woman  strangely. 
And  I  dunk  justly  too,  that  durst  adventure 
Flinging  away  her  modesty,  to  take 
A  stranger  to  her  bed,  (her  husband's  body 
Being  scarce  cold  i'  th'  earth)  for  her  content. 
It  was  no  more  to  take  my  senses  with, 
Than  if  I  had  an  idle  dreun  in  rieep  ; 
Yet  1  have  made  her  promises,  which  grieves  me. 
And  I  most  keep  'em  too. — I  think  she  hunts  me  1 
The  devil  camiot  keep  these  women  off. 
When  they  are  flesh 'd  once. 

Enter  Maria,  in  night  attire. 

\      Maria.  To  bed,  for  God's  sake,  sir  I 
^lay  do  you  stay  here  ?  Some  are  up  i'  th'  house  ; 
I  botfd  Uie  wife.    Good  dear  sweetheart,  to  bed. 
I      Merc.  Why,  1  am  going  I     Why  do  you  follow 
me? 
YoQ  woold  not  have  it  known,  I  hope.     Pray  get 

you 
Back  to  your  chamber !  the  door's  hard  by.     For 


Let  me  alone ;  I  warrant  you ! — ^This  it  is    [Aiide. 
To  thresh  weU ;  I  have  got  a  customer  1— 
Will  you  go  to  bed  ? 

Maria.  WiU  you  ? 

Mere.  Yes,  I  am  going. 

Maria.  Then  remember  your  promise  you  made 
to  marry  me. 

Mere.  I  will ;  but  it  was  your  fault  that  it  came 
To  this  pinch  now,  that  it  must  need  remembrance : 
For,  out  of  honesty,  I  oifer'd  you 
To  marry  you  first ;  why  did  you  slack  that  offer  ? 

Maria.  Alas,  I  told  you  th'  inconvenience  of  it. 
And  what  wrong  it  would  appear  to  the  world 
If  I  had  married  you  in  such  post  hsste 
After  his  death :  Beside,  the  fooUsh  people 
Would  have  been  bold  to  have  thought  we  had  lain 
Together  in  his  time,  and  like  enough 
Imagined  we  two  had  murder'd  him. 

Mere.  I  love  her  tongue  yet !   If  I  were  a  saint, 
A  gilded  saint,  and  such  a  thing  as  this 
Should  prate  thus  wittily  and  feelingly 
Unto  my  holiness,  I  cannot  tell. 
But  I  fear  shrewdly  I  should  do  something 
That  would  quite  scratch  me  out  o'  th'  calendar ; 
And  if  I  stay  longer  talking  with  her,  though  I 
At  what  I  have  done  already,  yet  I  shall   [am  mad 
Forget  myself  again  :  I  feel  the  devil 
Ready  to  hold  my  stirrup. — Pray,  to  bed  1 
Good  night  1 

Maria.  This  kiss  !  good  night,  sweet  love. 
And  peace  go  with  thee ! — \_Exit  Mb&curt.]  Thou 

hast  proved  thyself 
The  honestest  man  that  ever  was  enticed 
To  that  sweet  sin,  as  people  please  to  call  it, 
Of  .lying  with  another  s  wife  ;  and  I, 
I  think,  the  honestest  woman,  without  blushing. 
That  e'er  lay  with  another  man.  I  sent  my  husband 
Into  a  cellar,  post,  fearing,  and  justly. 
He  should  have  known  him  ;  which  I  did  not  pur- 
Till  I  had  had  my  end.  [pose 
Well,  now  this  plot  is  perfect,  let  him  brag  on  t. 

lExit. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  l.^The  House  of  the  Justice, 

RUer  Jmtloe  and  Cumo,  with  a  paper. 

Just,    By'r  lady,  sir,  you  have  rid  hard,  that 

you  have. 
Curio.  They  that  have  business  must  do  so,  I 

take  it. 
Just.  Yoa  say  true.    When  set  you  out,  my 

friend? 
Curi0.  About  ten  o'clock ;  and  I  have  rid  all 

night. 
Just..  By  the  mass,  yon  are  tough  indeed.    I 
hare  seen  the  day 
I  would  have  rid  too  with  the  proudest  of  them, 
\Qd  fling  dirt  in  their  faces,  and  I  have  done't  with 
T)uA  foolish  body,  sir,  many  a  time : 
fiat  what  can  last  always  ?    'TIS  done,  'tis  done 

now,  sir! 
A^,  care,  and  office,  bring  us  to  our  foot-doths. 
The  more  the  pity  ! 

Curio.  I  believe  that,  sir ; 
But  will  it  please  you  to  read  the  business  ? 


Just.  My  friend,  I  can  read,  and  I  can  tell  you 

when. 
Curio.  'Would  I  could  too,  sir!  for  my  haste 

requires  it. 
Just.  Whence  comes  it,  do  you  say  ? 
Curio.  Sir,  from  the  city. 
Just.  Oh,  from  the  city ;  'tis  a  reverend  place — 
Curio.  An  his  justice  be  as  short  as  his  memory, 

lAside. 

A  dudgeon-dagger  will  serve  him  to  mow  down 

sin  withall : 
What  clod-pole  commissioner  is  this ! 

Just,  And,  by  my  faith,  govem'd  by  worthy 
Discreet  and  upright.  [members. 

Curio.  Sir,  they  are  beholding  to  you  ; 
You  have  given  some  of  them  a  commendation 
They  were  not  worthy  of  this  twenty  years.    ' 

Just.  Go  to,  go  to  !  you  have  a  merry  meaning ; 
I  have  found  you,  sir ;  i*faith,  you  are  a  wag  ; 
Away,  fy  ! — Now  I'll  read  your  letter. 

Curio.  Pray  do,  sir. — ^What  a  misery  it  is 
To  have  an  urgent  business  wait  the  justice 
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Of  such  an  old  toff-taffata,  that  knows  not, 
Nor  can  be  brought  to  understand  more  sense 
Than  how  to  restore  suppressed  alehouses, 
And  haye  his  man  compound  small  trespasses 
For  ten  groats ! 

JutU  Sir,  it  seems  here 
Your  business  is  of  deeper  circumstance 
Than  I  conceived  it  for. — What  do  yon  mean,  sir  ? 

Curio.  'Tis  for  mine  own  ease,  1*11  assure  your 
worship. 

Ju$i.  It  shall  not  be,  i'fiEuth,  friend. — Here  I 
have  it. 
That  one  Antonio,  a  gentleman — 
I  take  it  so  ;  yes,  it  is  so — a  gentleman, 
Is  lately  thought  to  have  been  made  away ; 
And,  by  my  &ith,  upon  a  parlous  ground  too. 
If  you  consider.  Well,  there's  knavery  in't ; 
I  see  that  without  spectacles. 

Curio,  Sure  this  fellow  deals  in  revelation,  he*s 

so  hidden  :  IJtide. 

Go  thy  ways !  thou  wilt  stick  a  bench,  spit  aa 

formally. 
And  shew  thy  agot  and  hatch'd  chain  as  well 
As  the  best  of  them. 

Just,  And  now  I  have  considered,  I  believe  it. 

Curio,  What,  sir  ? 

Just,  That  he  was  murder'd. 

Curio,  Did  you  know  him  ? 

Just,  No. 

Curio,  Nor  how  it  is  supposed  ? 

Just.  No ;  nor  I  care  not  twopence,  those  are 
toys; 
And  yet  I  verily  believe  he  was  murder'd, 
As  sure  as  I  beUeve  thou  art  a  man. 
I  never  failed  in  these  things  yet.  'Ware  a  man 
That's  beaten  to  these  matters ;  experience 
Is  a  certain  concealed  thing  that  fails  not. 
Pray  let  me  ask  you  one  thing ;  why  do  you  come 
to  me? 

Curio,  Because  the  letter  is  addressed  to  you. 
Being  the  nearest  justice. 

Just.  The  nearest  ?  is  that  all  ? 

Curio,  I  think  it  be,  sir  ; — 
I  would  be  loth  you  should  be  the  wisest.     lAHds. 

Just.  Well,  sir,  aa  'tis,  I  will  endeavour  in  it : , 
Yet,  if  it  had  come  to  me  by  name,  I  know  no^ 
But  I  think  it  had  been  as  soon  dispatch 'd 
As  by  another,  and  with  as  round  a  wisdom. 
Ay,  and  as  happily  ;  but  that's  all  one : 
I  have  borne  this  place  this  thirty  years,  and 

upwards. 
And  with  sufficient  credit,  and  they  may, 
When  they  please,   know  me    better.    To   the 
Well  1  [nearest  ? 

Curio,  Sir,  'tis  not  my  fault,  for  had  I  known 
You  sooner 

Just,  1  thank  yon,  sir ;  I  know  it. 

Curio,  I'll  be  sworn  lAtide. 

You  should  have  play'd,  for  any  business  now. 

Just,  And  further,  they  have  specified  unto  me, 
His  wife's  sorely  suspected  in  this  matter. 
As  a  main  cause. 

Curio,  I  think  she  be,  sir,  for 
No  other  cause  can  be  yet  found. 

Just.  And  one  Mercury,  a  traveller,  with  whom 
They  say  directly  she  is  run  away. 
And*  as  they  think,  this  way. 

Curio,  I  knew  all  this  bdTore. 

Just,  Well,  sir,  this  Mercury  I  know,  and  his 
breeding ; 


You  have   been 
[happy,  sir. 
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A  ndgfabour's  child  hard  by: 
In  coming  hither. 

Curio,  Then  yon  know  where 
To  have  him,  sir  ? 

Just,  I  do,  sir ;  he  dwells  near  me. 

Curio,  I  doubt    your  worship  dwells 
knave  then. 

Just,  I  think  so ;  pray  put  on  I    But 
wonder 
To  see  how  graceless  people  are  now  given. 
And  how  base  virtue  is  accounted  wi&  th^n. 
That  should  be  all  in  all,  as  says  a  wise  mam  ! 
I  tell  you,  sir,  and  'tis  true,  that  there  have  been 
Such  murd«:v,  and  of  late  days,  as  'twould  make 
Your  very  heart  bleed  in  you  ;  and  some  of  tiiem. 
As  I  shall  be  enabled,  I  will  tdl  yon. 
It  fell  out  of  late  days 

Curio.  It  may  be  so, 
But  will  it  please  you  to  proceed  in  this  ? 

Just,  An  honest  weaver,  and  as  good  a  vrork- 
As  e'er  shot  shuttle,  and  as  close—  [man 

But  every  man  must  die — this  honest  weaver, 
Being  a  Uttle  mellow  in  his  ale — 
That  was  the  evidence,  verbatimt  sir — 
God  bless  the  mark,  sprung  his  neck  just  in  this 

place : 
Well,  Jarvis,  thou  hadst  wrongs,  and,  if  I  Utc, 
Some   of   the    best  shall  sweat  for't!     T*hen    a 
wench — 

Curio.  But,  sir,  yon  have  forgot  my  business. 

Just,  A  sober  pretty  maid,  about  seventeen 
They  say,  certainly,  howsoever  'tis  shuffled. 
She  burst  herself,  and  fondly,  if  it  be  so. 
With  furmety  at  a  churching ;  but  I  think 
The  devil  had  another  agent  in't ; 
Either  of  which,  if  I  can  catch,  shall  stretch  for't. 

Curio,  This  is  a  mad  justice,  that  will  hang  the 
devil ! —  lAsidf. 

But  I  would  you  would  be  short  in  this,  before. 
That  other  notice  can  be  given. 

Just.  Sir, 
I  will  do  discreetly  what  is  fitting. — ^What, 
Antonio  ! 

Serv,  IWithin,}  Your  worship  1 

Just.  Put  on  your  best  coat, 
And  let  your  fellow  Mark  go  to  the  constable. 
And  bid  him  aid  me  with  all  the  speed  he  can. 
And  all  the  power ;  and  provide  pen  and  ink 
To  take  their  confessions,  and  my  long  sword  ! 
I  cannot  tell  what  danger  we  may  meet  with. 
You'll  go  with  us  ? 

Curio.  Yes ;  what  else  ? 
I  came  to  that  end  to  accuse  both  parties. 

Just,  May  I  crave  what  you  are  ? 

Curio,  'Faith,  sir,  one 
That  to  be  known  would  not  profit  yon  more 
Than  a  near  kinsman  of  the  dead  Antonio's. 

Just.  'Tis  welL     I  am  sorry  for  my  neighboar, 
truly. 
That  he  had  no  more  grace ;  'twill  kiU  his  mother  : 
She  is  a  good  old  woman.  WiU  yon  walk  in  ? 
I  will  but  put  my  cloak  on,  and  my  chain  off. 
And  a  clean  band,  and  have  my  shoes  black'd 

over. 
And  shift  my  jerkin,  andwe*ll  to  onr  business ; 
And  you  shdl  see  how  I  can  bonlt  these  matters. 

Curio,  As  soon  as't  please  you,  sir.        iBxe^tnL 
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SCENE  IL— i<  Field. 
EnUr  Talkbio  and  Ricardo. 

Vol,  This  is  the  place;  here  did  I  leave  the 
Alone  last  night,  drying  her  tender  eyes,       [maid 
Uncertain  what  to  do,  and  yet  desirous 
To  hare  me  gone. 

Rie,  How  rude  are  all  we  men, 
That  take  the  name  of  civil  to  ourselves ! 
If  she  had  set  her  foot  upon  an  earth 
Where  people  live  that  we  call  barbarous^ 
Though  they  had  had  no  house  to  bring  her  to, 
They  would  have  spoiled  the  glory  that  the  spring 
Has  deck'd  the  trees  in,  and  with  willing  hands 
Have  torn  their  branches  down  ;  and  every  man 
Woold  have  become  a  builder  for  her  sake. — 
What  time  left  you  her  here  ? 

Fa/.  I  left  her  when  the  sun  had  so  much  to  set, 
As  he  is  now  got  from  his  place  of  rise. 

Rie.  So  near  the  night,  she  could  not  wander 
-Fair  Viola  !  [far. 

Vol.  It  is  in  vain  to  call ;  she  sought  a  house. 
Without  all  question. 

Rie,  Peace  !— Fair  Tiola  ! 
Fair  Viola  !~Who  would  have  left  her  here 
On  such  a  ground  ?   If  you  had  meant  to  lose  her, 
Yon  might  have  found  there  were  no  echoes  here 
To  take  her  name,  and  carry  it  about, 
When  her  true  lover  came  to  mourn  for  her, 
Till  all  the  neighbouring  vallies  and  the  hills 
Resounded  Viola ;  and  such  a  place 
Yon  should  have  chose !  You  pity  us 
Because  the  dew  a  little  wets  our  feet ; 
(Unworthy  far  to  seek  her,  in  the  wet  0 
And  what  becomes  of  her  ?  where  wandered  she, 
With  two  showers  raining  on  her,  from  her  eyes 
Continually,  abundantly,  from  which 
There's  neither  tree  nor  house  to  shelter  her  ? — 
Will  you  go  with  me  to  travel  ? 
VaL  Whither? 
Rie.  Over  all  the  world. 
Vol.  No,  by  my  faith;  I'll  make  a  shorter 
When  I  do  travel.  [journey 

Rie.  But  there  is  no  hope 
To  gain  my  end  in  any  shorter  way. 
VaL  Why,  what's  your  end  ? 
Rie.  It  is  to  search  the  earth. 
Till  we  have  found  two  in  the  shapes  of  men. 
As  wicked  as  ourselves. 

Vol.  Twere  not  so  hard 
To  find  out  those. 

Rie.  Why,  if  we  find  them  out. 
It  were  the  better ;  for  what  brave  villainy 
Might  we  four  do ! — ^We  would  not  keep  together  ; 
For  every  one  has  treachery  enough 
For  twenty  countries :  One  should  trouble  Asia ; 
Another  should  sow  strife  in  Africa; 
But  you  should  play  the  knave  at  home  in  Europe ; 
And  for  America,  let  me  alone. 

Vol,  Sir,  I  am  honester 
Than  you  know  how  to  be,  and  can  no  more 
Be  wrong'd,  but  I  shall  find  myself  a  right. 
Rie,  If  you  had  any  spark  of  honesty, 
:   Yon  would  not  think  that  honester  than  I 
Were  a  praise  enough  to  serve  your  turn  : 
If  men  were  commonly  so  bad  as  I^ 
Thieres  would  be  put  in  calendars  for  saints ; 
And  bones  of  murderers  would  work  miracles. 
I  am  a  kind  of  knave,  of  knave  so  much 


There  is  betwixt  me,  and  the  vilest  else — 
But  the  next  place  of  all  to  mine  is  yours. 

Enter  Viola,  Nah,  tmd  Madok,  with  pails. 

Vol,  That  last  is  she ;  'tis  she  ! 

Jiie,  Let  us  away  ; 
We  shall  infect  her !  let  her  have  the  wind, 
And  we  will  kneel  down  here. 

Viola.  Wenches,  awayt 
For  here  are  men. 

Vol.  Fair  maid,  I  pray  you  stay. 

ITakes  hold  of  Viola. 

Viola.  Alas !  again  ? 

Rio,  Why  do  you  lay  hold  on  her? 
I  pray  heartily,  let  her  go. 

Vol,  With  all  my  heart;  I  do  not  mean  to  hurt 
her. 

Rie,  But  stand  away  then  !  for  the  purest  bodies 
Will  soonest  take  infection ;  stand  away  t 
But  for  infecting  her  myself,  by  Heaven, 
I  would  come  there,  and  beat  Uiee  further  off. 

Viola,  I  know  that  voice  and  face. 

Val,  You  are  finely  mad  ! 
God  b'w'ye,  sir  !  Now  you  are  here  together, 
I'll  leave  you  so  ;  God  send  you  good  luck,  both  1 
When  you  are  soberer  you'll  give  me  thanks. 

[Exit. 

Madge,  Wilt  thou  go  milk  ?  Come. 

Nan,  Why  dost  not  come  ? 

Madge.  She  nods,  she's  asleep. 

Nan,  What,  wert  up  so  early  ?    [Ricakdo  Jnxetls. 

Madge.  I  think  yon  man's  mad  to  kneel  there. 
Nay,  come,  come  away. — 
Uds  body,  Nan,  help  I  she  looks  black  i'  th'  fiice ; 
She's  in  a  swoon.  [Viola /ain^*. 

Nan,  An  you  be  a  man,  come  hither. 
And  help  a  woman  ! 

Rie,  Come  thither  ?  You  are  a  fool. 

Nan,  And  you  a  knave  and  a  beast,  that  you 
are. 

Rie.  Come  hither  ?  'twas  my  being  now  so  near 
That  made  her  swoon  ;  and  you  are  wicked  people, 
Or  you  would  do  so  too :  My  venom  eyes 
Strike  innocency  dead  at  such  a  distance  ; 
Here  I  will  kneel,  for  this  is  out  of  distance. 

Nan,  Thou  art  a  prating  ass !  there's  no  good- 
ness in  thee, 
I  warrant. — How  dost  thou  ?  [Viola  recovers. 

Viola.  Why,  well. 

Madge,  Art  thou  able  to  go  ? 

Viola.  No  ;  pray  go  you  and  milk  :  If  I  be  able 
To  come,  I'll  follow  you ;  if  not,  I'll  sit  here 
Till  you  come  back. 

Nan.  I  am  loth  to  leave  thee  here  with  yon 
wild  fool. 

Viola,  I  know  him  well ;  I  warrant  thee  he  will 
not  hurt  me. 

Madge,  Come  then.  Nan.  lExeunt  Maids. 

Rie.  How  do  you  ?  Be  not  fearful,  for  I  hold 
My  hands  before  my  mouth,  and  speak^  and  so 
My  breath  can  never  blast  you. 

Viola.  'Twas  enough 
To  use  me  ill,  though  you  had  never  sought  me 
To  mock  me  too  :  Why  kneel  you  so  far  off? 
Were  not  that  gesture  better  used  in  prayer  ? 
Had  I  dealt  so  with  you,  I  should  not  sleep, 
'Till  God  and  you  had  both  forgiven  me. 

Rie.  I  do  not  mock  ;  nor  lives  there  such  a  vil- 
That  can  do  anything  contemptible  [lain 

To  you :  But  I  do  luieel,  because  it  is 
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An  action  yery  fit  and  reverent. 
In  presence  of  so  pure  a  creatare  ; 
And  so  far  off,  as  fearful  to  offend 
One  too  much  wrong'd  already. 

Viola,  You  confess  you  did  the  fiiult,  yet  scorn 
So  far  as  hither,  to  ask  pardon  for't ;        [to  come 
Which  1  could  willingly  afford  to  come 
To  you  to  grant    Good  sir,  if  you  have 
A  better  love,  may  you  be  bless'd  together ! 
She  shall  not  wish  you  better  than  I  will..^ 
I  but  offend  you !  There  are  all  the  jewels 

IThrotes  dawn  a  casket, 
I  stole ;  and  all  the  love  I  ever  had 
I  leave  behind  with  you ;  I'll  carry  none 
To  give  another :  May  the  next  maid  you  try 
Love  you  no  worse,  nor  be  no  worse  than  I ! 

Ric,  Do  not  leav^  me  yet,  for  all  my  fault ! 
Search  out  the  next  things  to  impossible, 
And  put  me  on  them ;  when  they  are  effected, 
I  may  with  better  modesty  receive 
Forgiveness  from  you. 

Viola,  I  will  set  no  penance, 
To  gain  the  great  forgiveness  you  desire, 
But  to  come  hither,  and  take  me  and  it ; 
Or  else,  I'll  come  and  beg,  so  you  will  grant 
That  you  will  be  content  to  be  forgiven ! 

Jiic,  [Rises.]  Nay,  I  will  come,  since  you  will 
have  it  so,  ,. 

And,  since  you  please  to  pardon  me,  I  hope 
Free  from  infection.    Here  1  am  by  you, 
A  careless  man,  a  breaker  of  my  faith, 
A  loathsome  drunkard ;  and  in  that  wild  fury, 
A  hunter  after  whores  I  I  do  beseech  you 
To  pardon  all  these  faults,  and  take  me  up 
An  honest,  sober,  and  a  faithful  man ! 

Viola,  For  God's  sake  urge  your  faults  no  more, 
but  mend ! 
All  the  forgiveness  I  can  make  you,  is. 
To  love  you ;  which  I  will  do,  and  desire 
Nothing  but  love  again ;  which  if  I  have  not, 
Yet  I  will  love  you  stilL 

Rio,  Oh,  women  I  that  some  one  of  you  will  take 
An  everlasting  pen  into  your  hands. 
And  grave  in  paper  (which  the  writ  shall  make 
More  lasting  thim  the  marble  monuments) 
Your  matchless  virtues  to  posterities ; 
Which  the  defective  race  of  envious  man 
Strives  to  conceal ! 

Viola,  Methinks  I  would  not  now,  for  anything, 
But  you  had  miss'd  me  :  I  have  made  a  story 
Will  serve  to  waste  many  a  winter's  fire. 
When  we  are  old :  I'll  tell  my  daughters  then 
The  miseries  their  mother  had  in  love 
And  say,  "  My  girls,  be  wiser  1 "  yet  I  would  not 
Have  had  more  wit  myself.    Take  up  those  jewels. 
For  I  think  I  hear  my  fellows  coming. 

Enter  Madob  and  Nan  with  their  pails, 

Madge.  How  dost  thou  now  ? 

Viola.  Why,  very  well,  I  thank  you.  It  is  late  ; 
Shall  I  haste  home  ? 

Nan.  I  pr'ythee  !  we  shall  be  shent  soundly. 

Madge,  Why  does  that  railing  man  go  with  us  ? 

Viola,  I  pr'ythee,  speak  well  of  him  :     On  my 
He  is  an  honest  man !  [word. 

Nan,  There  was  never  any  so 
On  his  complexion.    A  gentleman  ? 
I'd  be  ashamed  to  have  such  a  foul  mouth. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Room  in  the  House  of 
Mercury's  Mother, 
Enter  Mother,  Alkxahhmm,  Ahdruoio,  and  Rowlasd. 

Mother.  How  now,  Alexander  ?    What  gentle- 
man is  this  ? 

Alex,  Indeed,  forsooth,  I  know  not ; 
I  found  him  at  the  market,  full  of  woe. 
Crying  a  lost  daughter,  and  telling  all 
Her  tokens  to  the  people ;  and,  what  you  wot  ? 
By  all  subscription  in  the  world,  it  should  be 
Our  new  maid  Melvia :  (one  would  little  tiiink  it !) 
Therefore  I  was  bold  to  tell  him  of  her,  mistress. 

Mother,  Melvia  ?  it  cannot  be,  fool  I  Alas,  joa 
She  is  a  poor  wench,  and  I  took  her  in  [knov 

Upon  mere  charity. 

Andr,  So  seemed  my  daughter  when  she  vest 
As  she  had  made  herself.  [a*>J> 

Mother,  What  stature  was  your  child  of,  sir? 

Andr,  Not  high,  and  of  a  brown  com|dexioD, 
Her  hair  aubum,  a  round  fece,  which  some  fiieadi, 
That  flatter'd  me,  would  say  'twould  be  a  good  one. 

Alex.  This  is  still  Melvia,  mistress ;  that's  tbe 
truth  on't ! 

Mother.  It  may  be  so.  III  promise  you. 

Alex,  Well,  go  thy  ways,  the  flower  of  oar 
town! 
For  a  hand  and  a  foot  I  shall  ne'er  see  thy  feUor. 

Mother,  But  had  she  not  such  toys  as  braod^ 
rings,  and  jewds  ? 

Andr,  She  was  something  bold  indeed,  to  take 
That  night  she  left  me.  [such  things 

Mother,  Then  belike  she  run  away  ? 

Andr,  Though  she  be  one  I  love,  I  dare  not  Be ; 
She  did  indeed. 

Mother,  What  think  you  of  this  jewel  ? 

Andr,  Yes,  this  was  one  of  them,  and  this  wis 
mine; 
You  have  made  me  a  new  man !  I  thank  you  fbrit 

Mother,  Nay, 
An  she  be  given  to  filching,  there's  your  jewel; 
I  am  clear  on't.    But,  by  your  leave,  sir,  you 
Shall  answer  me  for  what  is  lost  since  she 
Came  hither ;  I  can  tell  you  there  lie  things 
Scattering  in  every  place  about  the  house. 

Alex,  As  I  am  virtuous,  I  have  the  lyingst 
Old  gentlewoman  to  my  mistress,  and  the  moet 

malicious — 
The  devil  a  good  word  will  she  give  a  servant; 
That's  her  old  rule  I  and,  God  be  thanked,  tbej 

will 
Give  her  as  few;  there  is  perfect  love  <m  bo^ 

sides. 
It  yearns  my  heart  to  hear  the  wench  misconstzued ; 
A  careful  soul  she  is,  I'll  be  sworn  for  her ; 
And  when  she's  gone,  let  them  say  what  they  wSI, 
They  may  cast  their  caps  at  such  another. 

Andr,  What  you  have  lost  by  her,  with  all  vj 
heart 
I'll  see  you  double  paid  for;  you  have  saved. 
With  your  kind  pity,  two  that  must  not  live. 
Unless  it  be  to  thank  you.    Take  this  jewel ; 
This  strikes  off  none  of  her  ofiences,  mistress. 
'Would  I  might  see  her  1 

Mother.  Alexander,  run, 
And  bid  her  make  haste  home ;  she's  at  the  lailk- 

ing  close : 
But  tell  her  not  by  any  means  who's  here ; 
I  know  she'll  be  too  fearful. 

Alex.  WeU,  we'U  have  | 
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A  po68et  jet  at  parting*  that's  my  comfort ; 

And  one  round,  or  eLw  I'll  lose  my  will.        lExit. 

Anir.  Yon  shall  find  Silvio,  Uberto,  and  Pedro, 
Eaqmring  for  the  wench  at  the  next  town  : 
Tell  tbem  she's  fovnd,  and  where  I  am, 
And,  with  the  favour  of  this  gentlewoman, 
Desire  them  to  come  hither. 

Mtiker,  I  pray  do  ;  they  shall  be  all  welcome. 

[Exit  Rowland. 

Emter  Justice,  Cuaio,  and  Mark. 

Jvt,  B  J  your  leave,  forsooth !  yon  shall  see  me 
tind 
The  parties  by  a  sleight. 

Mother,  Who's  that  ?  Master  Justice  ? 
How  do  yon,  sir  } 

JfuL  Why,  very  well,  and  busy. 
Vhcre'i  your  son  ? 
Mother.  He's  within,  sir. 
Jntt,  Hnm ;  and  how  does 
The  yoimg  woman  my  cousin,  that  came  down 
with  him? 
Mother.  She's  above ;  as  a  woman  in  her  case 

maybe. 
Jutt  Ton  have  confess'd  it  ? 
Then,  rirrah,  call  in  the  officers !  she's  no  consin 

of  Bune; 
A  mere  trick  to  discover  all ! 
Mother.  To  discover?  what? 

Emter  Mark  and  Officers. 

<fitgt.  Yon  shall  know  that  anon :  I  think  I  have 
4vcrreach'd  yon !  —  Oh,  welcome  1  Enter  the 
hnae,  and  by  virtue  of  my  warrant,  which  you 
have  there,  seize  upon  the  bodily  persons  of  those 
vhoK  names  are  there  written ;  to  wit,  one  Mer- 
ar?*  >nd  the  wife  of  one  Antonio. 

Mother.  Pot  what  ? 

JmoL  Away,  I  say! 
His  genUeman  shall  certify  yon  for  what 

lExeunt  Of&oen. 

Mother.  He  can  accuse  my  son  of  nothing ; 
Be  came  from  travel  but  within  these  two  days. 

JvL  There  hangs  a  tale. 

Mother.  I  should  be  sorry  this  should 
ftU  oQt  at  any  time,  but  especially  now. — 
&^.  win  you  &vour  me  so  much  as  to  let  me  know 
Of  vhat  you  accuse  him  ? 

CtffiA.  Upon  suspicion  of  murder. 

Mather,  Murder  ?     I  defy  thee  t 
^^"0.  I  pray  God  he  may 
note  himsdf  innocent. 

J^t  Py,  lay  oot  so  ! 
i9«  shew  younelf  to  be  no  good  commonwealth's 


Pv  the  more  are  hang'd  the  better  'tis  for  the 
commonwealth. 
Mother.  By  this  rule  you  were  best  hang  your- 
;  self. 

;    ''wf.  I  foipve  your  honest  mirth  ever. — 

.    ^*i^  Mask  omd  Officera.  with  Mkrcvry  and  Maria. 

;  Oh,  wdcome,  welcome,  Mark  1 

I  itw  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  to  take  their  examina- 

'  tions. 

I    Mere.  Why  do  you  pull  me  so  ?  I'll  go  alone. 

i^^.htt  them  stand, 

I  Let  them  stand  quietly,  whilst  they're  examined. 

««ri«i.  What  will  yon  examine  us  of  ? 
'    •'"rt.  Of  Antonio's  murder. 

▼01-  IK 


Mere,  Why  he  was  my  friend. 

Maria.  He  was  my  husband. 

J^utt.  The  more  shame  for  you  both ! — Mark, 
your  pen  and  ink. 

Mother,  Pray  God  all  be  well !    I  never  knew 
Any  of  these  travellers  come  to  good. — I  beseech 
you,  sir,  IKneels. 

Be  favourable  to  my  son. 

Just.  Gentlewoman, 
Hold  you  content ;  I  would  it  were  come  to  that ! 

Mere.  For  God's  sake,  mother. 
Why  kneel  you  to  such  a  pig-bribed  fellow  ? 
He  has  surfeited  of  geese,  and  they  have  put  him 
Into  a  fit  of  justice :  Let  him  do  his  worst ! 

Just.  Is  your  paper  ready  ? 

Mark.  I  am  ready,  sir. 

Enter  Amtowio,  a*  a  Poet,  and  stands  apart. 

Just.  Accuse  them,  sir ;  I  command  thee  to  lay 
down  accusations  against  tiiese  persons,  in  behafr 
of  the  state :  And  first  look  upon  the  parties  to 
be  accused,  and  deliver  your  name. 

Curio.  My  name  is  Curio;  my  mnrder'd  kins- 
man. 
If  he  were  living  now,  I  should  not  know  him. 
It  is  so  long  since  we  aaw  one  another. 
Ant.  My  cousin  Curio  ? 
Curio.  But  thus  much  (from  the  months 
Of  his  servants  and  others,  whose  examinations  I 

have 
In  writing  about  me)  I  can  accuse  them  of : 
This  Mercury,  the  last  night  but  this  last. 
Lay  in  Antonio's  house,  and  in  the  night 
He  rose,  raising  Antonio,  where  privately 
They  were  in  talk  an  hour,  to  what  end  I  know 

not; 
But  of  likelihood,  finding  Antonio's  house 
Not  a  fit  place  to  murder  him  in,  he  suffer'd  him 
To  go  to  bed  again ;  but  in  the  morning  early 
He  train'd  him  I  think  forth  ;  after  which  time 
He  never  saw  his  home.     His  clothes  were  found 
Near  the  place  where  Mercury  was,  and  the,  people 
At  first  denied  they  saw  him  ;  but  at  last 
They  made  a  frivolous  tale,  that  there  he  shifted 

himself 
Into  a  footman's  habit :  But,  in  short. 
The  next  hour  this  woman  went  to  Mercury, 
And  in  her  coach  they  posted  hither.  True  accusa- 
tions 
I  have  no  more,  and  I  will  make  none. 

Just.  No  more  ? 
We  need  no  more. — Sirrah,  be  drawing 
Their  mittimus,  before  we  hear  their  answer. — 
What  say  you,  sir  ?  are  you  guilty  of  this  murder  ? 

Merc.  No,  sir. 

Just.  Whether  you  are  or  no,  confess ; 
It  will  be  better  for  you. 

Merc.  If  I  were 
Guilty,  your  rhetoric  could  not  fetch  it  forth. 
But  though  I  am  innocent,  I  confess,  that  if 
I  were  a  stander-by,  these  circumstances  urged. 
Which  are  true,  would  make  me  doubtiess  bdieve 
The  accused  parties  to  be  guilty. 

Just.  Write  down. 
That  he  being  a  stander-by  (for  so  you  see  he  is) 
Doth  doubtlessly  believe  the  accused  parties. 
Which  is  himself,  to  be  guilty. 

Merc.  I  say  no  such  thing. 

Just.  Write  it  down,  I  say ;  we'll  try  that. 

Mere.  I  care  not  what  you  write. — 
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Pray  God  you  did  not  kill  him  for  my  lore  I 

lApart. 

Though  I  am  free  from  this,  we  both  deserre 

Maria,  CrOTem  your  tongue,  I  pray  you  I  all  is 
well; 
My  husband  liyes,  I  know  it,  and  I  lee  him. 

Just,  They  whisper !  serer  them  quiddy,  I  say, 
officers. 
Why  do  you  let  them  prompt  one  another?. — 

uentiewoman, 
What  say  yon  to  this  ?  Are  not  you  guilty  ? 

Maria.  No,  as  I  hope  for  mercy. 

JiuL  But  are  not 
Those  circumstances  true,  that  this  gentleman 
Hath  so  shortly  and  methodically  deUver'd  ? 

Maria,  They  are ;  and  what  you  do  with  me  I 
care  not, 
Since  he  is  dead  in  whom  was  all  my  care. 
You  knew  him  not  ? 

Just.  No,  and  't  had  been  better 
For  you  too,  an  you  had  never  known  him. 

Maria.  Why  then^  you  did  not  know  the  world's 
chief  joy : 
His  face  so  manly,  as  it  had  been  made 
To  fright  the  world ;  yet  he  so  sweetly-temper'd, 
That  he  would  make  himself  a  natural  fool. 
To  do  a  noble  kindness  for  a  friend. 
He  was  a  man  whose  name  Fll  not  out-live 
Longer  than  Heaven,  whose  will  must  be  obey'd. 
Will  have  me  do. 

Ant.  And  I  will  quit  thy  kindness.  lAside. 

Just.  Before  me,  she  has  made  the  tears 
Stand  in  mine  eyes ;  but  1  must  be  austere. — 
Gentlewoman,  you  must  confess  this  murder. 

Maria.  I  cannot,  sir ;  I  did  it  not.  But  I  desire 
To  see  those  examinations  which  this  gentleman 
Acknowledges  to  have  about  him,  for 
But  late  last  night  I  received  letters  from 
The  city ;  yet  I  heard  of  no  confession  then. 

Just,  You  shall  see  them  time  enough,  I  warrant 
you. 
But  letters  you  say  you  had;  where  are  those 
letters? 

Maria.  Sir,  they  are  gone. 

Just,  Gone  ?  whither  are  they  gone  ? 
How  have  you  disposed  of  *em  ? 

Maria,  Why,  sir. 
They  are  for  women's  matters,  and  so  I  use  'em. 

Just.  Who  writ  'em  ? 

Maria.  A  man  of  mine. 

Just,  Who  brought  *em  ? 

Maria.  A  post. 

Just.  A  post?  there  was  some  great  haste  sure  : 
Ah,  ha  I  / 

Where  is  that  post  ? 

Maria.  Sir,  there  he  stands. 

Just.  Does  he  so  ? 
Bring  hither  that  post :  I  am  afraid  that  post 
Will  prove  a  knave.-^ome  hither,  post  I  What, 
What  can  you  say  concerning  the  murder  of  An- 

Ant,  What's  that  to  you  ?  [tonio  ? 

Just.  Oh,  post,  you  have  no  answer  ready,  have 
you? 
1*11  have  one  from  you. 

Ant,  You  shall  have  no  more  from  me  than  you 
have. 
You  examine  an  honest  gentleman  and  gentle- 
woman here  I 
'Tis  pity  such  fools  as  you  should  be  i*  th'  com- 
mission. 


Just.  Say  you  so,  post? — ^Tske  away  that  poit ! 
whip  him. 
And  bring  hUn  again  (piickly.— Ill  hamper  yoiu 


I 


Mere.  'Tis  Antonio ;  I  know  him  now  as 
What  an  irregular  fool  is  this  I 

Ant.  Whip  me  ?  hold  off! 

Maria.    Oh,  good  sir,  whip  him !      By  fab 
murmuring 
He  should  know  something  of  my  husband's  detdi. 
That  may  quit  me :  For  God's  sake,  fetch  it  oat ! 

JusL  Whip  him,  I  say  I 

[Airroino  throws  i^ids  disgtim. 

Ant.  Who  is't  that  dares  whip  me  now  ? 

Maria,  Oh,  my  loved  husband  t 

Merc.  My  most  worthy  friend ! 
Where  have  you  been  so  long  ? 

Ant.  \  cannot  speak  for  joy  ! 

Just.  Why,  what's  the  matter  now  ?  and  skaD 
Then  have  her  course  ?  [not  \bk 

Andr.  It  shall  have  no  other  course 
Than  it  has,  I  think. 

Just.  It  shall  have  other  course 
Before  I  go,  or  I'll  beat  my  brains :  And  I  say 
It  was  not  honestly  done  o^  him  to  discover 
Himself  before  the  parties  accused  were  exccateJt 
That  law  might  have  had  her  course ;  for  then 
The  kingdom  flourishes. 

Ant.  But  such  a  wife  as  thou  had  never  saj 
man; 
And  such  a  friend  as  he,  believe  me,  wife. 
Shall  never  be  !    Good  wife,  love  my  friend ; 
Friend,  love  my  wife.    Hark,  friend  I 

Just.  Mark, 
If  we  can  have  nothing  to  do,  you  shall  swear 
The  peace  of  somebody. 

Mark.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  By  my  troth, 
I  am  sorry  my  wife  is  so  obstinate : 
'Sooth,  if  I  could  yet  do  thee  any  good, 
I  would,  i'frdth  I  would. 

Merc.  I  thank  you,  sir ; 
I  have  lost  that  passion. 

Ant.  Cousin  Curio, 
You  and  I  must  be  better  acquainted. 

Curio,  It  is  my  wish,  sir. 

Ant.  I  should  not  have  known  you  neither,  'tit 
so  long 
Since  we  saw  eadi  other ;  we  were  but  cfaiUrtD 

then: 
But  you  have  shew'd  yourself  an  honest  msn  to  mt^ 
Curio.  I  would  be  ever  so. 

Enter  Ricakdo  and  Yioia. 

Mother.  Look  you  I  who's  there  ? 

Andr.  Say  nothing  to  me ;  for  thy  peace  is  na^ 

Ric.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  say. 
But  that  you  are  her  father ;  you  can  both 
Not  only  pardon,  when  you  have  a  wrong. 
But  love  where  you  have  received  most  injvy* 

Just.  I  tHink  I  shall  hear  of  no  hanging  tfcu 
year! 
There's  a  tinker  and  a  whore  yet,  the  crier  ssid 
That  robb'd  her,  and  are  in  prison ;  I  hope  i 

They  shall  be  hang'd.  < 

Andr.  No,  truly,  sir,  they  have  broke  prison. 

Just,  "Hs  no  matter;  then  the  jaik>r diiA  bf 
hang'd. 

Andr.  You  are  deceived  in  tiiat  too,  sir;  t«a 
known 
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To  be  against  his  will,  and  he  hath  got 

His  pardon ;  I  think,  for  nothing ; 

Bnt  if' t  dotii  cost  him  anything,  I'll  pay  it. 

JusU  Mark,  np  with  yonr  papers  ;  away  I 

3f€TC»  Oh, 
Tott  shall  stay  dinner ;  I  have  a  couple  of  brawling 

neighbours, 
That  III  assure  yon  will  not  agree. 
And  you  shall  haye  the  hearing  of  their  matter. 


i 


Just,  With  all  my  heart. 

Mere.  Go,  gentlemen,  go  in. 

Ric,  Oh,  Viola,  that  no  succeeding  age 
Might  lose  the  memory  of  what  thou  wert  I 
But  such  an  OTerswayed  sex  is  yours, 
That  all  the  virtuous  actions  you  can  do 
Are  but  as  men  will  call  them  :  And  I  swear, 
'Tis  my  belief,  that  women  want  but  ways 
To  praise  their  deeds,  but  men  want  deeds  to  praise. 


EPILOGUE. 

'Tis  ended ;  but  my  hopes  and  fears  begin : 

Nor  can  it  be  imputed  as  s  sin 

In  me  to  wish  it  favour.     If  this  night 

To  the  judiidous  it  hath  given  delight, 

1  have  my  ends:  And  may  such,  for  their  graoe 

Vouchsafed  to  this,  find  theirs  in  every  place  I 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Albkkt,  a  French  Pirate,  in  Love  ufith  Amtkta. 

TiBALT  DO  PowT,  a  merry  Oentleman,  Friend  to 
Albsrt. 

Mastor  of  the  Ship,  an  honest  merry  Man. 

Lamctrb,  an  Vsuring  Merchant. 

FiUNViLLB,  a  vain-gloriout  Gallant 

MoRUXAT,  a  shallme-brained  €tentleman. 

Boatswain,  an  honest  Man. 

SBBAimAN,  a  nobU  Gentleman  ofPortugalt  Hus- 
band to  RoasLUA. 

NicuBA,  Jfephew  to  BKBAsnAir ;  both  cast  upon  a 
Dssart  Island. 


Raymond,  Brother  to  AunrrA. 

Burgeon. 

Sailors. 

Abitkta,  Mistress  to  Albbrt,  a  ncbU  Freneh 

Virgin. 
^osKhUA„GovemessQftheJm4UOnianPorttiff«ts, 
Clarinda,  Daughter  to  Roscixia.  in  Love  mA 

Albkrt. 
HippouTA.  ^YhreeLadies^MembersofOuremok 
*     I     Common^eealth. 


Crocalb, 

JULBTTA 


SCENE,--FiR8T  AT  Sea,  then  m  a  Dbsart  Island,  and  the 

IiLB  or  TBE  Amazons. 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  I.— O»6oarrf a  5Atp  a/ jy^ii.  A  Tempest, 
Thunder  and  Lightning, 

Enter  Master  and  7Vk»  Bailors. 

Matt,  Lay  her  aloof,  the  sea  grows  dangerous  : 
How  it  spits  against  the  clouds,  how  it  capers, 
And  how  the  fiery  element  frights  it  back  ! 
There  be  devils  dancing  in  the  air  I  think. 
I  saw  a  dolphin  hang  i'  th'  horns  o*  th'  moon, 
Shot  from  a  wave.     Hey  day,  hey  day,  how  she 

kicks  and  yerks ! 
Down  with  the  main-mast !  lay  her  at  huU  ! 
Furl  up  all  her  linens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out ! 

1  Sail.  She'll  never  brook  it,  Master ; 
She's  so  deep  laden  that  she'll  bulge. 

Matt,  Hang  her  t 
Can  she  not  buffet  with  a  storm  a  little  ? 
How  it  tosses  her !  she  reels  like  a  drunkard. 

2  Sail,  We  have  discovered  the  land,  sir ;  pray 

let's  make  in  I 
She  is  so  drunk  else,  she  may  chance 
To  cast  up  all  her  lading. 

1  Sail,  Stand  in,  stand  in ! 

We  are  all  lost  else,  lost  and  perish'd. 
Matt.  Steer  her  a-starboard  there ! 

2  Sail,  Bear  in  with  all  the  sail  we  can  1  See, 

Master, 
See  what  a  clap  of  thunder  there  is  ! 
What  a  &ce  of  heaven !  how  dreadfully  it  looks ! 
Matt.  Thou  rascal,  thou  fcarfiil  rogue,   thou 

hast  been  praying ; 
I  see't  in  thy  face ;  thou  hast  been  mumbling. 
When  we  are  split,  you  slave  !  is  this  a  time 
To  discourage  our  friends  with  your  cold  orisons  ? 
Call  up  the  Boatswain.    How  it  storms !  holla  I 


Enter  Bmiswnin, 
Boatt,  What  shall  we  do,  Master  ?     Cast  over 
She  will  not  swim  an  hour  else.      [all  her  ladisg? 

Enter  Ausxkt,  Frahvillb,  Lamurb,  TnAX.TDO  Pwt. 

and  MoRiiXAT. 

Mast.  The  storm  is  loud  ; 
We  cannot  hear  one  another.    What's  the  ooist? 

Boatt.  We  know  not  yet;  shall  we  make  in? 

Alb.  What  comfort,  sailors  ? 
I  never  saw,  since  I  have  known  the  sea, 
(Which  has  been  these  twenty  years)  so  rode  a 
In  what  state  are  we  ?  [tempat 

Matt.  Dangerous  enough,  captain ; 
We  have  sprung  five  leaks,  and  no  little  ones ;" 
Still  rage  1 — besides,  her  ribs  are  open, 
Her  rudder  almost  spent :  Prepare  yoursdves, 
And  have  good  courages !  Death  comes  but  ODce : 
And  let  him  come  in  all  his  frights ! 

Alb.  Is't  not  possible 
To  make  in  to  the  land  ?  "Ha  here  before  us. 

Mor,  Here  hard  by,  sir. 

Matt.  Death's  nearer,  gentlemen. 
Yet  do  not  cry ;  let's  die  like  men. 

Tib,  Shall's  hoise  the  boat  out. 
And  go  all  at  one  cast  ?  The  more  tiie  merrier. 

Enter  AxiirrA. 

Matt,  You  are  too  hasty,  monsieur;  doyonkn^ 
To  be  i'  th'  fish-market  before  your  time  ?— 
Hold  her  up  there ! 

Amin,  Oh,  miserable  fortune ! 
Nothing  but  horror  sounding  in  mine  ears ; 
No  minute  to  promise  to  my  frighted  soul ! 

Tib.  Peace,  woman ! 
We  ha'  storms  enough  already ;  no  more  howfisg* 
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Jms.  Gentle  master ! 

Mast.  Clip  this  woman  under  hatches. 

Alb.  Pr'ytiiee  speak  mildly  to  her. 

Amn,  Can  no  help 

Maxi.  None,  that  I  know. 

Amifi.  No  promise  from  yonr  goodness^ 


MuL  Am  I  a  god  ?    For  Heaven's  sake,  stow 
this  woman. 

Tib,  Go,  take  yonr  gilt  ptayer-book,  and  to 
yonr  business  ; 
Wink  gnd  die.  There's  anold  haddock  stays  for  yon. 

AmtH.  Most  I  die  here  in  all  the  finghts,  the 
terrors, 
The  thofuaod  several  shapes  Death  triumphs  in  ? 
No  friend  to  oonnsel  me  ? 

Alb.  Have  peace,  sweet  mistress. 

.4mak.  No  kindred's  tears  upon  me?   Oh,  my 
Xo  gentle  hand  to  close  mine  eyes  ?         [country ! 

Alb.  Be  comforted ; 
Heaven  has  the  same  power  still,  and  the  same 

Jntn.  Oh,  that  wave  will  devour  me.    [mercy. 

Mast.  Carry  her  down,  captain, 
^r.  by  these  hands,  I'll  give  no  more  direction, 
I^  tlie  ship  sink  or  swim !  We  ha*  ne'er  better  luck 
^lieQ  we  ba'  snch  stowage  as  these  trinkets  with  us, 
^^  sweet  sin-breeders  :  How  can  Heaven  smile 
^Iko  such  a  burden  of  iniquity  [on  us, 

Les  tumbling,  like  a  potion,  in  our  ship's  belly  ? 

Tib.  Away  with  her ;  and,  if  she  have  a  prayer 
Tiiat's  fit  for  such  an  hour,  let  her  say't  quickly, 
Afld  serionsly.  lExit, 

Alb.  Come ;  I  see  it  clear,  lady ; 
Coise  in,  and  take  some  comfort.  I'll  stay  with  you. 
Amin,  Where  should  I  stay?    To  what  end 
I  should  I  hope? 

bBi  I  not  circled  round  with  misery  ? 
Confosions  in  their  full  heights  dwell  about  me  ! 
^K  monsiear  Albert,  how  am  I  bound  to  curse  you, 
If  corses  coald  redeeni  me)  how  to  hate  you ! 
^  ni  forced  me  firom  my  quiet,  from  my  friends, 
Ktcq  from  their  arms  that  were  as  dear  to  me 
A»  daylight  is,  or  comfort  to  the  wretched ; 
t  ^oa  fornd  my  friends,  [some]  from  their  peaceful 

rest, 
SoiBe  yonr  relentless  sword  gave  their  last  groans ; 
^oaid  I  had  there  been  numW'd !)  and  to  Fortune's 
^^-satisfied  afflictions  you  tum'd  my  brother, 
,  Ifid  those  few  friends  I  had  left,  like  desperate 

creatures, 
*3  &eir  own  fears  and  the  world's  stubborn  pities. 
^ii.  merciless! 
•^A.  Sweet  mistress  I 

Amn,  And  whether  they  are  wandered  to  avoid 
yon, 
Orvbetfaer  dead,  and  no  kind  earth  to  cover  'em, — 
^u  this  a  bver's  part?    But  Heaven  has  found 

...    yo«> 

Am  in  his  loudest  voice,  his  voice  of  thunder, 

•M  in  the  mutiny  of  his  deep  wonders, 

»-  tells  you  now,  you  weep  too  late. 

jf^'  Let  these  tears 

«a  how  I  honour  you !     You  know,  dear  lady, 

^ai«  yoa  were  mine,  how  truly  I  have  loved  you, 

Hov  sanctimoniously  observed  your  honour  : 

\\  one  lascivious  word,  not  one  touch,  lady, 

/^<  not  a  hope  that  might  not  render  me 

^'<  unpoUated  servant  of  your  chastity. 

'^  yoQ  1  pot  to  sea,  to  seek  yonr  brother, 

M  tnt  captain,  yet  your  slave,)  that  his  redemption. 


If  he  be  living  where  the  sun  has  circuit. 
May  expiate  your  rigour,  and  my  rashness. 
Amin,  The  storm  grows  greater,  what  shall  we 
Alb,  Let*sin,  [do? 

And  ask  Heaven's  mercy ;  my*  strong  mind  yet 

presages. 
Through  all  these  dangers,  we  shall  see  a  day  yet 
Shall  crown  your  pious  hopes,  and  my  fair  wishes. 

lExit  with  Amijcta. 

Enter  Master,  Tibalt,  LAinms,  Morillat,  Trawille, 
Boatswain,  and  8a3ion,Jtinging  over  chetU. 

Mast,  It  must  all  overboard. 

Boats,  It  clears  to  seaward,  Master. 

Mast.  Fling  o'er  the  lading  there,  and  let  us 
lighten  her, 
(All  the  meat  and  the  cakes;  we  are  all  gone  else !) 
That  we  may  find  her  leaks,  and  hold  her  up ; 
Yet  save  some  little  biscuit  for  the  lady, 
Till  we  come  to  the  land. 

Lam.  Must  my  goods  over  too  ? 
Why,  honest  Master,  here  lies  all  my  money, 
The  money  I  ha'  rack'd  by  usury, 
I'o  buy  new  lands  and  lordships  in  new  countries, 
'Cause  I  was  banish'd  from  mine  own  :  I  ha'  been 
This  twenty  years  a-raising  it. 

Tib,  Out  with  it: 
The  devils  are  got  together  by  the  ears,  who  shall 
And  here  they  quarrel  in  the  clouds.         [have  it ; 

Lam,  I  am  undone,  sir. 

Tib,  And  be  undone;  'tis  better  than  we  perish. 

Lam,  Oh,  save  one  chest  of  plate ! 

Tib,  Away  with  it  lustily,  sailors  ! 
It  was  some  pawn  that  he  has  got  unjustly ; 
Down  with  it  low  enough,  and  let  crabs  breed  in't ! 

Mast,  Over  with  the  trunks  too. 

Enter  Ai.bbrt. 

Alb.  Take  mine,  and  spare  not. 

Mast.  We  must  over  with  alL  [sold, 

Fran,  Will  you  throw  away  my  lordship  that  I 
Put  it  into  clothes  and  necessaries,  to  go  to  sea  with  ? 

Tib.  Over  with  it !  I  love  to  see  a  lordship  sink : 
Sir,  you  left  no  wood  upon't,  to  buoy  it  up ; 
You  might  ha'  saved  it  ebe. 

Fran,  I  am  undone 
For  ever. 

Alb,  Why,  we  are  all  undone ; 
Would  you  be  only  happy  ? 

Lam,  Sir,  you  may  lose  too. 

Tib.  Thou  liest  1  I  ha'  nothing  but  my  skin. 
And  my  clothes ;  my  sword  here,  and  myself ; 
Two  crowns  in  my  pocket ;  two  pair  of  cards, 
And  three  false  dice :  I  can  swim  like  a  fish,  rascal ; 
Nothing  to  hinder  me. 

Boats,  In  with  her  of  all  hands  1 

Mast.  Come,  gentlemen;  come,  captain;  ye  must 
help  all ; 
My  life  now  for  the  land  1     'Tis  high  and  rocky, 
And  full  of  perils. 

Alb.  However,  let's  attempt  it. 

Mast.  Then  cheer  lustily,  my  hearts !    {Exeunt. 


SCENE  II The  Shore  qfa  Desart  Island. 

Enter  Scbajbtian  and  Nicuba. 

Seb,  Yes,  'tis  a  ship,  I  see  it  now ;  a  tall  ship  ! 
She  has  wrought  lustily  for  her  deliverance. 
Heaven's  mercy,  what  a  wretched  day  has  here 
been! 
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Nio,  To  still  and  quiet  minds  that  knew  no 
misery, 
It  may  seem  wretched,  bat  with  us  'tis  ordinaxy ; 
Heaven  has  no  stonn  in  store,  nor  earth  no  terror, 
That  can  seem  new  to  us. 
Seb,  *Tis  true,  Nicusa : 
If  Fortune  were  determined  to  be  wanton, 
And  would  wipe  out  the  stories  of  men's  miseries, 
Yet  we  two  Uying,  we  could  cross  her  purpose ; 
For  'tis  impossible  she  should  cure  us, 
We  are  so  excellent  in  our  afflictions : 
It  would  be  more  than  glory  to  her  blindness. 
And  style  her  power  beyond  her  pride,  to  quit  us. 
Nic.  Do  they  live  still  ? 
Seb,  Yes,  and  make  to  harbour. 
Nic.  Most  miserable  men  I  I  grieve  their  for- 
tunes. 
Seb,  How  happy  had  they  been,  had  the  sea 
cover'd  em  I 
They  leap  from  one  calamity  to  another ; 
Had  they  been  drown'd,  they  had  ended  all  their 
sorrows. —  [Shout  within. 

What  shouts  of  joy  they  make  I 

Nio,  Alas,  poor  wretches ! 
Had  they  but  once  experience  of  this  island. 
They  would  turn  their  tunes  to  wailings. 

Seb,  Nay,  to  curses. 
That  ever  they  set  foot  on  such  calamities : 
Here  is  nothing  but  rocks  and  barrenness, 
Hunger  and  cold,  to  eat ;  here's  no  vineyards 
To  cnear  the  heart  of  man,  no  crystal  rivers, 
After  his  labour,  to  refresh  his  body. 
If  he  be  feeble  ;  nothing  to  restore  him, 
But  heavenly  hopes:   Nature,  that  made   those 

remedies. 
Dares  not  come  here,  nor  look  on  our  distresses, 
For  fear  she  turn  wild,  like  the  place,  and  barren. 
Nio,  Oh  uncle,  yet  a  little  memory  of  what  we 
were  I 
'Twill  be  a  little  comfort  in  our  calamities  c 
When  we  were  seated  in  our  blessed  homes. 
How  happy  in  our  kindreds,  in  our  fomilies. 

In  all  pur  fortunes* 

Seb,  Curse  on  those  French  pirates 
That  displanted  us  I   That  flung  us  from  that  hap- 
We  found  there,  constrained  us  to  sea,         [piness 
To  save  our  lives,  honours,  and  our  riches. 
With  all  we  had,  our  kinsmen  and  our  jewels. 
In  hope  to  find  some  place  free  from  such  robbers ! 
Where  a  mighty  storm  severed  our  barks,  that  where 
My  wifo,  my  daughter,  and  my  noble  ladies 
That  went  with  her,  virgins  and  loving  souls. 

To  'scape  those  pirates 

Nio,  They  are  living  yet ;  such  goodness  cannot 

perish. 
Seb,  But  never  to  me,  cousin/ never  to  me  again. 
What  bears  their  flag-staves  ? 

Nio,  The  arms  of  France  sure ; 
Nay,  do  not  start !  we  cannot  be  more  miserable ; 
Death  is  a  cordial  now,  come  when  it  will. 

Seb,  They  get  to  shore  apace  ;  they'll  fly  as  fast 

When  once  they  find  the  place.  What's  that  which 

swims  there  ? 

Nio.  A  strong  young  man,  sir,  with  a  handsome 

Hanging  about  his  neck.  [woman 

Seb,  That  shews  some  honour ; 
May  thy  brave  charity,  whate'er  thou  art. 
Be  spoken  in  a  place  that  may  renown  thee. 
And  not  die  here  1 

Nio,  The  boat,  it  seems,  tum'd  over. 


So  forced  [them]  to  their  shifts;  yet  all  arelmdei 
They  are  pirates,  on  my  life. 
Seb,  They  will  not  rob  us ; 
For  none  wUl  take  our  misery  for  richea. 
Come,  cousin,  let's  descend,  and  try  their  pitks! 
If  we  get  off,  a  little  hope  walks  wiUi  us ; 
If  not,  we  shall  but  load  this  wretdied  ii^and 
With  the  same  shadows  still,  that  must  grow  shorter. 


SCENE  III.— Another  part  qfike  Same,  wi& 
Rocks  in  the  Betck -ground,. 

BnUr  Albbbt,  s%tpp«rting  AimrrA,  Tibai«t,  Moblut. 
Lamurk,  Master,  Feamviuji,  Suzfaoii,  and  Ssflon. 

Tib,  Wet  come  ashore,  my  mates !  we  are  safe 
arrived  yet. 

Mast,  Thanks  to  Heaven's  goodness,  no  bsb 
lost; 
The  ship  rides  fair  too,  and  her  leaks  in  good 
plight 

Alb.  The  weather's  tum'd  more  coiirteoQ8<— 
How  does  my  dear  ? 
Alas,  how  weak  she  is,  and  wet  I 

Amin,  I  am  glad  yet,  I  'scaped  with  lifo ; 
Which  certain,  noble  captain,  next  to  Ueaven't 

goodness, 
I  must  Aank  you  for ;  and,  whi<^  is  morst 
Acknowledge  your  dear  tenderness,  your  firm  Van, 
To  your  unworthy  mistress ;  and  recant  too 
(Indeed  I  must)  those  harsh  opinions, 
Those  cruel,  unkind  thoughts,  I  heap'd  upon  yei : 
Further  than  that,  I  must  forget  your  iiyaries, 
So  fiu*  I  am  tied  and  fetter'd  to  your  servios ; 
Bdieve  me,  I  will  learn  to  love. 

Alb,  I  thank  you,  madam ; 
And  it  shall  be  my  practice  to  serve. — 
What  cheer,  companions  ? 

Tib,  No  great  dieer,  sir;  a  piece  of  sosm^ 
biscuit, 
And  half  an  hard  egg ;  for  the  sea  has  tsken  order, 
Being  young  and  strong,  we  shall  not  surfeit,  oip- 
For  mine  own  part,  I'll  dance  till  I  am  dry:  [taiiL 
Come,  surgeon,  out  with  your  giyster-pipe, 
And  strike  a  galliard. 

Alb.  What  a  brave  day  again  I 
And  what  fair  weather,  after  so  foul  s  storm ! 

Lam,  Ay,  an't  pleased  the  master,  he  might  W 
This  weather,  and  ha'  saved  our  goods.  [m^ 

Alb,  Never  think  on  'em,  we  hiave  our  lives  uMi 
healths. 

Lam,  I  must  think  on  'em,  and  think  'twss  nsit 
Done  to  undo  me.  [maliQoaily 

Fran,  And  me  too ;  I  lost  all : 
I  ha'n't  another  shirt  to  put  upon  me, 
Nor  clothes,  but  these  poor  rags ;  I  had  fifteen 
Fair  suits,  the  worst  was  cut  upon  ta&ty. 

Tib,  I  am  glad  you  ha*  lost :  Give  me  thy  hsui! 
Is  thy  sldn  whole  ?  art  thou  not  purl'd  with  sosbs? 
No  ancient  monuments  of  madam  Venus  ?  [tailof* 
Thou  hast  a  suit  then  will  pose  the  ounninf'i^ 
That  will  never  turn  fashion,  nor  forsake  tbe^ 
Till  thy  executors,  the  worms,  uncase  thee ; 
They  take  off  gk>iious  suits,  Pranville  1  tho«  ut 

happy 
Thou  art  deliver'd  of  'em ;  here  are  no  brokers, 
No  alchymists  to  turn  'em  into  metal ; 
Nor  leather'd  captains, 
With  ladies  to  adore  'em  !    Wilt  thou  see 
A  dog-fish  rise  in  one  of  thy  brave  doohletB, 
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And  tmnbk  like  a  tab  to  mike  thee  merry  ? 
Or  an  old  haddock  rise  with  thf  hatch'd  sword 
Then  paid'it  a  hundred  crowns  for  ? 
A  mermaid  in  a  mantle  of  your  worship's  ? 
Or  a  dolphin  in  your  double  ruff  ? 

Fran,  Ye  are  merry ; 
But  if  I  take  it  thus,  if  I  befbttted 
And  jeer'd  out  of  my  goods 

Lam,  Nor  X,  I  vow  thee. 
Nor  master  nor  mate — I  see  your  canning. 

Jib,  Oh,  be  not  angry,  gentlemen. 

Mor,  Yes,  sir,  we  have  reason  : 
And  some  friends  I  can  make. 

Mast,  What  1  did,  gentlemen, 
Was  for  the  general  safety  :  If  ye  aim 
At  me,  I  am  not  so  tame 

Tib,  Pray  take  my  counsel ; 
GallantSy  fight  not  till  the  surgeon  be  well  1 
He's  damnable  sea-sick,  and  may  spoil  all ; 
Besides,  he  has  lost  his  fiddlestick,  and  the  best 
Box  of  boar's-grease.  Why  do  you  make  such  faces, 
And  hand  your  swords  ? 

Jib.  Who  would  ye  fight  with,  gentlemen? 
Who  haa  done  ye  wrong  ?  for  shame,  be  better 

tiemper*d. 
No  sooner  come  to  give  thanks  for  our  safeties. 
But  we  must  raise  new  civil  broils  amongst  us. 
Inflame  those  angry  powers,  to  shower  new  ven- 
geance on  us? 
What  can  we  expect  for  these  unmanly  murmurs, 
These  strong  temptations  of  their  holy  pities, 
But  plagues  in  another  kind,  a  fuller,  so  dreadAil 
That  tiM  singing  storms  are  slumbers  to  it  ? 

7^.  Be  men. 
And  rule  your  minds  1  if  you  will  needs  fight,  gen- 
tlemen. 
And  think  to  raise  new  riches  by  your  valours. 
Have  at  ye  1  I  have  little  else  to  do  now  ; 
I  have  siod  my  prayers.   You  say  you  have  lost, 
And  make  your  loss  your  quarrel. 
And  grumUe  at  my  captain  here,  and  the  master^ 
Two  worthy  persons,  indeed  too  worthy  for  such 
Thou  Galloon  gallant,  and  Mammon  you  [rascals. 
That  build  on  golden  mountains  I  thou  money-mag- 
got! 
Come,  all  draw  your  swords !    Ye  say  ye  are  mise- 

Jlb.  Nay,  hold,  good  Tibalt !  [raUe. 

7^.  Captain,  let  me  correct  'em ; — 
rUmake  ye  ten  times  worse! — I  will  not  leave  'em — 
For  look  ye,  fighting's  as  nourishing  to  me  as  eat- 
I  was  bom  quarrelling.  [ing ; 

Ma$L  Pray,  sir ! 

Tib,  I  will  not  leave  'em  skins  to  cover  'em. — 
Do  ye  grumble  when  ye  are  well,  ye  rogues  ? 

Mati.  Noble  Du  Pont ! 

Tib.  Ye  have  clothes  now,  and  ye  prate. 

Amm,  Pray,  gentlemen,  fbr  my  sake  be  at  peace  ! 
Let  it  become  me  to  make  all  friends  ! 

Fran,  You  have  stopt  our  angen,  lady. 

Alb,  This  shews  noble. 

Tib,  'Tis  well;  'tisrery  welll  There's  half  a 
biscuit; 
Break  it  amongst  ye  all,  and  thank  my  bounty. 
This  is  clothes  and  plate  too ;  come,  no  more  quar- 
rellingl 

Enter  SsBAsruuf  and  Nicvba. 

Awtm,  Butha  1  what  things  are  these  ?  Are  they 

human  creatures? 
7^  I  have  heard  of  sea-calves. 


Alb,  They  are  no  shadows  sure,  they  have  legs 
and  arms. 

Tib,  They  hang  but  lightly  on  thou^. 

Amin,  How  they  look ! 
Are  they  men's  faces  ? 

Tib.  They  have  horse-tails  growing  to  'em, 
Goodly  long  manes. 

Amin,  Alas,  what  sunk  eyes  they  have ! 
Howthey  are  crept  in^  as  if  they  had  been  frighted  I 
Sure  they  are  wretched  men. 

Tib,  Where  are  their  wardrobes  ? 
Look  ye,  Franville,  here  are  a  couple  of  courtiers  1 

Amin,  They  kneel :   Alas,  poor  souls  1 

Alb.  What  are  ye  ?  speak ! 
Are  ye  alive  ?  or  wand'nng  shadows, 
That  find  no  peace  on  earth,  till  ye  reveal 
Some  hidden  secret  ? 

Seb.  We  are  men  as  you  are. 
Only  our  miseries  make  us  seem  monsters. 
If  ever  pity  dwelt  in  noble  hearts 

Alb,  We  understand  *em  too  !  Prey  mark  'em, 
gentlemen. 

Seb.  Or   that  Heaven's   pleas'd  with  haman 
charity; 
If  ever  ye  have  heard  the  name  of  friendship. 
Or  suffered  in  yourselves  the  least  afllictions. 
Have  gentle  fathers  that  have  bred  ye  tenderly. 
And  mothers  that  have  wept  for  your  misfortunes ; 
Have  mercy  on  our  miseries ! 

Alb.  Stuid  up,  wretches  : 
Speak  boldly,  and  have  release. 

Nie.  If  ye  be  Christians, 
And  by  that  blessed  name  bound  to  relieve  us. 
Convey  us  from  this  island  I 

Alb,  Speak  !  what  are  ye  ? 

Seb.  As  you  are,  gentle  bom ;  to  tell  ye  more. 
Were  but  to  number  up  our  own  calamities. 
And  turn  your  eyes  wild  with  perpetual  weepings. 
These  many  years,  in  this  most  wretched  island 
We  two  have  lived,  the  scorn  and  game  of  Fortune ; 
Bless  yourselves  from  it,  noble  gentlemen ! 
The  greatest  plagues  that  human  nature  suffers 
Are  seated  hm,  wildness  and  wanto  innumerable  I 

Alb,  How  came  ye  hither? 

Nio,  In  a  ship,  as  you  do. 
And  (as  you  might  have  been,  had  not  Heaven 

preserved  ye 
For  some  more  noble  use)  wreckt  desperately ; 
Our  men  and  all  consumed,  but  we  too, 
That  still  live,  and  spin  out 
The  thin  and  ragged  threads  of  our  misfortunes. 

Alb.  Is  there  no  meat  above  ? 

Seb.  Nor  meat  nor  quiet : 
No  summer  here,  to  promise  anything ; 
Nor  autumn,  to  make  full  the  reapera'  hands : 
The  earth,  obdurate  to  the  tean  of  Heaven, 
Lets  nothing  shoot  but  poison'd  weeds. 
No  rivers,  nor  no  pleasant  groves,  na  beasts : 
All  that  were  made  for  man  s  use,  fly  this  desart ; 
No  airy  fowl  dares  make  his  flight  over  it, 
It  is  so  ominous. 

Serpents,  and  ugly  things,  the  shames  of  Nature, 
Roots  of  malignant  tastes,  foul  standing  waten : 
Sometimes  we  find  a  fulsome  sea-root. 
And  that's  a  delicate ;  a  rat  sometimes. 
And  that  we  hunt  like  princes  in  their  pleasure ; 
And  when  we  take  a  toad,  we  make  a  banquet. 

Awtin,  For  Heaven's  sake,  let's  aboard ! 

Alb,  Do  ye  know  no  further  ? 

Nie,  Yes ; 
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We  have  Bometimes  seen  the  shadow  of  a  place 
Inhabited,  and  heard  the  noise  of  hnnters. 
And  have. attempted  to  find  it :  So  far  as  a  river, 
Deepi  slow,  and  dangeroos,  fenced  with  hi^  rocks, 
We  have  gone ;    but,   not  able  to  achieve  that 
Returned  to  our  old  miseries.  [hazard, 

If  this  sad  story  may  deserve  your  pities — 

Alb,  Ye  shall  aboard  with  us ;  we  will  relieve 
your  miseries. 

Seb,  Nor  will  we  be  unthankful  for  this  benefit ; 
No,  gentlemen,  we'll  pay  for  our  deliverance : 
Look,  ye  that  plough  the  seas  for  wealth  and  plea- 
sures. 
That  out-run  day  and  night  with  your  ambitions, 
Look  on  those  heaps !  they  seem  hard  ragged  quar- 
Remove,  and  view  'em  fully.  [ries ; 

M<ui,  Oh,  Heaven,  they  are  gold  and  jewels ! 

Seb,  Be  not  too  hasty  !  Here  lies  another  heap. 

Mor.  And  here  another, 
All  perfect  gold ! 

Alb,  Stand  further  off !    Yon  must  not 
Be  your  own  carvers. 

Lam.  We  have  shares,  and  deep  ones. 

Fran.  Yes,  sir,  we  will  maintain't :  Ho,  fellow- 
sailors! 

Lam.  Stand  all  to  your  freedoms  1  I'll  have  all 

Fran.  And  I  this.  [this. 

Tib.  You  shall  be  hang'd  first. 

Lam.  My  losses  shall  be  made  good. 

Fran.  So  shall  mine,  or  with  my  sword  I'll  do  it — 
All  that  will  share  with  us,  assist  us  ! 

Tib.  Captain,  let's  set  in  I 

Alb.  This  money  will  undo  us,  undo  us  all. 

Seb.  This  gold  was  the  overthrow  of  my  happi- 
I  had  command  too,  when  I  landed  here,     [ness ; 
And  led  young,  high,  and  noble  spirits  under  me : 
This  cursed  gold  enticing  'em,  they  set  upon  their 

captain. 
On  me  that  own'd  this  wealth,  and  this  poor  gen- 
tleman ; 
Gave  us  no  few  wounds,  forced  us  from  our  own. 
And  then  their  civil  swords,  who  should  be  owners, 
And  who  lords  over  all,  tum'd  against  their  own 

lives; 
First,  in  their  rage  consumed  the  ship, 
(That  poor  part  of  the  ship  that  'scaped  the  first 

wreck) 
Next,  their  liyes  by  heaps :  Oh,  be  you  wise  and 
careful ! 

Lam.  We'll  ha'  more :  Sirrah,  come  shew  it ! 

Fran.  Or  ten  times  worse  afllictions  than  thou 
speak'st  of 

Alb.  Nay,  an  ye  will  be  dogs 

[.Draws  €md  beats  'cm. 

7*1*6.  Let  me  come,  captain  1 
This  golden  age  must  have  an  iron  ending. 
Have  at  the  bunch  !  lUe  beau  *em  qf,  and  exit. 

Amin.Ohf  Albert !  oh,  gentlemen !  oh,  friends  I 

IJixit. 

Seb,  Come,  noble  nephew  !  if  we  stay  here  we 
die : 
Here  rides  their  ship  yet ;  all  are  gone  to  the  spoil ; 
Let's  make  a  quick  use  I 

Nic.  Away,  dear  uncle ! 

Seb.  This  gold  was  our  overthrow. 

JNTtc.  It  may  now  be  our  happiness.         lEjceunt. 
Enter  Tibalt  pursuing  and  beating  the  rest. 

Tib.  You  shall  have  gold  I  yes,  I  will  cram  it 
in  t'ye ; 
You  shall  be  your  own  carvers  ?  yes,  I'll  carve  ye. 


Mor.  I  am  sore :  I  pray  hear  reason ! 
Tib.  I'll  hear  none  : 
Covetous  base  minds  have  no  reason. 
I  am  hurt  myself;  but,  whilst  I  have  a  leg  kft, 
I  vrill  so  haunt  your  gilded  souls — How  do  ye, 

captain  ? 
You  bleed  apace ;  curse  on  the  causers  on't  I 
You  do  not  faint  ? 
Alb.  No,  no ;  I  am  not  so  happy. 
Tib.  Do  ye  howl  ?  nay,  ye  deserve  it : 
Base  greedy  rogues !  Come,  shall  we  make  an  end 
of  'em  ? 
Alb.  They  are  our  countrymen ;  for  Heaven's 
sake,  spare  'em. 
Alas,  they  are  hurt  enough,  and  they  relent  now. 
Amin.  [Above.']  Oh,  captain,  captain  ! 
Alb.  Whose  voice  is  that  ? 
Tib.  The  lady's. 

Amin.  Look,  captain,  look !  you  are  undone : 

Poor  captain  ! 

We  are  all  undone,  all,  all !  We  are  all  miserable  ! 

Mad  wilful  men,  ye  are  undone :  Your  ship,  your 

Alb.  What  of  her?  [ship! 

Amin,  She's  under  sail,  and  floating ; 

See,  where  she  flies  I   See,  to  your  shankea,  yoo 

wretches, 
These  poor  starved  things  that  shew'd  jcrn  gold ! 
[liAMVita  and  FaAMViua  go  up  to  act  the  Mp. 

1  Sail.  They  have  cut  the  cables. 

And  g^t  her  out ;  the  tide  too  has  befriended  'em. 

Meui.  Where  are  the  sailors  that  kept  her  ? 

Moata.  Here,  here  in  the  mutiny,  to  take  up 
money. 
And  left  no  creature ;  left  the  boat  ashore  too : 
This  gold,  this  damn'd  enticing  gold  ! 

2  Sail.  How  the  wind  drives  her. 

As  if  it  vied  to  force  her  firom  our  furies  I 

Lam.  Come  back,  good  old  men ! 

Fran.  Good  honest  men,  come  back  ! 

Tib.  The  wind's  against  ye  ;  speak  louder ! 

Lam.  Ye  shall  have  all  your  gold  again.  They 
see  us. 

Tib.  Hold  up  your,  hands,  and  kneel»  and  bowl. 
They'll  have  compassion  on  ye  ?     [ye  blockheads  ! 
Yes,  yes,  'tis  very  likely  ;  ye  have  deserved  it. 
Do  ye  look  Uke  dogs  now?    Are  yoor  mighty 
Abated  ?  foourag^ 

Alb.  I  bleed  apace,  Tibait. 

Tib.  Retire,  sir ; 
And  make  the  best  use  of  our  miseries  ! 
They  but  begin  now. 

Enter  Amixta. 

Amin.  Are  ye  alive  still  ? 

Alb.  Yes,  sweet. 

Tib.  Help  him  off,  lady,  [thiof 

And  wrap  him  warm  in  your  arms :   Here  is  some- 
That's  comfortable ;  off  with  him  handsomely  ! 
I'll  come  to  ye  straight,  but  vex  these  rascals  a 
little. 

lExeunt  Ahaataa  and  Ajmuvta. 

Fran,  Oh,  I  am  hungry,  and  hurt,  and  I  am 
weary. 

Tib.  Here  is  a  pestle  of  a  portigue,  sir  1 
"Hs  excellent  meat  with  sour  sauce  I 
And  here*s  two  chains  ;  suppose  'em  sausages ; 
Then  there  wants  mustard ;  but  the  fearfol  surgeon 
Will  supply  ye  presently. 

Lam.  Oh,  for  that  surgeon!  I  shall  die  else. 

Tib,  'Faith,  there  he  lies  in  the  same  pickle  too. 

Sur.  My  salves  and  all  my  instruments  are  lost ; 
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And  I  am  hurt  and  stary'd  :  Good  sir,  seek  for 
Some  herbs  I 

Tib,  Here's  herb-graceless ;  will  that  serve  ? 
Gentlemen,  will  je  go  to  sapper  ? 

AH.  Where  is  the  meat  ? 

Tib,  Where  is  the  meat  ?  What  a  veal  voice  is 
therel 

From,  Wonld  vre  had  it,  sir,  or  anything  else. 

Tib,  1  wooid  now  cut  yoor  throat,  you  dog,  but 
that 
I  wo'  not  do  yon  such  a  courtesy, 
To  take  you  from  the  benefit  of  starving. 


Oh,  what  a  comfort  will  your  worship  have 
Some  three  days  hence!  Ye  things  beneath  pity ! 
Famine  shall  be  your  harbinger: 
You  muit  not  look  for  down-beds  here,  nor  hang- 
Though  1  could  wish  ye  strong  ones ;  [ings ; 
Yet  there  be  many  lightsome  cool  star-chambers, 
Open  to  every  sweet  air,  I'll  assure  ye, 
Ready  provided  for  ye,  and  so  TU  l^ve  ye ; 
Your  first  course  is  serv'd,  expect  the  second. 

lEjtU. 

Fran,  A  vengeance  on  these  jewels ! 

Lam,  Oh,  this  cursed  gold !  {Exeunt 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. — Another  part  of  the  tame. 
Enter  ALuntr  and  Amoita. 

AW.  Alas,  dear  soul,  you  faint, 
^flitfk  You  speak  the  language 
Which  1  should  use  to  you.     Heaven  knows  my 
li  notfi>r  what  I  suffer  in  myself,  [weakness 

Bat  to  imagine  what  you  endure. 
And  to  what  fate  your  cruel  stars  reserve  you. 

Alb.  Do  not  add  to  my  auctions  by 
Your  tender  pities  !  Sure  we  have  changed  seies  ; 
You  bear  calamity  with  a  fortitude 
Would  become  a  man ;  1,  like  a  weak  girl,  suffer. 

Amin,  Oh,  but  your  wounds. 
How  fearfully  they  gape  !  And  every  one 
To  me  is  a  sepulchre :  If  I  loved  truly, 
(Wise  men  affirm,  that  true  love  can  do  wonders,) 
These  bathed  in  my  warm  tears  would  soon  be 

cured, 
And  leave  no  orifice  behind.  Pray  give  me  leave 
To  phy  the  surgeon,  and  bind  'em  up ; 
The  raw  air  rankles  'em. 
Alb.  Sweety  we  want  means. 
Amn,  Love  can  supply  all  wants. 
Alb,  What  have  ye  done,  sweet  ? — 
Oh,  sacrUege  to  beauty  !  there's  no  hair 
Of  these  pure  locks,  by  which  the  greatest  king 
Would  not  be  gladly  bound,  and  love  his  fetters. 

Amin,  Oh,  Albert,  1  offer 
This  sacrifice  of  service  to  the  altar 
Of  joor  staid  temperance,  and  still  adore  it : 
When  with  a  violent  hand  you  made  me  yours, 
I  cors'd  the  doer ;  but,  now  1  consider 
How  long  1  was  in  your  power,  and  with  what 

honour 
You  entertain'd  me,  (it  being  seldom  seen. 
That  yonth,  and  heat  of  bIo(kl,  could  e'er  prescribe 
Laws  to  itself;)  your  goodness  is  the  Lethe 
In  which  1  drown  your  injuries,  and  now  live 
Truly  to  serve  ye :  How  do  you,  sir  ?  Receive  you 
The  least  ease  from  my  service  }  If  you  do. 
Tin  laigely  recompenced. 
Alb.  You  good  angels, 
That  areengijged,  when  man's  ability  fails. 
To  reward  goodness,  look  upon  this  lady  ! 
Though  hunger  gripes  my  croaking  entrails. 
Yet,  when  I  kiss  these  rubies,  methinks 
I'm  at  a  banquet,  a  refreshing  banquet. 
Speik,  my  bless'd  one ;  art  not  hungry  ? 
Amin,  Indeed  I  could  eat,  to  bear  you  company. 
Alb.  Blush,  unkind  Nature, 
If  thou  hast  power  or  being !   To  hear 


Thyself,  and  by  such  innocence,  accused. 
Must  print  a  thousand  kinds  of  shames  upon 
Thy  various  face :  Canst  thou  supply  a  drunkard. 
And  with  a  prodigal  hand  reach  choice  of  wines. 
Till  he  cast  up  thy  blessings  ?    Or  a  glutton, 
That  robs  the  elements  to  sooth  his  palate. 
And  only  eats  to  beget  appetite. 
Not  to  be  satisfied  ?    And  suffer  here 
A  virgin,  which  the  saints  would  make  their  guest, 
Topine  for  hunger?  [Home  within,"]  Hal  if  my 

sense 
Deceive  me  not,  these  notes  take  being  from 
The  breath  of  men.    Confirm  me,  my  Aminta  \ 
Again !  This  way  the  gentle  vrind  conveys  it  to  us. 
Hear  you  nothing  ? 

Amin,  Yes  ;  it  seems  fnt  hunters'  music. 

{Homt  again. 

Alb,    Still  'tis  louder ;   and  I  remember  the 
Portugals 
Inform'd  us,  they  had  often  heard  such  sounds. 
But  ne'er  could  touch  the  shore  from  whence  it 

came. 
Follow  me,  my  Aminta  I    My  good  genius, 
Shew  me  the  way !     Still,  still  we  are  directed ; 
When  we  gain  the  top  of  this  near  rising  hill, 
We  shall  know  further. 

[Exeunt^  and  enter  above  on  the  kilt. 

Alb,  Courteous  Zephyrus, 
On  his  dewy  wings,  carries  perfumes  to  cheer  us  : 
Th^  air  clears  too ; 

And  now  we  may  discern  another  island, 
And  questionless,  the  seat  of  fortunate  men ; 
Oh,  that  we  could  arrive  there ! 

Amin,  No,  Albert ; 
It  is  not  to  be  hoped :  This  envious  torrent 
Is  cruelly  interposed ;  we  have  no  vessel 
That  may  transport  us,  nor  hath  Nature  given 
Us  wings  to  fiy. 

Alb,  Better  try  all  hazards. 
Than  perish  here  remediless ;  I  feel 
New  vigour  in  me,  and  a  spirit  that  dares 
More  than  a  man,  to  serve  my  fair  Aminta : 
These  arms  shall  be  my  oars,  with  which  I'll  swim, 
And  my  zeal  to  save  thy  innocent  self,  like  wings. 
Shall  bear  me  up  above  the  brackish  waves. 

jimin.  Will  ye  then  leave  me  ?    Till  now  I  ne'er 
was  wretched. 

Alb,  My  best  Aminta,  I  swear  by  goodness, 
'Tis  nor  hope,  nor  fear,  of  myself,  that  invites  me 
To  this  extreme ;  'tis  to  supply  thy  wants : 
And,  believe  me. 
Though  pleasure  met  me  in  most  ravishing  forms. 
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And  happiness  odnrted  me  to  entertain  her, 
I  would  nor  eat  nor  sleep,  till  I  returned 
And  crowned  thee  with  my  fortunes. 

Amin.  Oh,  but  your  absence — 

Alb,  Suppose  it  but  a  dream,  and,  as  you  may, 
Endeavour  to  take  rest !  And  when  that  sleep 
DeceiTes  your  hunger  with  imagined  food, 
Think  you  have  sent  me  for  diacoTery 
Of  some  most  fortunate  continent,  yet  unknown, 
Which  you  are  to  be  queen  of ! — 
And  now  ye  powers,  that  e'er  heard  loven'  prayers. 
Or  cherish'd  pure  affection,  look  on  him 
That  is  your  votary ;  and  make  it  known, 
Against  all  stops,  you  can  defend  your  own. 

lExeunL 


SCENE  ll.^The  Island  of  the  Amaxons. 

Sea-ahore, 


The 


Enter  Hifpolita,  Cbocalk,  and  Juuetta,  armed  with 

bows  and  quivers. 

Hip,  How  did  we  lose  Clarinda? 

Croe.  When  we  believed  the  stag  was  spent. 
And  would  take  soil,  the  sight  of  the  Black  Lake, 
Which  we  supposed  he  chose  for  his  last  refuge. 
Frighted  him  more  than  we  that  did  pursue  him. 

JtU,  That's  usual ;  for  death  itself  is  not  so 
To  any  beast  of  chase.  [terrible 

Hip,  Since  we  lived  here. 
We  ne'er  could  force  ooe  to  it* 

Croo,  'TIS  so  dreadful. 
Birds  that  with  their  pinions  cleave  the  air 
Dare  not  fly  o'er  it.  When  the  stag  tum'd  head. 
And  we,  even  tired  with  labour, 
Clarinda,  as  if  she  were  made  of  air 
And  fire,  and  had  no  part  of  earth  in  her, 
Eagerly  pursued  him ; 

Nor  noed  we  fear  her  safety,  this  place  yields 
Not  fiiuns  nor  satyrs,  or  more  lustful  men ; 
Here  we  live  secure. 

And  have  among  ourselves  a  commonwealth. 
Which  in  ourselves  begun,  with  us  must  end. 

Jul.  Ay,  there's  the  misery. 

Croe.  But  being  alone. 
Allow  me  freedom  but  to  speak  my  thoughts  ! 
The  strictness  of  our  governess,  that  forbids  us, 
On  pain  of  death,  the  sight  and  use  of  men, 
Is  more  than  tyranny :  For  herself,  she's  past 
Those  youthful  heats,  and  feels  not  the  want 
Of  that  which  young  maids  long  for :  And  her 

daughter 
The  fair  Clarinda,  though  in  fiew  years  improved 
In  height  and  large  proportion,  came  here  so 

young, 
That)  scarce  remembering  that  she  had  a  father. 
She  never  dreams  of  man  ;  and  should  she  see  one, 
In  my  opinion,  a'  would  appear 
A  strange  beast  to  her. 

Jul,  'Tis  not  so  with  us. 

Hip.  For  my  part,  I  confess  it,  I  was  not  made 
TUs  single  life :  nor  do  I  love  hunting  so,  [for 
Bat  that  I  had  rather  be  the  chace  myself. 

Croc,  By  Venus  (out  upon  me !  I  should  have 
By  Diana, 5 1  am  of  thy  mind  too,  wench ;   [sworn 
And  though  I  have  ta'en  an  oath,  not  alone 
To  detest,  but  never  to  think  of  man. 
Every  hour  something  tells  me  I  am  forsworn  ; 
For,  I  confess,  imagination  helps  me 
Sometimes,  and  that's  all's  left  for  us  to  feed  on ; 
We  might  starve  else ;  for  if  I  have  any  pleasure 


In  this  life,  but  when  I  deep,  I  am  a  Fagan. 
Then,  from  the  courtier  to  tiie  country  down,* 
I  have  strange  visions 

Jul,  Visions,  Crocale  ? 

Croc.  Yes,  and  fine  visions  too  ; 
And  visions  I  hope  in  dreams  are  harmlen. 
And  not  forbid  by  our  canons.   The  last  night 
(Troth,  'tis  a  foolish  one,  but  I  must  tell  it) 
As  I  lay  in  my  cabin,  betwixt  sleeping  and 

Hip,  Upon  your  back  } 

Croc,  How  should  a  young  maid  He,  fool. 
When  she  would  be  intranced  P 

Hip.  We  are  instructed ; 
Forward,  I  pr'ythee. 

Croe.  Methougfat  a  sweet  young  man. 
In  years  some  twenty,  with  a  downy  chin. 
Promising  a  future  bourd,  and  yet  no  red  one. 
Stole  slily  to  my  cabin  all  unbraced. 
Took  me  in  his  arms,  and  kias'd  me  twenty  times ; 
Yet  still  I  slept. 

Jul.  Fy  !  thy  lips  run  over,  Crocale. 
But  to  the  rest  I 

Croo.  Lord,  what  a  man  is  this. 
Thought  I,  to  do  this  to  a  maid  I  Yet  then 
For  my  life  I  could  not  wake.    The  youth, 
A  little  daunted,  with  a  trembling  hsmd 
Heaved  up  the  clothes. 

Hip,  Yet  still  you  slept  ? 

Cro.  I'faith,  I  did. 
And  when,  methou^ts,  he  was  warm  bj  my  side, 
Thinking  to  catch  him,  I  stretdi'd  out  both  mine 
And  when  I  felt  him  not,  I  shrieked  oat,     [arms ; 
And  waked  for  anger. 

Hip,  'Twas  a  pretty  dream. 

Croe,  Ay,  if  it  had  been  a  true  one. 

[Ai^Bsar  is  east  upon  (he  skore  bp  a  wan. 

Jul,  But  stay  1 
What's  here  cast  on  the  shore  ? 

Hip,  It  is  a  man  : 
Shall  I  shoot  him  ? 

Croe.  No,  no,  'tis  a  handsome  beast. 
Would  we  had  more  o'  the  breed ;  stand  dose. 
And  let's  hear  if  he  can  speak.  [wencheSt 

Alb,  Do  I  yet  live  ?  ' 
Sure  it  is  air  1  breathe !   What  plaee  is  thi»  ? 
Sure  something  more  than  human  keeps  residence 
For  I  have  past  the  Stygian  gulph,  [here. 

And  touch  upon  the  blessed  shore :  'Tis  so ; 
This  is  the  Elysian  shade ;  tiiese,  happy  spirits. 
That  here  enjoy  all  pleasures ! 

Hip.  He  makes  towards  us. 

Jul,  Stand,  or  I'll  shoot! 

Croe,  Hold  1  he  makes  no  resistanoe. 

Alb,  Be  not  offended,  goddesses',  thst  I  fidl 
Thus  prostrate  at  your  feet  I  or  if  not  such. 
But  nymphs   of  Dian's  train,  that  range  these 

groves, 
Which  you  forbid  to  men  ;  voodisafe  to  know 
I  am  a  man,  a  wicked  sinAil  man ; 
And  yet  not  sold 

So  far  to  impudence,  as  to  presume 
To  press  upon  your  privacies,  or  provoke 
Your  heavenly  angers ;  *tis  not  fbr  myself 
I  beg  thus  poorly,  for  I  'm  already  wounded. 
Wounded  to  death,  and  feint ;  my  last  faresth  is  foi 
A  virgin,  comes  as  near  yourselves  in  all 
Perfection,  as  what  is  mortal  may 
Rowmble  things  divine.  Oh,  pity  her, 
And  let  your  charity  free  her  firom  th^  demt. 
If  heavenly  charity  can  reach  to  hell ; 
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For  rare  tbmX  place  comes  near  it  1  and  where'er 

My.^i06t  shall  find  abode,  eternally 

I  shall  povr  blessings  on  ye  1   lH</aUt  imio  a  trance. 

Hip,  By  my  life, 
I  cannot  hurt  him ! 

Crx^e,  ThoQj^  1  lose  my  head  for't, 
Nor  1:1  mnst  pity  him,  and  will. 

Enter  CukKnmjL. 

Jul.  BatsUyl 
Clarindal 

Clar,  What  new  game  haye  yon  found  here  I  Ha! 
What  beaat  is  this  Ues  wallowing  in  his  gore  ? 
Croe.  Keep  off ! 

CloT,  Wherefore,  I  pray  ?  I  nerer  tom'd 
From  a  fell  lioness  robb'd  of  her  whelps, 
And  shall  I  fear  dead  carrion  ? 

Jul.  Obnt 

Clar,  But,  what  is't  ? 
Hip,  It  is  infectious. 
Clar,  Has  it  not  a  name  ? 
Croe,  Yes; 
Bat  such  a  name,  from  which,  as  from  the  deril, 
Your  mother  commands  us  fly. 
Clear,  Is  it  a  man  ? 
Croc,  It  is. 

Clar,  What  a  brave  shape  it  has  in  death  ! 
How  excellent  would  it  appear,  had  it  life  1 
Why  should  it  be  infectious  ?  I  have  heard 
My  mother  say,  I  had  a  &ther ; 
And  was  not  he  a  man  ? 
Croo,  Questionless,  madam. 
Clar,  Your  fathers  too  were  men  ? 
Jul,  Without  doubt,  lady. 
Clar,  And  without  such  it  is  impossible 
We  could  have  been. 
Hip,  A  sin  against  nature  to  deny  it 
Clar,  'Sot  can  you  or  I  have  any  hope  to  be  a 
Without  the  help  of  men  ?  [mother, 

Croc,  Impossible! 

Clar,  Which  of  you  then,  most  barbarous,  that 
I  You  from  a  man  had  being,  and  owe  to  it     [knew 
The  name  of  parent,  durst  presume  to  kill 
The  likeness  of  that  thing  by  which  you  are  ? 
Whose  arrows  made  these  wounds  ?  speak,  or,  by 
Without  dUtinction  I'll  let  fly  at  ye  aU  1      [Dian, 
JnL  Not  mine. 
Hip,  Nor  mine. 

Croe,  "Tis  strange  to  see  her  moved  thus. 
Restrain  your  fury,  madam !  had  we  kill'd  him, 
We  had  but  performed  your  mother's  command. 

Clar,  But  if  she  command  unjust  and  cruel 
We  are  not  to  obey  it.  [things, 

Croe.  We  are  innocent : 
Sobs  storm  did  cast  him  shipwrecked  on  the  shore, 
As  you  see  wounded  :  Nor  durst  we  be  sui^geons 
To  such  your  mother  doth  appoint  for  death. 

Clar.  Weak  excuse  !  where's  pity  ? 
Wliere's  soft  compassion  ?  Cruel  and  ungrateful, 
I^  ProTidence  offer  to  your  charity 
Bat  one  poor  subject  to  express  it  on, 
And  tn't  to  shew  our  wants  too ;  and  could  you 
^  carelessly  neglect  it  ? 

Hip.  For  aught  I  know, 
Re'i  liTing  jet ;  and  you  may  tempt  your  mother 
By  giTing  hun  succour. 

CAir.  Ha  I  come  near,  I  charge  ye. 
^ !  bend  his  body  softly  ;  rub  lus  temf^ ; 
^tf,  that  shall  be  my  oflioe :  How  the  red  steals 
Into  his  pale  lips !  Rnn  and  fetch  the  simples 


With  which  my  mother  heal'd  my  arm,  when  last 
I  was  wounded  by  the  boar. 

Croe,  Do  ;  but  remember 
Her  to  come  after  you,  that  she  may  behold 
Her  daughter's  charity.  [ExitBmourA,, 

Clar,  Now  he  breathes  ! 
The  air  passing  through  the  AraMan  groves 
Yields  not  so  sweet  an  odour :  Pr'ythee  taste  it ; 
Taste  it,  good  Crocale  !  yet  I  envy  thee 
Sq  great  a  blessing.     'Tis  not  sin  to  touch 
These  rubies,  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Not,  I  think. 

Clar,  Or  thus  to  live,  camelion-like?  I  could 
Resign  my  essence  to  Utc  ever  thus. 

J?n<er  HiPPOUTA. 

0  welcome  I  Raise  him  up  gently.    Some  soft  hand 
Bound  up  these  wounds !  A  woman's  hair?  What  fury, 
For  which  my  ignorance  does  not  know  a  name, 
Is  crept  into  my  bosom  ?  But  I  forget 

My  pious  work.    Now  if  this  juice  bath  power. 
Let  it  appear !  His  eye-lids  ope  I  Prodigious  ! 
Two  suns  break  from  these  orbs. 

Alb,  Ha!  where  am  I?  what  new  vision's  this? 
To  what  goddess  do  I  owe  this  second  life  ? 
Sure  thou  art  more  than  mortal ! 
And  any  sacrifice  of  thanks  or  duty 
In  poor  and  wretched  man  to  pay,  comes  short 
Of  your  immortal  bounty :  But  to  shew 

1  am  not  unthiftikful,  thus  in  humility 

I  kiss  the  happy  ground  you  have  made  sacred, 
By  bearing  of  your  weight. 

Clar,  No  goddess,  friend. 
But  made  of  that  same  brittle  mould  as  you  are ; 
One,  too,  acquainted  with  calamities, 
And  from  that  apt  to  pity.    Charity  ever 
Finds  in  the  act  reward,  and  needs  no  trumpet 
In  the  receiver.     Oh,  forbear  this  duty ! 
I  have  a  hand  to  meet  with  yours,  and  lips 
To  Ud  yours  welcome. 

Croe,  I  see  that,  by  instinct. 
Though  a  young  maid  hath  never  seen  a  man, 
Touches  have  titillations,  and  inform  her. 

£n/«r  RoBSLUA. 

But  here's  our  governess  :  Now  I  expect  a  storm. 

Ros,  ChUd  of  my  flesh,  and  not  of  my  fair  un- 
Unhuid  this  monster !  [spotted  mind, 

Clar,  Monster,  mother  ? 

Rot,  Yes; 
And  every  word  he  speaks,  a  syren's  note. 
To  drown  the  careless  hearer.    Have  I  not  taught 
The  falsehood  and  the  perjuries  of  men^  [thee 

On  whom,  but  for  a  woman  to  shew  pity. 
Is  to  be  cruel  to  herself?    The  sovereignty 
Proud  and  imperious  men  usurp  upon  us. 
We  confer  on  ourselves,  and  love  those  fetters 
We  fasten  to  our  freedoms.     Have  we,  Clarinda, 
Since  thy  father's  wreck,  sought  liberty. 
To  lose  it  uncompell*d  ?  Did  Fortune  guide, 
Or  rather  Destiny,  our  bark  (to  which 
We  could  appoint  no  port)  to  this  blest  place. 
Inhabited  heretofore  by  warlike  women. 
That  kept  men  in  subjection  ?  Did  we  then. 
By  their  example,  after  we  had  lost 
All  we  could  love  in  man,  here  plant  ourselves, 
With  execrable  oaths  never  to  look 
On  man,  but  as  a  monster  ?  and  wilt  thou 
Be  the  first  precedent  to  infringe  those  vows 
We  made  to  Heaven  ? 

Clar.  Hear  me,  and  hear  me  with  justice ! 
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And  as  yoa  are  delighted  in  the  name 

Of  mother,  hear  a  daughter  that  would  be  like  yon! 

Should  all  women  use  this  obstinate  abstinence 

You  would  force  upon  us »  in  a  few  years 

The  whole  world  would  be  peopled  only  with  beasts. 

Hip,  We  must  and  vnH  have  men. 

Croc,  Ay,  or  we'll  shake  off  all  obedience. 

Rot,  Are  ye  mad  ?  can  no  persuasion  alter  ye  ? 
Suppose  you  had  my  suffrage  to  your  suit, 
Can  this  shipwrecked  wretch  supply  ye  all  ? 

Alb.  Hear  me,  great  lady  I 
I  have  fellows  in  my  misery !  Not  far  hence, 
Divided  only  by  this  hellish  river, 
There  live  a  company  of  wretched  men, 
Such  as  your  charity  may  make  your  slaves  ; 
Imagine  all  the  miseries  mankind 
May  suffer  under,  and  they  groan  beneath  'em. 

Clar,  But  are  they  like  to  you  ? 

Jul.  Speak  they  your  language  ? 

Croc.  Are  they  able,  lusty  men  ? 

Alb.  They  were,  good  ladies ; 
And  in  their  May  of  youth,  of  gentle  blood. 
And  such  as  may  deserve  ye :  Now  cold  and  hunger 
Have  lessened  their  perfection ;  but,  restored 
To  what  they  were,  I  doubt  not  they'll  appear 
Worthy  your  favours. 

Jul.  This  is  a  blessing 
We  durst  not  hope  for. 

Clar.  Dear  mother,  be  not  obdurate ! 

Ros.  Hear  then  my  resolution,  and  labour  not 
To  add  to  what  I'll  grant !  for  'twill  be  fruitless. 
You  shall  appear  as  good  angels  to  these  wretched 

men ; 
In  a  small  boat  we  will  pass  over  to  'em. 
And  bring  'em  comfort :  If  you  like  their  persons, 


And  they  approve  of  yoors,  for  we'll  force  nothing — 

And  since  we  want  ceremonies, 

Each  one  shall  chuse  a  husband,  and  enjoy 

His  company  a  month  ;  but  that  expired. 

You  shall  no  more  come  near  'em  :  If  yon  prote 

fruitful. 
The  males  ye  shall  return  to  them,  the  females 
We  will  reserve  ourselves.  This  is  the  ntmost 
Ye  shall  ever  obtain. — As  ye  think  fit. 
Ye  may  dismiss  this  stranger,  and  prepare 
To-morrow  for  the  journey.  iExiu 

Clar.  Come,  sir,  will  you  walk  ? 
We'll  shew  you  our  pleasant  bowers,  and  some- 
thing you 
Shall  find  to  cheer  your  heart. 

Alb.  Excellent  lady. 
Though  'twill  appear  a  wonder  one  near  starred 
Should  refuse  rest  and  meat»  I  must  not  take 
Your  noble  offer :  I  left  in  yonder  deaart 
A  vii^n  almost  pined. 

Clar.  She's  not  your  wife  ? 

Alb,  No,  lady,  bat  my  sister  . — 'TIs  now  dan- 
gerous lAside. 
To  speak  truth. — ^To  her  I  deeply  vow'd 
Not  to  taste  food,  or  rest,  if  Fortune  bronght  it 

me, 
Till  I  bless'd  her  with  my  return :  Now  if 
You  please  to  afford  me  an  easy  passage  to  her. 
And  some  meat  for  her  recovery, 
I  shall  live  your  slave ;  and  thankfully  slie  shall 
Ever  acknowledge  her  life  at  your  service. 

Clar.  You  plead  so  well,  I  can  deny  you  nothing ; 
I  myself  will  see  you  furnished, 
And  with  the  next  sun  visit  and  relieve  tliee. 

Alb.  You  are  all  goodness !  C&ccwU. 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  l.^The  Desart  Island. 


Enter  tevercMy,  Lamurb,  Fsahvills,  ar^d  Morillat. 

Lam.    Oh !  what  a   tempest  have  I  in    my 
stomach  I 
How  my  empty  guts  cry  out  1  my  wounds  ache  ; 
*Would  they  would  bleed  again,  that  I  might  get 
Something  to  quench  my  thirst  ! 

Fran.  O  Lamure,  the  happiness  my  dogs  had 
When  I  kept  house  at  home !  they  had  a  store- 
house, 
A  store  house  of  most  blessed  bones  and  crusts ; 
Happy  crusts  I  Oh,  how  sharp  hunger  pinches  me  ! 

lExit. 

Mor.  O  my  importunate  belly  I  I  have  nothing 
To  satisfy  thee :  1  have  sought,  as  far 
As  my  weak  legs  would  carry  me. 
Yet  can  find  nothing  ;  neither  meat  nor  water, 
Nor  anything  that's  nourishing.  My  belly 
Is  grown  together  like  an  empty  satchel. 

Rt-tiUer  Frakvills  with  a  handful  of  mud. 

Lam.  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Mor.  Hast  any  meat  yet  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  bit  that  I  can  see  ; 
Here  be  goodly  quarries,  but  they  be  cruel  hard 
To  gnaw :  I  ha'  got  some  mud,  (we'll  eat  it  with 

spoons) 
Very  good  thick  mud ;  but  it  stinks  damnably : 


There's  old  rotten  trunks  of  trees  too,  but  not  a  leaf 
Nor  blossom  in  all  the  island* 

Lam.  How  it  looks  1 

Mor.  It  stinks  too. 

Lam,  It  may  be  poison. 

Fran,  Let  it  be  anything. 
So  I  can  get  it  down  :  Why,  man, 
Poison's  a  princely  dish  ! 

Mor,  Hast  thou  no  biscuit  ? 
No  crumbs  left  in  thy  pocket  ?  here's  my  doublet. 
Give  me  but  three  smidl  crumbs. 

Fran,  Not  for  three  kingdoms, 
If  I  were  master  of  'em.     Oh,  Lamure, 
But  one  poor  joint  of  mutton  we  ha'  icom'd,  man  ! 

Lam.  Thou  speak'st  of  Paradise. 

Fran,  Or  but  the  snuffs  of  those  healths  we  have 
At  midnight  flang  away.  [lewdly 

.  Mor,  Ah,  but  to  Uck  the  glasses  ! 

Enter  Surgeon. 

Fran,  Here  comes  the  surgeon :    What    hast 
Smile,  smile,  and  comfort  us.      [thou  disoover'd  ? 

Sur,  I  am  expiring, 
Smile  they  that  can  I  I  can  find  nothing,  gendemen ; 
Here's  nothing  can  be  meat,  without  a  miracle. 
Oh,  that  I  had  my  boxes  and  my  lints  now. 
My  stupes,  my  tents,  and  those  sweet  helps  of 
What  dainty  dishes  could  I  make  of  'em.    [nature, 

Mor,  Hast  ne'er  an  old  suppository  ? 
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Sur,  Oh,  would  I  bad,  sir ! 
Lam,  Or  but  the  paper  where  such  a  cordial. 
Potion,  or  pills  hath  been  entomb'd  ? 
Fran,  Or  the  blest  bladder  where  a  cooling- 

gliater 

Mor,  Hast  thou  no  sear-cloths  left?  nor  any  old 

poultice? 
From,  We  care  not  to  what  it  hath  been  minis- 
tered. 
Swr,  Sure  I  have  none  of  these  dainties,  gen- 
tlemen. 
Fran,  Where's  the  great  wen  thou  cutt*8t  from 
Hugh  tbe  sailor's  shoulder  ? 
That  would  serve  now  for  a  most  princely  banquet. 

Sur,  Ay,  if  we  had  it,  gentlemen  : 
I  flung  it  overboard,  slave  that  I  was  I 
Lam,  A  most  unprovident  villain  ! 
Sur,  If  I  had  anything  that  were  but  supple 
now  ! 
I  could  make  sallads  of  your  shoes,  gentlemen, 
And  rare  ones !   anything  unctuous. 

Mor,  Ay,  and  then  we  might  fry  the  soals  i'  th* 
Tbe  soals  would  make  a  second  dish.  [sun  ; 

Lam,  Or  souse  'em  in  salt  water ; 
An  inner  soai  well  soused 

Enter  AuisTA, 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  woman ; 
It  may  be  she  has  meat,  and  may  relieve  us: 
Let  OS  withdraw,  and  mark,  and  then  be  ready  ! 
She'U  hide  her  store  else,  and  so  cozen  us. 

[Tftcy  go  apart. 
Amm,  How  weary  and  how  hungry  am  I, 
How  feeble  and  how  faint  is  all  my  body  1 
Mine  eyes,  like  spent  lamps  glowing  out,  grow 
Mjsight  forsaking  me;  and  all  my  spirits,  [heavy, 
As  if  they  heard  my  passing-bell  go  for  me. 
Pall  in  their  powers,  and  give  me  up  to  destiny. 
Ob,  for  a  little  water !  a  httle,  little  meat, 
A  little  to  relieve  me  ere  1  perish  I 
I  hid  whole  floods  of  tears  awhile  that  nourished 

me, 
Bnt  they  are  all  consumed  for  thee,  dear  Albert ; 
For  thee  they  are  spent,  for  thou  art  dead ; 
Merciless  Fate  hath  swallow'd  tbee ! — Oh  1  I 
Grow  heavy ;  sleep  is  a  salve  for  misery  : 
Heaven  look  on  me,  and  either  take  my  life. 
Or  make  me  once  more  happy.         ISke/aUt  asleep. 

Lam.  She's  fast  asleep  already, 
^by  should  she  have  this  blessing,  and  we  wake 
Wake  to  our  wants  ?  [still, 

Mor.  This  thing  hath  been  our  overthrow. 
And  all  these  biting  mischiefs  that  iall  on  us 
Are  come  through  her  means. 

Fran,  True  ;  we  were  bound,  ye  all  know, 
For  happy  places,  and  most  fertile  islands. 
Where  we  had  constant  promises  of  all  things  : 
She  tom'd  the  captain's  mind,  and  must  have  him 
In  search,  I  know  not  of  who,  nor  to  what  end ;  [go 
Of  BQch  a  fool  her  brother,  and  such  a  coxcomb 
Her  kinsman,  and  we  most  put  in  every  where ; 
She  has  put  us  in  now,  i'faith  I 

Lam.  Why  should  we 
^^onsome  thus,  and  starve,  have  nothing  to  relieve 
And  she  live  there  that  bred  all  our  miseries,    [us, 
Unroasted  or  unsod  ? 

Mor,  I  have  read  in  stories 

^«m.  Of  such  restoring  meats  we  have  examples, 
I  Tnonaand  examples,  and  aUow'd  for  excellent : 
Women  that  have  eat  their  children,  men 


Their  slaves,  nay  their  brothers ;  but  these  are 

nothing; 
Husbands  devoured  their  wives,  (they  are  their 

chattels,) 
And  of  a  schoolmaster,  that  in  a  time  of  famine 
Powder'd  up  all  his  scholars. 

Mor,  She's  young  and  tidy ; 
In  my  conscience  she'll  eat  delicately ; 
Just  like  young  pork,  a  little  lean.  Your  opinion, 
surgeon? 

Sur.  I  think  she  may  be  made  good  meat ;  but 
We  shall  want  salt.  [look, 

Fran,  Tosh,  she  needs  no  powdering. 

Sur.  I  grant  yon  ; 
But  to  suck  out  the  humorous  parts,  by  all  means. 
Let's  kill  her  in  a  chafe ;  she'll  eat  the  sweeter. 

Lam.    Let's  kill  her  any  way,   and  kill  her 
quickly, 
That  we  might  be  at  our  meat. 

Sur.  How  if  the  captain 

Mor.  Talk  not  of  him,  he's  dead,  and  the  rest 
Wake  her,  surgeon,  and  cut  her  throat,  [famish'd. 
And  then  divide  her,  every  man  his  share. 

Fran.  She  wakes  herself. 

Amin.  Holy  and  good  things  keep  me ! 
What  cruel  dreams  have  I  had !  Who  are  these? 
Oh  they  are  my  friends ! — For  Heaven's  sake,  gentle- 
Give  me  some  food  to  save  my  life,  if  ye        [men, 
Have  aught  to  spare !  A  little  to  relieve  me. 
1  may  bless  ye !  For,  weak  and  wretched,  ready  to 

perish, 
Even  now  I  die. 

Mor,  You'll  save  a  labour  then ; 
You  bred  these  miseries,  and  you  shall  pay  for't. 
We  have  no  meat,  nor  where  to  have  we  know  not, 
Nor  how  to  pull  ourselves  from  these  afflictions  ; 
We  are  starv'd  too,  famish'd,  all  our  hopes  de- 
luded; 
Yet  ere  we  die  thus,  we'll  have  one  dainty  meal. 

Amin.  Shall  I  be  with  ye,  gentlemen  ? 

Lam,  Yes,  marry  shall  ye,  in  our  bellies,  lady  I 
We  love  you  well 

Amin,  What  said  you,  sir  ? 

Lam,  Marry,  we'll  eat  your  ladyship. 

Fran,  You  that  have  buried  us  iur  this  base 
island. 
We'll  bury  you  in  a  more  noble  monument. 

Sur.  Will  you  say  your  prayers,  that  I  may  per- 
form, lady  ? 
We  are  wond'rous  sharp-set. — Come,  gentlemen ; 
Who  are  for  the  hinder  parts  ? 

Mor,  I. 

Fran.  I. 

Lam.  And  I. 

Sur.  he  patient ; 
They  will  not  fall  to  every  man's  share. 

Amin,  Oh  hear  me  ; 
Hear  me,  ye  barbarous  men  I 

Mor,  Be  short  and  pithy ; 
Our  stomachs  cannot  stay  a  long  discourse. 

Sur.  And  be  not  fearful,  for  I'll  kill  you  daintily. 

Amin,  Are  ye  not  Christians  ? 

Lam,  Why,  do  not  Christians  eat,  woman  ? 

Enter  Tibalt,  Master,  ami  Sailors. 

Amin,  Eat  one  another  ?    'Tis  most  impious. 
Sur.  Come,  come ! 
Amin.  Oh,  help,  help,  help. 
Tib.  The  lady's  voice  1— 
Stand  off,  slaves  !  what  do  you  intend,  villains  ? 
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I  hare  strength  enough  left  me,  if  yon  abate 
This  soul,  to 

Mast.  They  would  have  ravish'd  her,  upon  my 
Speak : — how  was  it,  lady?  [life  ! 

Amin,  Forgive  'em,  'twas  their  hungers. 

Tib,  Ha  !  their  hungers  ? 

Moat,  They  would  have  eaten  her. 

Tib,  Oh  damn'd  villains  i^ 
Speak ;  is  it  true  ? 

Sur,  I  confess  an  appetite. 

Tib.  An  appetite  ?  rU  fit  ye  for  an  appetite  1 
Are  ye  so  sharp-set,  that  her  flesh  must  serve  you  ? 
Munier's  a  main  good  service  with  your  worships. 
Since  ye  would  be  such  devib,  why  did  you  not 
Begin  with  one  another  handsomely, 
And  spare  the  woman  to  beget  more  food  on  ? 

Amin,  Good  sir 

Tib,  You  shall  grow  mummy,  rascals ; 
I'll  make  ye  fall  to  your  brawns,  and  your  but- 
And  worry  one  another  like  keen  bandogs,  [tocks, 

AnUn,  Good  sir,  be  merdfuL 

Tib.  You  shall  know  what  it  is  to  be  damn'd 
cannibals. 

Enler  Auema,  vritk/ood. 

Amin,  Oh,  my  best  friend ! 

Alb.  Alas,  poor  heart !    Here, 
Here  is  some  meat  and  sovereign  drink  to  ease  you. 
Sit  down,  gentle  sweet.! 

Amin.  I  am  bless'd  to  see  you. 

Tib,  Stir  not  within  forty  foot  of  this  food ; 
If  you  do,  dogs 

All.  Oh,  captain,  captain,  captain  ! 

Alb.  Ye  shall  have  meat,  all  of  you. 

Tib.  Captain,  hear  me  first :    Hark !   'tis  so 
inhuman, 
I  would  not  ha'  the  air  corrupted  with  it. 

IWhispert. 

Alb.  Oh  barbarous  men  1    Sit  down,  Du  Pont ! 
good  master, 
And  honest  sailors. 

Tib.  But  stand  you  off,  and  wait 
Upon  our  charity ;  (I'll  wait  on  you  else !) 
And  touch  nothing  but  what  is  flung  to  ye, 
As  if  yon  were  dogs ;  if  you  do, 
I'll  cut  your  fingers,  friends ;  I'll  spoil  your  carv- 

Amin,  There,  wretches,  there  I  [u>gl 

Tib.  Eat  your  meat  handsomely  now, 
And  give  Heaven  thanks. 

Alb,  There  is  more  bread. 

Tib.  See, 
They  snarl  like  dogs  !    Eat  quietly,  you  rascals. 
Eat  quietly. 

Alb,  There^s  drink  too. 

Tib.  Come,  come, 
I'll  fill  you  each  your  cups ;  ye  shall  not  surfeit. 

Amin.  And  what  have  you  discover*d  ? 

Alb.  Sweet,  a  paradise, 
A  paradise  inhabited  with  angels, 
Such  as  you  are ;  their  pities  make  'em  angels ; 
They  gave  me  these  viands,  and  supplied  me  with 
These  precious  drinks. 

Amin.  Shall  not  we  see  'em  ? 

Alb.  Yes,  they  will  see  yon : 
Out  of  dieir  charities,  having  heard  our  story, 
They  will  come,  and  comfort  us,  come  presently ; 
We  shall  no  more  know  wants  nor  miseries. 

Amin,  Are  they  all  wom^n  ? 

Alb.  All,  and  iu.  in  love  with  us. 

Amin.  Howl 


Alb.  Do  not  mistake ;  in  love  with  our  misfbr- 
They  will  (Perish  and  relieve  our  men.        [tues ; 

Tib,  Do  you  shrug  now, 
And  pull  up  your  noses  ?  You  smell  oomforL 
See,  they  stretch  out  their  legs  like  dottrdSf 
Each  like  a  new  Saint  Dennis  I 

Alb,  Dear  mistress, 
When  you  would  name  me,  and  the  women  beie. 
Call  me  your  brother ;  you  I'll  call  my  sister  : 
And  pray  observe  this  all. — ^Why  do  yon  change 
colour,  sweet? 

Amin.  Eating  too  much  meat. 

Alb.  Sauced  with  jealousy : 
Fy,  fy,  dear  saint  I  i'faith,  you  are  to  bUune ; 
Aie  you  not  here  ?   here  fixed  in  my  heart  ? 

lH«rn$  samndgi. 

AU,  Hark,  hark  1 
Etder  BoasiuA,  CiJUUirDA,  Crocalb,  Hn>roLrrA,  aakd 

JrURTA. 

Alb.  They  are  oome  I  Stand  ready,  and  look  nobly 
And  with  all  humble  reverence  receive  'em  I 
Our  lives  depend  upon  their  gentle  pitiea. 
And  death  waits  on  their  anger. 

jif or.  Sure  Ihey  are  ftiries. 

THb.  Be  they  devils,  devils  of  flesh  and  blood. 
After  80  long  a  Lent,  and  tedious  voyage^ 
To  me  they  are  angels. 

Fran.  Oh,  for  aomeeringoes  1 

Lam.  PotatoeSf  or  cantharides  ! 

Tib,  Peace,  ye  rogues, 
That  buy  abilities  of  your  'pothecaries  ! 
Had  I  but  took  the  £et  of  green  cheese 
And  onions  for  a  month,  I  could  do  wonders. 

Roa.  Are  these  the  jeweb  you  run  mad  for? 
What  can 
Yon  see  in  one  of  these,  to  whom  you  would 
Vouchsafe  a  gentle  touch  ?   Can  nothing  penoade 

yon 
To  love  yonrsebes,  and  place  yoor  happineaa 
In  cold  and  chaste  embraces  of  each  odier  ? 

Jul.  This  is  from  the  purpose. 

Hip.  We  had  your  grant 
To  have  them  as  they  were. 

Clar,  It  is  a  beauteous  creature  ; 
And  to  myself  I  do  appear  deform'd. 
When  I  consider  her :  And  yet  she  is 
The  stranger's  sister ;  why  then  should  I  Ibar  ? 
She  cannot  prove  my  rivaL 

Rot.  When  yon  repent 
That  you  refused  my  counsel,  may  it  add 
To  your  afllictions,  that  you  were  forewam'df 
Yet  leap'd  into  the  gulph  of  your  miafortiEnes  t 
But  have  your  wishes. 

Matt.  Now  she  makes  to  us. 

Amin.  I  am  instructed  :  But  take  heed,  Albert, 
You  prove  not  false  1 

Alb.  You  are  your  own  assurance, 
And  so  acquainted  with  your  own  perfeetiona* 
Thatweak  doubts  cannot  reach  you ;  theFefore  lear 

Ro9,  That  you  are  poor  and  miserable  men  ( not ! 
My  eyes  inform  me ;  that,  without  our  auoooara, 
Hope  cannot  flatter  you  to  dream  of  safety. 
The  present  plight  you  are  in  can  resolve  yoa  ; 
That  to  be  merciful  is  to  draw  near 
The  heavenly  essence  ;  whether  you  will  be 
Thankful  I  do  not  question ;  nor  demand 
What  country  bred  you,  what  [your]  names,  what 
To  us  it  is  sufficient  we  relieve  [man&ers  ; 

Such  as  have  shapes  of  men,  and  I  oommand  yoa. 
As  we  are  not  ambitious  to  know 
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Fortfaer  cf  yoUf  that  on  pain  of  death 
Yon  prmune  not  to  inquire  what  we  are. 
Or  wlieaoe  derived  1 

Alb.  In  lU  diittga  we  obey  yon, 
Aod  tfaankfbliy  we  ever  shall  oonfeM 
Oanelves  your  creatures. 

Am.  Yon  speak  as  becomes  yon. 
Pint  then,  and  willingly,  deliver  np 
Those  weapons  we  could  force  from  you. 

Alb,  We  lay  'em  down  most  gladly  at  your  feet. 

Tib.  I  have  had  many  a  combat  with  a  tall 
Bat  never  was  disarm'd  biefidre.  [wench  ; 

Am.  And  now,  hear  comfort : 
Yoor  wants  shall  be  supplied ;  and  though  it  be 
A  dd>k  women  may  challenge,  to  be  sued  to, 
Espedaliy  from  such  they  may  command, 
We  give  up  to  you  that  power;  and  therefore 
Freely  each  make  his  choice. 

f  roa.  Then  here  I  fix. 

Mor,  Nay,  she  is  mine :  I  eyed  her  first. 

Lam,  Ttas  mine  1 

Tib.  Stoy, 
Good  rascab !  yon  are  too  forward,  Sir  GaUaut, 
VoQ  are  not  giving  order  to  a  tailor 
For  the  fashion  of  a  new  suit ; 
X  or  are  you  in  your  warehouse,  master  merchant ; 
Sttod  \iick,  and  give  your   betters  leave,  your 

betters  ; 
.iod  grumble  not !  if  you  do,  as  I  love  meat 
I  wiU  so  swinge  tbe  salt-itch  out  of  you — 
Captain,  master,  and  the  rest  of  us, 
That  are  brothera,  and  good  fellows,  we  have  been 
Too  late  by  the  ears,  and  yet  smart  for  our  follies : 
To  end  therefore  all  future  emulation, 
(^joa  please  to  trust  to  my  election, 
Yott  shall  Bay  I  am  not  partial  to  myself ; 
1  doobt  not  give  content  to  all. 

AU.  Agreed,  agreed ! 

Tib.  Then,  but  observe    how  learned  and  dis- 
I  vill  proceed  ;  and,  as  a  skilful  doctor      [creetly 
Iq  lU  the  quirks  belonging  to  the  game, 
Rnd  over  your  complexions  !  For  you,  captain, 
Beiqg  first  in  place,  and  therefore  first  to  be  served, 
Ijpve  my  judgment  thus :  For  your  aspect, 
^OQ  are  mnch  inclined  to  melancholy,  and  that 
TcUs  me  the  sullen  Saturn  had  predominanc  e 
At  Toor  nativity !   a  malignant  planet ; 
And  if  not  quatified  by  a  sweet  conjunction 
Of  a  soft  and  ruddy  wench,  bom  under  Venus, 
It  may  prove  fiital ;  therefore  to  your  arms 
I  gire  this  roac-cheek'd  virgin. 

Ckr.  To  my  vnsh ! 
TiQ  now  I  De*er  vras  happy. 

A^n,  Nor  I  accursed. 

Tib.  Master, 
T«t  are  old,  yet  love  the  game,  (that  I  perceive 

too,) 
And  if  Dot  well  spnrr'd  up,  you  may  prove  rusty  ; 
Therefore  to  help  you  here*s  a  Bradamanta, 
Or  1  am  cozen'd  in  my  calculation. 

fr^e.  A  poor  old  man  allotted  to  my  share ! 

Tib.  Thou  wouldst  have  two,  nay,    I  think 
twenty; 
fittfear  not,  wench ;  though  he  be  old  he's  tough : 
U)k  on  his  making ;  he'll  not  fail,  I  warrant  t^se. 

Roi.  A  merry  feUow ! 
Aad  were  not  man  a  creature  I  detest, 
I  ooQld  endure  his  company. 

Tib.  Here's  a  ftir  herd 
Of  does  before  me ;  and  now  for  a  barren  one  ! 


For,  though  I  like  the  sport,  I  do  not  love 
To  father  children.   like  the  Grand  Signior, 
Thus  1  walk  in  my  seraglio. 
And  view  'em  as  I  pass ;  then  draw  I  forth 
My  handkerchief,  and  having  made  my  choice, 
I  thus  bestow  it. 

Rot.  On  me  ? 

Tib.  On  you :  And  now 
My  choice  is  made,  to  it,  you  hungry  rascals ! 

Alb.  Excellent ! 

Amin.  As  I  love  goodness. 
It  makes  me  smile  i'  th'  height  of  all  my  fears. 

Clar.  What  a  strong  contention  you  may  behold 
Between  my  mother's  mirth  and  anger ! 

Tib.  Nay,  no  coyness  I  be  mistress  of  your  word  I 
I  must  and  will  enjoy  you. 

Ros-  Be  advised,  fool : 
Alas,  I  am  old !  how  canst  thou  hope  content 
From  one  that's  fifty  ? 

Tib.  Never  talk  of  it; 
I  have  known  good  ones  at  threescore  and  upwards; 
Besides,  the  weather's  hot. 
And  men  that  have  experience,  fear  fevers : 
A  temperate  diet  is  the  only  physic.    Nor  julips^ 
Nor  guaiacums,  pruneUos,  camphire  pills. 
Nor  goord  water,  come  not  near  your  old  woman ; 
Youthful  stomachs  are  still  craving,  though  there  be 
Nothing  left  to  stop  their  mouths  with ;  and  believe 
I  am  no  frequent  giver  of  those  bounties. —     [me 
Laugh  on,  laugh  on,  good  gentlemen ;  do  1 
I  shall  make  holiday  and  sleep,  when  you 
Dig  in  the  mines  tiU  your  hearts  ache. 

Ros,  A  mad  fellow  ! 
Well,  sir,  I'll  give  you  hearing,  and,  as  I  like 
Your  wooing  and  discourse — but  I  must  tell  you, 

sir, 
That  rich  widows  look  for  great  sums  in  present. 
Or  assurances  of  ample  jointures. 

Tib.  That  to  me  is  easy, 
For  instantly  I'll  do  it    Hear  me,  comrades  ! 

Alb.  What  say'st  thou,  Tibalt  ? 

Tib.  Why,  timt  to  woo  a  wench  with  empty 
hsjids 
Is  no  good  heraldry ;  therefore  let's  to  the  gold, 
And  share  it  equally ;  'twill  speak  for  us 
More  than  a  thousand  compliments  or  cringes, 
Ditties  stolen  from  Petrarch,  or  discourse 
From  Ovid :  Besides,  'twill  beget  us  respect ; 
And  if  ever  Fortune  friend  us  with  a  bark. 
Largely  supply  us  with  all  provision. 

Alb.  Well  advised,  defer  it  not. 

Tib.  Are  ye  all  contented  ? 

All.  We  are. 

Tib,  Let's  away  then. 
Straight  we'll  return^  and  you  shall  see  our  riches. 

lExeunt  all  hut  the  Women. 

Ros.  Since  I  knew  what  wonder  and  amazement 
I  ne'er  was  so  transported.  [was, 

Clar.  Why  weep  you,  gentle  maid  ? 
There  is  no  danger  here  to  such  as  you ; 
Banish  fear,  for  with  us  I  dare  promise 
You  shall  meet  all  courteous  entertainment. 

Croc.  We  esteem  ourselves  most  happy  in  you. 

Hip.  And  bless 
Fortune  that  brought  you  hither. 

Clar.  Hark  in  your  ear ! 
I  love  you  as  a  friend  already ;  ere  long 
You  shall  call  me  by  a  nearer  name :  I  wish 
Your  brother  well ;  I  know  you  apprehend  me. 

Amin.  Ay,  to  my  grief  I  do.  iAtide. 
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AUs,  good  ladies,  there  is  nothing  left  me 
But  thanks,  to  pay  yon  with. 

Clar,  That's  more  than  yet 
Yon  stand  engaged  for. 

Enter  AisnT,  Tibalt,  and  the  rest  teitk  treasnre. 

Rot.  So  soon  retorn'd  ? 

Alb,  Here ;  see  the  idol  of  the  lapidary ! 

Tib,  These  pearls,  for  which  the  slavish  negro 
To  the  bottom  of  the  sea  !  [dives 

Lam,  To  get  which  the  indastrioos  merchant 
At  either  pole  !  [touches 

Fran.  The  never-failing  purchase  : 
Of  lordships  and  of  honours  ! 

Mot,  The  world's  mistress, 
That  can  give  everything  to  the  possessors ! 

Matt.  For  which  the  sailors  scorn  tempestuous 
And  spit  defiance  in  the  sea  1  [winds, 

Tib.  Speak,  lady ; 
Look  we  not  lovely  now  ? 

Rot.  Yes,  yes  :  Oh  my  stars ! 
Be  now  for  ever  blessed,  that  have  brought 
To  my  revenge  these  robbers ! — ^Take  your  arrows. 
And  nail  these  monsters  to  the  earth  ! 

Alb.  What  mean  you,  lady  ? 
In  what  have  we  offended  ? 

Rot.  Oh,  my  daughter ! 
And  you  companions  with  me  in  all  fortunes, 
Look  on  these  caskets,  and  these  jewels ! 
These  were  our  own,  when  first  we  put  to  sea 
With  good  Sebastian ;  and  these  the  pirates 
That  not  alone  deprived  him  of  thu  treasure, 
But  also  took  his  life. 


Croe.  Part  of  my  present 
I  well  remember  was  mine  own. 

Hip.  And  these  were  mine. 

Jul.  Sure  I  have  worn  this  jewel. 

Rot.  Wherefore  do  you  stay  then. 
And  not  perform  my  command  f 

Alb.  Oh,  Heaven! 
What  cruel  fate  pursues  us  I 

Tib.  I  am  well  enough  served, 
That  must  be  offering  jointures,  jewels. 
And  precious  stones,  more  than  I  broaght  with  me. 

Rot,  Why  shoot  yon  not  ? 

Clar.  Hear  me,  dear  mother ; 
And  when  the  greatest  cruelty  is  justice. 
Do  not   shew   mercy:   Death  to  these  starred 

wretches 
Is  a  reward,  not  punishment ;  let  'em  live 
To  undergo  the  full  weight  of  your  displeasore. 
And  that  they  may  have  sense  to  feel  the  torments 
They  have  deserved,  allow  'em  some  small  pittance. 
To  linger  out  their  tortures. 

Rot.  'Tis  well  connsdl'd. 

All.  And  we  willfoUow't. 

Alb.  Hear  us  speak. 

Rot.  Peace,  dogs  I.. 
Bind  'em  fast !   When  fury  hath  given  way  to 
I  will  determine  of  their  sufferings,  [reason. 

Which  shall  be  horrid.    Vengeance,  though  sbw- 

paced. 
At  length  o'ertakes  the  guilty ;  and  the  wrath 
Of  the  incensed  Powers  will  fall  moat  vnie 
On  wicked  men,  when  they  are  most  eecore. 

lExtunt. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  I.— The  tame  Itland. 


Enter  Ratmoxo,  SaBAvnAir,  Nicusa,  and  Bailors. 

1  Sail.  Here's    nothing,   sir,  but  poverty  and 

hunger; 
No  promise  of  inJiabitance ;  neither  track 
Of  beast,  nor  foot  of  man  1    We  have  search'd  all 
This  rocky  desart,  yet  cannot  discover 
Any  assurance  here  is,  or  hath  been  such  men. 

2  SaU.  Not  a  relic  of  anything  they  wore, 
Nor  mark  left  by  'em,  either  to  find  relief, 
Or  to  warn  others  from  the  like  misfortune. 
Believe  it,  these  fellows  are  both  fidae,  and  to  get 
A  little  succour  in  their  misery, 

Have  framed  this  cunning  tale. 

Raym.  The  ship,  I  know,  is  French,  and  own'd 
If  not  by  Albert,  my  arch-enemy.         [by  pirates. 
You  told  me  too  there  was  a  woman  with  'em, 
A  young  and  handsome  woman. 

Seb.  There  was  so,  sir. 

Raym.  And  such  and  such  young  gallants. 

Tfic.  We  told  you  true,  sir. 
That  they  had  no  means  to  quit  this  island 

Raym,  And  that 
Amidst  their  mutiny,  to  save  your  lives. 
You  got  their  ship  ? 

Seb.  All  is  most  certain,  sir. 

Raym.  Where  are  they  then  ?  Where  are  these 
men 
Or  woman  ?    We  are  landed  where  your  faiths 
Did  assure  us  we  could  not  miss  their  sights. 


For  this  news  we  took  ye  to  our  mercy. 
Relieved  ye,  when  the  furious  sea,  and  Ftaiine 
Strove,  which  should  first  devour  ye ;  clothed      i 
And  cherish'd  ye ;  used  ye  as  those  ye  any  ye  are 
Fair  gentlemen.  Now  keep  your  words,  and  dsewq 
This  company  your  own  free  pities  spoke  ^, 
These  men  ye  left  in  misery ;  the  woman  ! 
Men  of  those  noble  breedings  ye  pretend  to 
Should  scorn  to  lie,  or  get  their  food  witki  fiiisebood 
Come,  direct  us. 

Seb.  Alas,  sir,  they  are  gone.; 
But  by  what  means,  or  providence,  we  know  not« 

2  Sail.  Was  not  the  captain 
A  fellow  of  a  fiery,  yet  brave  nature, 
A  middle  stature,  and  of  brown  complexion  ? 

Nic.  He  was,  sir. 

Raym.  'Twas  Albert, 
And  my  poor  wretched  sister  ! 

1  SmL  'Twas  he  certain  ; 
I  ha'  been  at  sea  with  him,  many  times  at  sea. 

Raym.  Come,  shew  us  these  men ; 
Shew  us  presently,  and  do  not  dally  with  ns  ! 
Seb,  We  left  'em  here,   (what  ahonld 
sir  ?)  here,  in  this  place. 

2  S<nl.  The  earth  cannot  swallow 
No  wings,  they  cannot  fiy,  sore. 

Raym.  You  tohi  us  too 
Of  heaps  of  treasure,  and  of  sums  conceal'd. 
That  set  their  hearts  a-fire ;  we  see  no  anch 
No  such  sign  :  What  can  ye  say  to  pvuge  ye  ? 
What  have  ye  done  with  these  men  ? 
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Xk.  We,  sir? 

Rajfm.  Yon,  sir ; 
For  certain  I  beliere  ye  saw  such  people. 

Sfft.  By  all  that's  good,  by  all  that's  pore  and 
fij  all  that's  hQly [honest, 

Raym.  I  dare  not  credit  ye ; 
Ye  have  so  abased  my  hope,  that  now  I  hate  ye. 

I  SgU,  Let's  pat  'em  in  their  ragged  clothes 
again. 
Captain,  for  certain  they  are  knaves ;  lefs  e'en 
Mfer  'em  to  their  old  fmitfnl  fann ; 
Here  let  *ein  walk  the  island ! 

Seb.  If  ye  do  so, 
We  shall  cnrse  yoor  mercies. 

AV.  Rather  put  us  to  sea  again. 

Rafm.  Not  so ; 
Yet  this  ru  do,  becaase  ye  say  ye  are  Christians, 
Tbooj^  I  hardly  credit  it    Bring  in  the  boat, 
And  all  aboard  again,  bnt  these  two  wretches ! 
let  leave  'em  fonr  days'  meat.     If  in  that  time 
(For  I  will  search  all  nooks  of  this  strange  island) 
I  can  disooTer  any  track  of  these  men, 
Ahve  or  dead,  I'll  bear  ye  off,  and  honour  ye ; 
If  not,  je  have  found  yonr  graves :  So,  farewell ! 

lExeunt. 

yie.  That  goodness  dwells  above,  and  knows  as 
innocent. 
Comfort  oar  Uvea,  and  at  his  pleasure  quit  us  ! 

Seb.  Come,  cousin,  come  !  Old  Time  will  end 
oar  story; 
Bit  no  time  (if  we  end  well)  ends  our  glory  ! 

lExeunt 


M)EN£  11.^— The  liiand  of  the  Amazont,  Before 
the  Cabin  of  Clarinda, 

•fUrr  RosxLLU,  CiAitnrDA,  CbocaIiC,  IlrpFOi^iTA,  and 

JVLETTA. 

Am.  Use  'em  with  all  the  austerity  that  may  be ; 
They  are  oar  slaves  I  Turn  all  those  pities, 
TW  tender  relnctations  that  should  become  your 
Tu  stem  anger;  and  when  ye  look  upon  'em,    [sex, 
^k  with  those  eyes  that  wept  those  bitter  sorrows, 
TW  cruelties  ye  suffer'd  by  their  rapines ! 
^e  five  days  hence  that  blessed  hour  comes, 
3<»$t  happy  once  to  me,  that  knit  this  hand 
T«)  my  dear  husband's, 
Aad  both  oor  hearts  in  mutual  bands.    That  hour 

^/«f.  What  of  that  hour  ?  [ladies 

Am.  Why,  on  that  hour,  daughter, 
Aod  in  the  height  of  all  our  celebrations. 
Oil  dear  remembrances  of  that  dear  man, 
Aad  those  that  suffer'd  with  him,  our  fair  kinsmen, 
TW.r  Uvea  shall  fall  a  sacrifice  to  Vengeance, 
TVir  lives  that  ruin'd  his ;  'tis  a  full  justice. 
I  «ill  look  glorious  in  their  bloods ; 
A.-.d  the  most  noble  spirit  of  Sebastian, 
T::at  perished  by  the  pride  of  these  French  pirates, 
^hall  imile  in  Heaven,  and  bless  the  hand  that 
jj^-^k  strictly  all  unto  your  prisoners  ;    [kill'd  'cm. 
r'or  he  that  makes  a  'scape  beyond  my  vengeance. 
Or  eotertains  a  hope  by  your  fair  usage — 
'^  heed,  I  say !  she  that  deceives  my  trust — 
Vua  take  heed  1  her  life— and  that's  but  light 
S««lier;  her  life  in  all  the  tortures 
^J  spirit  can  put  on 

Ail.  We  shaU  be  careful 

Am-  Do  so.  [Exit. 

( Inr.  Yon  are  angry,  mother,  and  you  are  old 
too,  [Aside. 

TOt.  II. 


Forgetting  what  men  are;  but  we  shall  temper  you — 
How  fare  your  prisoners,  ladies  ?  in  what  forms 
Do  they  appear  in  their  afflictions  ? 

Jul,  Mine  fare  but  poorly ;  for  so  1  am  com- 
'Tis  none  of  their  fault.  [manded ; 

Clar,  Of  what  sort  are  they  ? 

Jul.  They  say  they  are  gentlemen,  but  they  shew 

Clar.  How  do  they  suffer  ?  [mungrels. 

Jul.  'Faith,  like  boys ; 
They  are  fearful  in  all  fortunes  ;  when  I  smile, 
They  kneel,  and  b^  to  have  that  face  continued, 
And,  like  poor  slaves,  adore  the  ground  I  go  on : 
When  I  frowUrthey  hang  their  most  dejected  heads 
Like  fearful  sheep-hounds :  Shew  'em  a  crust  of 

bread. 
They'll  saint  me  presently  ;  and  skip  like  apes 
For  a  sup  of  wine.     I'll  whip  'em  like  hacknies, 
Saddle  'em,  ride  *em,  do  what  I  will  with  'em. 

Clar,  Tush,  these  are  poor  things.     Have  they 
names  like  Christians  ?  [MoriUat ; 

Jul.  Very  fair  names ;  Franville,  Lamure,  and 
And  brag  of  great  kindreds  too.     They  offer  very 

handsomely. 
But  that  I  am  a  fool,  and  dare  not  venture. 
They  are  sound  too,  i'  my  conscience. 
Or  very  near  upon  it. 

Clar,  Fy  !  away,  fool ! 

Jul,  They  tell  me,  if  they  might  be  brought 
before  you. 
They  would  reveal  things  of  strange  consequence. 

Clar,  Their  base  poor  fears  I 

Jul,  Ay,  that  makes  me  hate  'em  too ; 
For  if  they  were  but  manly  to  their  sufferance. 
Sure  I  should  strain  a  point  or  two. 

Clar.  An  hour  hence  I  will  take  a  view  of  'em. 
And  hear  their  business.     Are  your  men  thus  too  ? 

Croe,  Mine  ?  no,  gentle  madam  ;  mine  were  not 
In  such  base  moulds :  Afflictions,  tortures,     [cast 
Are  names  and  natures  of  delight  to  my  men ; 
All  sorts  of  cruelties  they  meet  Uke  pleasures. 
I  have  but  two,  the  one  they  call  Du  Pont, 
Tibalt  Do  Pont ;  the  other  the  Ship-Master. 

Clar,  Have  they  not  lives  and  fears  ? 

Croe,  lives  they  have,  madam ; 
But  those  lives  never  link'd  to  such  companions 
As  fears  or  doubts. 

Clar,  Use  'em  nobly  ; 
And  where  you  find  fit  subjects  for  your  pities, 
Let  it  become  ye  to  be  courteous. 
My  mother  will  not  always  be  thus  rigorous. 

Hip,  Mine  are  sailors,  madam  ;    but  they  sleep 
soundly^ 
And  seldom  trouble  me,  unless  it  be  when 
They  dream  sometimes  of  fights  and  tempests  ; 
Then  they  roar  and  whistle  for  cans  of  wine. 
And  down  they  fling  me  ;  and  in  that  rage, 
(For  they  are  violent  fellows)  they  play  such  freaks! — 
If  they  have  meat,  they  thank  me  ;  if  none. 
They  heartily  desire  to  be  hang'd  quickly  ; 
And  this  is  idl  they  care. 

Clar,  Look  to  'em  diligently. 
And  where  your  pities  tell  ye  they  may  deserve. 
Give  comfort. 

AU,  We  will.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Aminta. 

CUtr,  Come  hither,  be  not  frighted ! 
Think  not  ye  steal  this  liberty,  for  we  give  it. 
Your  tender  innocence  assures  me,  virgin, 
You  had  no  share  in  those  wrongs  these  men  did 
1  find  ye  are  not  harden 'd  in  such  mischiefs,    [us; 
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Your  brother  was  misled  sure. 
Foully  misled. 

Amin.  How  much  I  fear  these  pities  ! 

Clar,  Certain  he  was,  so  much  I  pity  him ; 
And  for  your  sake,  whose  eyes  plead  for  him ;  nay, 
For  his  own  sake 

Amin,  Ha  I 

Clar,  For  I  see  about  him, 
(^'^omen  have  subtle  eyes,  and  look  narrowly) 
Or  I  am  much  abused  ;  many  fair  promises  ; 
Nay,  beyond  those  too,  many  shadow'd  virtues. 

Amin.  I  think  he  is  good. 

Clar,  I  assure  myself  he  will  be ; 
And  out  of  that  assurance  take  this  comfort, 
(For  I  perceive  your  fear  hath  much  dejected  you) 
I  love  your  brother 

Amin.  Madam? 

Clar.  Nay,  do  not  take  it  for  a  dreamt-of  favour, 
That  comforts  in  the  sleep,  and  awake  vanishes : 
Indeed  1  love  him. 

Amin,  Do  you  indeed  ? 

Clar.  You  doubt  still,  because  you  fear  his  safety! 
Indeed  he  is  the  sweetest  man  I  e'er  saw  ; 
I  think  the  best.     Ye  may  hear  without  blushes, 
And  give  me  thanks,  if  you  please,  for  my  courtesy. 

Amin,    Madam,   I  ever    must: — ^Yet,    witness 
Heaven,  lAtide. 

They  are  hard  pull'd  from  me. — Believe  me,  madam, 
So  many  imperfections  I  could  find — 

i Forgive  me,  grace,  for  lying!)  and  such  wants — 
'Tis  to  an  honest  use)— such  poverties. 
Both  in  his  main  proportion,  and  his  mind  too — 
There  are  a  hundred  handsomer — (I  lie  lewdly) — 
Your  noble  usage,  madam,  hath  so  bound  me  to 
That  I  must  tell  you *  [you 

Clar.  Come,  tell  your  worst. 

Amin.  He  is  no  husband  for  yon : 
I  think  you  mean  in  that  fair  way. 

Clar.  You  have  hit  it. 

Amin.  I  am  sure  lAiide. 

You  have  hit  my  heart. ^You  will  find  him  dan- 
gerous, madam. 
As  fickle  as  the  flying  air,  proud,  jealous, 
Soon  glutted  in  your  sweets,  and  soon  forgetful. 
I  could  say  more ;  and  tell  you  I  have  a  brother, 
Another  brother,  that  so  far  excels  this. 
Both  in  the  ornaments  of  man,  and  making — 

Clar.  If  you  were  not  his  sister,  I  should  doubt 
you  mainly. 
Doubt  you  for  his  love,  you  deal  so  cunningly. 
Do  not  abuse  me  ;  I  have  trusted  you 
With  more  than  life,  with  my  first  love ;  be  careful 
Of  me! 

Amin,  In  what  use,  madam  ? 

Clar,  In  this,  lady  : 
Speak  to  him  for  me ;  you  have  power  upon  him ; 
Tell  him  I  love  him,  tell  him  I  dote  on  him ; 
It  will  become  your  tongue. 

Amin,  Become  my  grave  !  lAtide. 

Oh,  Fortune,  Oh,  cursed  Fortune  1 

Clar,  Tell  him  his  liberty. 
And  all  those  with  him,  all  our  wealth  and  jewels — 
Good  sister,  for  Til  call  you  so — 

Amin,  I  shall,  lady — 
Even  die,  I  hope.  lAsidt, 

Clar.  Here's  meat  and  wine,  (pray  take  it) 
And  there  he  lies:  Give  him  what  liberty  you 

please. 
Bat  still  conceal'd  ;    what   pleasure  you  shall 
please,  sister ! 


He  shall  ne'er  want  again.  Nay,  see  an  you'll  take 
Why  do  you  study  thus  ?  [it  1 

Amin,  To  avoid  mischiefs ; 
If  they  should  happen 

Clar,  Go,  and  be  happy  for  me.  l^»'« 

Amin,  Ob,  blind  Fortune  ! 
Yet  happy  thus  far,  I  shall  live  to  see  him. 
In  what  strange  desolation  lives  he  here  now  ? 
Sure  this  curtain  will  reveal. 

Enter  Albbrt,  from  the  Cabim  . 

Alb,  Who's  that  ?  ha ! 
Some  gentle  hand,  I  hope,  to  bring  me  comfort ; 
Or,  if  it  be  my  death,  'tis  sweetly  shadow'd. 

Amin.  Have  you  foigot  me,  sir? 

Alb,  My  Aminta  t 

Amin.  She,  sir, 
That  walks  here  up  and  down  an  empty  shadow ; 
One,  that  for  some  few  hours 
But  wanders  here,  carrying  her  own  sad  ooflfai. 
Seeking  some  desert  place  to  Lodge  her  griefs  in. 

Alb.  Sweet  sorrow,  welcome !  welcome,  nobk 
How  got  you  this  fair  liberty  to  see  me  ?  [grief! 
For  sorrows  in  your  shape  are  strangers  to  me. 

Amin.  I  come  to  counsel  you. 

Alb.  You  are  still  more  welcome ; 
For  good  friends  in  afflictions  give  good  counsels. 
Pray  then  proceed. 

Amin,  Pray  eat  first ;  you  shew  faint : 
Here's  wine  to  refresh  you  too. 

Alb.  I  thank  you,  dear. 

Amin,  Drink  again ! 

Alb,  Here's  to  our  loves ! — How !  torn  and  werpi 
Pray  pledge  it  I    This  happiness  we  have  yet  lcft,i 
Our  hearts  are  free — Not  pledge  it  ?  why  ? 
Although  beneath  the  axe,  this  health  were  holy. 
Why  do  you  weep  thus  ? 

Amin,  I  come  to  woo  you. 

Alb.  To  woo  me,  sweet  ?    I  am  woo'd  and  wd 
already  ; 
You  know  I  am  yours.    This  pretty  way  beooH 


you 


yos 


But  you  would  deceive  my  sorrows ;  that's 
intent. 

Amin,  I  would  I  could  !  I  should  not  weep,  bi 
Do  ye  like  your  meat  and  wine  ?  [sbu1< 

Alb.  Like  it  .> 

Amin,  Do  you  like  your  liberty  ? 

Alb,  All  theso  1  well  may  like. 

Amin,  Then  pray  like  her  that  sent  *em.     D 
And  most  unequall'd  beauty  }       [yon  like  wealtj 

Alb.  Peace  !  indeed 
You'll  make  me  angry. 

Amin.  'Would  I  were  dead  that  ask  it ! 
Then  you  might  freely  like,  and  I  forgive  yon. 

Alb,  What  like  ?  and  who  ?  Add  not  more  misei 
To  a  man  that's  fruitful  in  afflictions  I 
Who  is't  you  would  have  me  like  ?  who  eent  thn 

Amin,  1  must  tell.  [oomforti 

Alb.  Behold! 

Amin.  But  be  you  temperate ! 
If  you  be  bold,  I  die.    The  young  liair  viiigin — | 
(Sorrow  hath  made  me  old.)    Oh,  hearken, 
And  wisely  hark — ^the  governess's  daughter. 
That  star  that  strikes  this  island  full  of  vrondrr, 
That  blooming  sweetness— 

Alb,  What  of  her  ? 

Amin.  She  sent  it ; 
And  with  it — ^it  must  be  out ! — She  dotes  on  yo<| 
And  must  enjoy  you ;  else  no  joy  moat  find  you. 
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Ali.  And  hare  yoa  tiie  patience  to  deliver  this  ? 
Amin,  A  raster  may  say  much,  and  modestly. 
.</«.  Agister? 

>lmifi.  Yes,  that  name  undid  you, 
Vodid  us  both  :  Had  you  named  wife,  she  had  fear'd 

yoa, 
And  fiear'd  the  sin  she  foUow'd ;  she  had  shunn'd. 
Her  Tirgin  modesty  had  not  touch'd  at  you :  [yea, 
Bat  thinking  you  were  free  hath  kindled  a  fire, 
I  fear  will  haidly  be  extinguished. 
Alb.  Indeed  I  play'd  the  fool. 
Amin.  0  my  best  sir,  take  heed. 
Tike  heed  of  lies  !   Truth,  though  it  trouble  some 

minds, 
Soffie  wicked  minds,  that  are  both  dark  and  dan- 
gerous, 
Tetitpreserres  itself,  comes  off  pure,  innocent. 
And,  like  the  sun,  though  never  so  eclipsed, 
Mast  break  in  glory.     Oh,  sir,  lie  no  more  ! 

Aib.  You  have  read  me  a  fair  lecture. 
And  pot  a  spell  upon  my  tongue  for  feigning, 
Bm  bow  will  you  counsel  now  ? 
Amin.  Yon  must  study  to  forget  me. 
Alb.  How ! 
Amin,  Be  patient ! 
Be  wise  and  patient,  it  concerns  you  highly. 
Cm  TOO  by  by  our  loves  ?     But  why  should  I 
;  doubt  it? 

I  T(Hi  are  a  man,  and  men  may  shift  affections ; 
*pj  held  no  sin.    To  come  to  the  point ; 
Too  mnst  lose  me ;  many  and  mighty  reasons — 

Aib.  Hear  me,  Aminta  ! 
Rare  yon  a  man  that  loves  you  too  ?  that  feeds  you  ? 
Tint  sends  you  liberty  ?  has  this  great  governess 
[  A  noble  ton  too,  young,  and  apt  to  catch  you  ? 
I  An  I,  because  I  am  in  bonds,  and  miserable, 
'  ilj  health  decay'd,  my  youth  and  strength  half- 

blasted, 
M7  fortnne  like  my  waning  self,  for  this  despised  ? 
•Am  I  for  this  forsaken  ?    A  new  love  chosen. 
And  my  affections,  like  my  fortunes,  wanderers? 
Take  heed  of  lying,  you  that  chid  me  for  it, 
Aad  shewed  how  deep  a  sin  it  was,  and  dangerous. 
Tike  heed  yonrxlf  I  You  swore  you  loved  me  dearly, 
J«  few  nor  little  oaths  you  swore,  Aminta ; 
JJose  sealed  with  no  small  faith,  I  then  assured 
Oh,  seek  no  new  ways  to  cozen  truth  !      [myself; 

Amin.  I  do  not :    By  love  itself,  I  love  thee, 
■ud  erer  must,  nor  can  all  deaths  dissolve  it ! 
Alb.  Why  do  you  urge  me  thus  then  ? 
Amin.  For  your  safety ; 
To  presenre  your  life. 

Aih.  My  life,  I  do  confess,  is  hers ;  she  gives  it, 
yd  let  her  take  it  back  1 1  yield  it. 
«y  bre's  entirely  thine,  none  shall  touch  at  it ; 
^«ac,  my  Aminta,  none. 

Amin.  You  hare  made  me  happy ; 
J*i  now  1  know  you  are  mine.  Fortune,  I  scorn 
« «o  yonr  rest,  and  I'll  sit  by  you :  Whilst  [thee ! 
imt  time  I'll  be  your  mate,  and  comfort  you ; 
f«r  only  lam  trusted.    You  shall  want 
''«hini?,  not  a  liberty  that  I  can  steal  you. 
Alb.  May  we  not  celebrate  our  loves,  Aminta  ? 

^■d  where  our  wishes  cannot  meet 

Amin.  You  are  wanton ; 
wt  with  cold  kisses  I'U  allay  that  fever, 
JJfA  for  DO  more)  and  that  in  private  too  ? 
^here  me,  I  shall  blush  else.  But,  let's  consider ; 
•e  irt  both  lost  else. 
Aib.  Let*,  in^  ^jj  prevent  fate.  lExeunU 


SCENE  llh—Before  the  Hut  qf  Ceocalb. 
EnUr  CnocALK,  Julbtta,  Tibalt,  and  Master. 

Tib.  You  do  well  to  air  us,  kdies,  we  shall  be 
What  are  your  wise  wills  now  ?  [musty  else. 

Croc.  You  are  very  crank  still. 
Tib.  As  crank  as  a  holy  friar  fed  with  hail- 
But  do  ye  bring  us  out  to  bait,  like  bulls  ?  [stones. 
Maat.  Or  are  you  weary  of  the  charge  ye  are  at  ? 
Turn  us  abroad  again  ;  let  us  jog,  ladies  ; 
We  are  gross,  and  coarse,  unfit  for  your  sweet 
pleasures. 
Tib,  Knock  off  our  shoes  and  turn's  to  grass. 
Croc.  You  are  determined 
Still  to  be  stubborn  then  ?  it  well  becomes  you. 

Tib.  An  humour,  lady,  that  contents  a  prisoner : 
A  sullen  fit  sometimes  serves  for  a  second  course. 

Jul.  Ye  may  as  well  be  kind. 
And  gain  our  favours ;  gain  meat  and  drink,  and 
To  rest  your  bones.  [lodging 

Tib.  My  bones  have  borne  me  thus  long. 
And  had  their  share  of  pains  and  recreations  ; 
If  they  fail  now,  they  are  no  fair  companions. 
Croc.  Are  you  thus  harsh  to  all  our  sex  ? 
Mast.  We  cannot 
Be  merry  without  a  fiddler :  Pray  strike  op 
Your  tebors,  ladies. 

Croo.  The  fooU  despise  us. 
Jul.  We  know 
You  are  very  hungry  now. 

Tib.  Yes ;  'tis  very  wholesome,  ladies ; 
For  we  that  have  gross  bodies,  must  be  careful. 
Have  ye  no  piercing  air  to  stir  our  stomachs? 
W^e  are  beholden  to  ye  for  our  ordinary. 
Jul.  Why,  slaves,  'tis  in  our  power  to  hanirye. 
Matt.  Very  likely : 
'Tis  in  our  powers  then  to  be  hang'd,  and  scorn  ye. 
Hanging's  as  sweet  to  us,  as  dreaming  to  you. 
Croc.  Come,  be  more  courteous. 
Jul.  Do,  and  then  ye  shall 
Be  pleased,  and  have  all  necessaries. 

Tib.  Give  me 
Some  ratsbane  then. 

Croc.  And  why  ratsbane,  monsieur  } 
Tib.   We  live   like  vermin  here,  and  eat  up 
your  cheese. 
Your  mouldy  cheese,  that  none  but  rats  would 

bite  at ; 
Therefore  'tis  just  that  ratsbane  should  reward  us. 
We  are  unprofitable,  and  our  ploughs  are  broken ; 
There  is  no  hope  of  harvest  this  year,  ladies. 
Jul.  Ye  shall  have  all  content. 
Maat.  Ay,  and  we'll  serve  your  uses. 
I  had  rather  serve  hogs,  there's  more  delight  ia't ; 
Your  greedy  appetites  are  never  satisfied ; 
Just  like  hungry  camels,  sleq>ing  or  waking 
You  chew  the  cud  still. 

Croc.  By  this  hand  we'll  stafve  ye. 
Matt.  'Tis  a  noble  courtesy :  I  had  as  lief  ye 
Should  famish  me,  as  founder  me ;  to  be 
Jaded  to  death,  is  only  fit  for  a  hackney* 
Here  be  certain  tarts  of  tar  about  me. 
And  parcels  of  potergo  in  my  jerkin ; 

As  long  as  these  last 

Jul.  Which  will  not  last  ever. 
Tib.  Then    we'll  eat    one  another  like  good 
fellows. 
A  shoulder  of  his  for  a  haunch  of  mine ! 
Jul,  'Tis  excellent. 
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Tib.  'Twill  be,  as  we'll  dress  it,  ladies. 

Croc,  Why  sure  ye  are  not  men  ? 

Magi.  Ye  had  best  come  search  us  ; 
A  seaman  is  seldom  without  a  salt  eel. 

Tib.  I  am  bad  enough, 
And  in  my  nature  a  notorious  wencher ; 
And  yet  ye  make  me  blush  at  your  immodesty. 
Tell  me,  good  Master,  didst  ever  see  such  things  ? 

Ma$t.  I  could  like  'em,  though  they  were  lewdly 
given, 
If  they  could  say  no  ;  but,  fy  on  'em ! 
They  gape  like  oysters. 

Tib,  Well,  ye  may  hang,  or  starve  us, 
But  your  commanding  impudence  shall  never 
Fear  us.  Had  ye  by  blushing  signs,  soft  cunnings, 
Crept  into  us,  and  shew'd  us  your  necessities  ; 
We  had  met  your  purposes,  supplied  your  wants. 
We  are  no  saints,  ladies : 
I  love  a  good  wench  as  I  love  my  life. 
And  with  my  life  I  will  maintain  my  love  ; 
But  such  a  sordid  impudence  I'll  spit  at. 
Let's  to  our  dens  again  I     Come,  noble  Master  ! 
You  know  our  minds,  ladies  :  This  is  the  faith 
In  which  we'll  die.  lExeunt  Tibalt  and  Master. 

Croc.  I  do  admire  'em. 

Jul.  They 
Are  noble  fellows,  and  they  shall  not  want 
For  this. 

Croc.  But  see,  Clarinda  comes.    Farewell ! 
rU  to  my  charge.  lExil. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Bring  out  those  prisoners  now,  and  let  me 
And  hear  their  business.  [see  'em, 

Jul.  I  will,  madam.  lExH. 

Clar,  I  hope  she  hath  prevail'd  upon  her  brother. 
She  has  a   sweet  tongue,  and  can  describe  the 

happiness 
My  love  is  ready  to  fling  on  him. 
And  sure  he  must  be  glad,  and  certain  wonder, 
And  bless  the  hour  that  brought  him  to  this  island. 
I  long  to  hear  the  full  joy  that  he  labours  with. 

Enter  Juurta,  Moullat,  FnANVfLLi,  and  Lamurs,  and 

kneel  to  Clarinda. 

Mot,  Bless  thy  divine  beauty ! 

Fran,  Mirror  of  sweetness  I 

Lam,  Ever-springing  brightness ! 

Clar,  Nay,  stand  up,  gentlemen ;  and  leave  your 
flatteries. 

Mor.  She  calls  us  gentlemen !  Sure  we  shall  have 
some  meat  now ! 

Clar.  1  am  a  mortal  creature ;  worship  Heaven, 
And  give  these  attributes  to  their  divinities. 
Methinks  you  look  but  thin. 

Mor^  Oh,  we  are  starved, 
Immortal  beauty  I 

Lam.  We  are  all  poor  starved  knaves. 

Fran.  Neither  liberty  nor  meat,  lady. 

Mor.  We  were  handsome  men,  and  gendemen, 
and  sweet  men. 
And  were  once  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  beauties; 
But  now  we   look  like  rogues,  like  poor  starved 
rogues. 

Clar,  What  would  ye  do,  if  ye  were  to  die  now? 

Fran,  Alas,  we  were  prepared.  If  you  will  hang 
Let's  have  a  good  meal  or  two  to  die  with,  [us, 
To  put  us  in  heart  1 

Mor,  Or  if  you'll  drown  us, 
Let  us  be  diunk  first,  that  we  may  die  merrily, 
And  bless  the  founders  ! 


Clar,  Ye  shall  pot  die  so  hastily. 
What  dare  ye  do  to  deserve  my  fsvour  ? 

Lam.  Put  us  to  any  service. 

Fran,  Any  bondage, 
Let  us  but  live  ! 

Mor.  We'll  get  a  world  of  children ; 
For  we  know  ye  are  heinously  provided  that  way : 
And  you  shall  beat  us  when  we  offend  you, 
Beat  us  abundantly,  and  take  our  meat  from  of. 

Clar.  These  are  weak  abject  things,  that  tbew  p 
poor  ones. 
What's  the  great  service  ye  so  oft  have  threaten'd, 
If  ye  might  see  me,  and  win  my  favour  ? 

Jul,  That  business  of  discovery  ? 

Mor.  Oh,  I'll  tell  ye,  lady. 

Lam,  And  so  will  I. 

Fran.  And  I.     Pray  let  me  speak  first ! 

Mor.  Good,  no  con^sion  ! 
We  are  before  a  lady  that  knows  manners : 
And,  by  the  next  meat  I  shall  eat,  'tis  certain. 
This  little  gentlewoman  that  was  taken  with 

Clar,  Your  captain's  sister  ?  she  you  mean  ? 

Mor.  Ay,  ay ; 
She  is  the  business  that  we  would  open  to  yon. 
You  are  cozen'd  in  her. 

Clar,  How !  what  is't  you  would  open  ? 

Fran,  She  is  no  sister. 

Mor,  Good  sirs,  how  quick  you  are  ! 
She  is  no  sister,  madam. 

Fran,  She  is  his 

Mor.  Peace,  I  say  ! 

Clar,  What  is  she  ? 

Mor.  'Faith,  sweet  lady. 
She's,  as  a  man  would  say,  his 

Clar,  What? 

Lam.  His  mistress. 


I 


Mor,  Or,  as  some  new  ^anslators  read,  his — 

Clar,  Oh  me  1 

Mor,  And  why  he  should  delude  you  thus, 
Unless  he  meant  some  villainy — ^These  ten  weds 
He  has  had  her  at  sea,  for  his  own  proper  appetite. 

Lam,  His  cabin-mate,  I'll  assure  you. 

Clar,  No  sister,  say  ye  ? 

Mor,  No  more  than  I  am  brother  to  yourbetitj. 
I  know  not  why  he  should  juggle  thus. 

Clar.  Do  not  lie  to  me  ! 

Mor,  If  ye  find  me  lie,  lady,  hang  me  emptj ! 

Clar.  How  am  I  fool'd  ?  Away  with  'em,  Jnletti 
And  feed  'em  : — 

But,  hark  ye,  with  such  food  as  they  have  gives  me, 
New  misery ! 

Fran.  Nor  meat  nor  thanks  for  all  this  ? 

Clar.  Make  'em  more  wretched. 
Oh,  I  could  burst !  curse  and  kill  now, 
Kill  anything  I  meet ! — Juletta,  follow  me. 
And  call  the  rest  along. 

JuL  We  follow,  madam.  l^*^ 


SCENE  IV Before  Clarinda's  Cabi*- 

Enter  Alrbrt  and  Aminta. 

Amin.  I  must  be  gone  now,  else  she  may  soipect 
me. 
How  shall  I  answer  her  ? 

Alb,  Tell  her  directly. 

Amin,  That  were  too  sudden,  too  improridait : 
Fires  of  this  nature  must  be  put  oat  conninglf ; 
They  will  waste  all  come  near  'em  else.   FsreveH 
Once  more ! 
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A&.  Farewell,  and  keep  mj  love  entire  ! 
NtT,  kiss  me  once  again !   Methinks  we  should  not 
part. 

Jmm.  Oh,  be  wise,  sir ! 

Aib,  Nay,  one  loss  more ! 

Anun.  Indeed  yoa  are  wanton ; 
We  may  be  taken  too. 

Enttr  Clajuitda,  Jui<btta,  Cbocajlb,  and  IIippolita. 

Clar.  Out,  thou  base  woman ! 
Bj  HeaTeo,  I'll  shoot  'em  both ! 

Cnc.  Nay,  stay,  brave  lady,  hold  ! 
A  sadden  death  cuts  off  a  nobler  vengeance. 

Ciar.  Am  I  made  bawd  to  your  lascivious  meet- 
ings? 
Are  je  grown  so  wise  in  sin?  Shut  up  that  villain ; 
And,  sirnh,  now  expect  my  utmost  anger. 
Let  him  there  starve  ! 

Alb,  I  mock  at  your  mischiefs !  lExiL 

Ckr.  Tie  that  false  witch  unto  that  tree ;  there  let 
The  lavage  beasts  gnaw  off  her  sweetness,  and 

snakes 
Embrace  her  beauties ;  tie  her,  and  watch  that  none 
Reliere  her.  IShe  it  tied  to  a  tree. 

Hip.  We  could  wish  you  better  fortune,  lady ; 
Bot  dare  not  help  you. 

Amn.  Be  your  own  friends ;  1  thank  ye  ! 

lExeunt  all  Intt  Ajcinta. 
Nov,  only  my  last  audit,  and  my  greatest ! 


Oh,  Heaven,  be  kind  unto  me ; 
And,  if  it  be  thy  will,  preserve 

Enter  Raymond. 

Raym.  Who's  this  ? 
Sure  'tis  a  woman.    I  have  trod  this  place, 
And  found  much  footing ;  now  I  know  'tis  peopled. 
Ha !  let  me  see  !  it  is  her  face  I     Oh,  Heaven  I 
Turn  this  way,  maid ! 

Amin,  Oh,  Raymond,  oh,  brother ! 

Raym.  Her  tongue  too  !   'tis  my  sister.     What 
Nay,  kiss  me  first ;  oh,  joy  I  [rude  hand — 

Amin,  Fly,  fly,  dear  brother ! 
You  are  lost  else. 

Enter  Juljetta,  Cbocaxjc,  and  Clurwdk, 

Jul,  A  man,  a  man,  a  new  man ! 

Raym,  What  are  these  ? 

Croc,  An  enemy,  an  enemy ! 

Clar.  Dispatch  him ; 
Take  him  off;  shoot  him  straight ! 

Raym.  I  dare  not  use  my  sword,  ladies, 
Against  such  comely  foes. 

Arnin.  Oh,  brother,  brother  ! 

Chr.  Away  with  'em,  and  in  dark  prisons  bind 
'em  !— 
One  word  replied,  ye  die  both. — Now,  brave  mother, 
Follow  thy  noble  anger,  and  I'll  help  thee  ! 

lExeunt. 


ACT    V. 


.^ENE  I. — Another  part  of  the  same  Island, 
ExUr  RoexLUA,  CuMtitDA,  Crocauc,  Juuctta,  and 

HiPPOUTA. 

Ru.  I  am  deaf  to  all  your  entreaties ;  she  that 
moves  me 
F'>r  pity  or  compassion  to  these  pirates, 
1^  up  her  father's,  or  her  brother's  tomb, 
Afid  spams  about  their  ashes. — Couldst  thou  re- 
member 
J^t  a  father  thou  hadst  once,  'twould  steel  thy 
'G&inst  foolish  pity  :  By  his  memory,  [heart 

And  the  remembrance  of  his  dear  embraces, 
Iim  taught,  that  in  a  noble  cause  revenge  is  noble : 
And  tbey  shall  £dl  the  sacrifices,  to  appease 
Bis  Tand'ring  ghost  and  my  incensed  fury. 

Clar.  The  new-come  prisoner  too  ? 

R"i'  He  too ; — Yet,  that  we  may  learn 
^^ether  they  are  the  same,  or  near  allied 
To  those  that  forced  me  to  this  cruel  course, 
^^^  their  poor  allowance,  and  permit  'em 
Tft  meet  together,  and  confer, 
^tthin  the  distance  of  your  ear.     Perhaps 
"Hm^  may  discover  something  that  may  kill 
^piir  ia  me,  and  be  a  means  to  save  'em 
From  cert^n  ruin. 

Croc.  That  shall  be  my  charge. 

A«#.  Yet,  to  prevent 
A^  hnpe  of  rescue,  (for  thu  new-come  captain 
Huh  bodi  a  ship  and  men  not  fax  off  from  us, 
JJ^h  ignorant  to  find  the  only  port 
Hat  can  yield  entrance  to  our  happy  island) 
^ird  the  place  strongly ;  and,  ere  the  next  sun 
£nd<  his  ^umal  progress,  I  will  be 
Happy  in  my  revenge,  or  set  'em  finee.         {.Exeunt. 


SCENE  II — The  inside  of  Crocale's  Cabin. 

Enter  Chocalb,  Jtn.RrrA,  and  Hippouta  .    A  Table 

Smithed. 

Croc.  So,  serve  it  plentifully,  and  lose  not  time 
To  inquire  the  cause ;  there  is  a  main  design 
That  hangs  upon  this  bounty.     See  the  table 
Furnish'd  with  wine  too ;  that  discovers  secrets 
Which  tortures  cannot  open  :  Open  the  doors  too 
O'  th'  several  prisons,  and  give  all  free  entrance 
Into  this  room  !  UndiscovePd  I  can  here  mark  all. 
lExeunt  Julbtta  and  Hippolita  ;  Crocaljb  conceals 
herself  on  one  side  of  the  Stage. 

Enter  Tibalt  and  Master. 

Here's  captain  Careless,   and    the    tough   Ship- 
Master  ; 
The  slaves  are  nosed  like  vultures:  How  wild  they 

Tib,  Ha  !  [look  ! 

The  mystery  of  this  some  good  hobgoblin 
Rise  and  reveal  1 

Mast,  I  am  amazed  at  it ; 
Nor  can  I  sound  the  intent. 

Tib,  Is  not  this  bread  ? 
Substantial  bread,  not  painted  ? 

Mast.  But  take  heed! 
You  may  be  poison'd. 

Tib.  I  am  sure  I  am  famish'd; 
And  famine,  as  the  wise  man  says,  gripes  tiie  guts 
As  much  as  any  mineral.     This  may  be  treacle 
Sent  to  preserve  me  after  a  long  fast ; 
Or  be  it  viper's  spittle,  I'll  run  the  hazard. 

Mast.  We  are  past  all  fear ;  I'll  take  part  with 

Tib,  Do:  [you. 

And  now,  i' faith,  how  do  you  feel  yourself?  {.Thejf  eat, 
I  find  great  ease  in't.    What's  here  ?  wine,  an't  be 
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Thy  will!  strong  lusty  wine !  [Drinki.']  Well,  fools 
Of  mithridate,  cordials,  and  elixirs ;         [may  talk 
But  from  my  youth  this  was  my  only  physic. 
Here's  a  colour ! 
What  lady's  cheek,  though  cerused  o'er,  comes 

near  it? 
It  sparkles  too,  hangs  out  diamonds :    oh,  my 

sweetheart, 
How  I  will  hug  thee  !  again,  and  again  1 
They  are  poor  drunkards,  and  not  worth  thy  fiiyours, 
That  number  thy  moist  kisses  in  these  crystals. 

Mast,  But,  monsieur. 
Here  are  Buckets,  and  sweet  dishes. 

Tib.  Tush  !  boy's  meat ! 
I  am  past  it ;  Here  is  strong  food,  fit  for  men, 
Nectar,  old  lad ! — Mistress  of  merry  hearts, 
Once  more  I  am  bold  with  you. 

Mast.  Take  heed,  man  ! 
Too  much  will  breed  distemper. 

Tib.  Hast  thou  lived  at  sea 
The  most  part  of  thy  life,  where  to  be  sober. 
While  we  have  wine  aboard,  is  capital  treason. 
And  dost  thou  preach  sobriety  ? 

Mast.  Pr'ythec,  forbear ; 
We  may  offend  in  it ;  we  know  not  for  wliom 
It  was  provided. 

Tib.  I  am  sure  for  me ; 
Therefore /oo/ra  /  when  I  am  full,  let  *em  hang 
I  care  not !  [me  ; 

Mast.  This  has  been  his  temper  ever. 

See,  provoking  dishes ;  candied  eringoes,  and  pota- 

Tib.  I'll  not  touch  'em  ;  I  will  drink  ;        [toes  I 
But  not  a  bit  on  a  march ;  I'll  be  an  eunuch  rather. 

Enter  Albert,  AMrirrA.  an<f  RAVMoifo,  on  one  tide  / 
liAMuaa,  MoRiLLAT,  and  Frantuxs,  an  Uu  other. 

Mast.  Who  are  these  ? 

Tib,  Marry,  who  you  will ; 
I  keep  my  text  here. 

Alb,  Raymond? 

Raym,  Albert? 

Tib,  AyfSLj  I  I'll  be  dnink  alone ; 
Keep  off,  rogues,  or  I'll  belch  ye  into  air ; 
Not  a  drop  here  1 

Amin,  Dear  brother,  pot   not  in   your  eyes 
such  anger ! 
Those  looks,  poison'd  with  fory,  shot  at  him, 
Reflect  on  me.     Oh,  brother,  look  milder,  or 
The  crystal  of  his  temperance  will  turn 
Them  on  yourself. 

Alb,  Sir,  I  have  sought  you  long 
To  find  your  pardon  ;    you  have   plough'd  the 

ocean. 
To  wreak  your  vengeance  on  me,  for  the  rape 
Of  this  fair  virgin.     Now  our  fortune  guides  us 
To  meet  on  sudi  hard  terms,  that  we  need  rather 
A  mutual  pity  of  our  present  state. 
Than  to  expostulate  of  breaches  past. 
Which  cannot  be  made  up.    And  though  it  be 
Far  from  your  power  to  force  me  to  confess 
That  I  have  done  you  wrong,  or  such  submission 
Failing  to  make  my  peace,  to  vent  your  anger, 
You  being  yourself  slaved,  as  I  to  others ; 
Yet  for  your  sister's  sake,  her  blessed  sake. 
In  part  of  recompence  of  what  she  has  suffer'd 
For  my  rash  folly,  the  contagion 
Of  my  black  actions  catching  hold  upon 
Her  purer  innocence,  I  crave  your  mercy ; 
And  wish,  however  several  motives  kept  us 
From  being  friends  while  we  had  hope  to  live, 


Let  death,  which  we  expect,  and  cannot  fly  from. 
End  all  contention ! 

Tib.  Drink  upon  it ; 
'Tis  a  good  motion !  ratify  it  in  wine. 
And  'tis  authentical ! 

Raym.  When  I  consider 
The  ground  of  our  long  difference,  and  look  on 
Our  not-to-be-avoided  miseries. 
It  doth  beget  in  me,  I  know  not  how, 
A  soft  religious  tenderness ;  which  tdls  me, 
Though  we  have  many  faults  to  answer  for 
Upon  our  own  account,  our  father's  crimes 
Are  in  us  punish'd.     Oh,  Albert,  the  course 
They  took  to  leave  us  rich  was  not  honest ; 
Nor  can  that  friendship  last,  which  Virtue  joins  not 
When  first  they  forced  the  industrious  PortacaU 
From  their  plantations  in  the  Happy  Islands 

Croc.  This  is  that  I  watch  for.  [ApaH 

Raym.  And  did  omit  no  tyranny  wbich  men, 
Inured  to  spoil  and  mischief,  could  inflict 
On  the  grieved  sufferers ;  when  by  lawless  rspine 
They    reap'd    the    harvest  which   their  labour 

sow'il ; 
And  not  content  to  force  'em  finom  their  dweOiog 
But  laid  for  'em  ct  sea,  to  ravish  from  'em 
The  last  remainder  of  their  wealth  ;  then,  then. 
After  a  long  pursuit,  each  doubting  other, 
As  guilty  of  the  Portugals'  escape. 
They  did  begin  to  quarrel,  like  ill  ment 
(Forgive  me,  piety,  that  I  call  'em  so  !) 
No  longer  love  or  correspondence  holds. 
Than  it  is  cemented  with  prey  or  profit : 
Then  did  they  turn  those  swonia   they  oft  ha 

bloodied 
With  innocent  gore,  upon  thor  wretch^  selva, 
And  paid  the  forfeit  of  their  cruelty 
Shewn  to  Sebastian  and  his  colony. 
By  being  fatal  enemies  to  each  other. 
Thence  grew  Aminta's  rape,  and  nay  dedre 
To  be  revenged.    And  now  observe  the  issue ! 
As  they  for  spoil  forgot  compassion 
To  women,  (who  should  ever  be  exempted 
From  the  extremities  of  a  lawful  war) 
We  now,  young  able  men,  are  fallen  into 
The  hands  of  women  ;  that,  against  the  soft 
Tenderness  familiar  to  their  sex. 
Will  shew  no  mercy. 

EfUer  Cbocaim, 

Croe,  None,  nnless  you  shew  as 
Our  long-lost  husbands. 
We  are  those  Portugals  you  talk'd  of. 

Raym,  Stay ! 
I  met  upon  the  sea  in  a  tall  ship 
Two  Portugals,  famish'd  almost  to  death. 

Tib.  Our  ship,  by  this  wjne. 
And  those  the  rogues  that  stole  her. 
Left  us  to  famish  in  the  Barren  Islands ! 

Raym,  Some  such  tale  they  told  me  ; 
And  something  of  a  woman,  which  I  find 
To  be  my  sister. 

Croc.  Where  are  these  men  ? 

Raym.  I  left  'em. 
Supposing  they  had  deluded  me 
With  for^d  tales,  in  the  island,  where  tbey  sstd 
They  had  lived  many  years,  the  wretched  ownins 
Of  a  huge  mass  of  treasure. 

Alb.  The  same  men. 
And  that  the  fatal  muck  we  quarreir<!^fbr. 

Croe,  They  were  Portugals,  yon  say  * 
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J7(9».  So  they  profesa'd. 

Cne,  They  may  prove  luch  men  as  may  save 
your  lives : 
And  80  much  1  am  taken  with  fair  hope. 
That  I  will  hazard  life  to  be  resolved  on't. 
How  ctme  you  hither  ? 

Raym.  My  ship  lies  by  the  river's  mouth. 
That  can  convey  ye  to  these  wretched  men 
Which  yoa  desire  to  see. 

Croc.  Back  to  your  prisons. 
And  pray  for  the  success  1  If  they  be  those 
Which  1  denre  to  find,  you  are  safe ;  if  not» 
Prepare  to  die  to-morrow  I  for  the  world 
CaoDot  redeem  ye. 

Alb.  However,  we  are  arm'd 
For  either  fortune. 

lEjetunt  all  but  Tibalt  and  Crocalk. 

Tii,  What  must  become  of  me  now. 
That  I  am  not  dismissed  ? 

Cne,  Oh,  sir,  I  purpose 
To  have  your  company. 

Tib.  Take  heed,  wicked  woman ! 
I  am  apt  to  mischief  now. 

Croc.  Yon  cannot 
Be  so  ankind,  to  her  that  give%  you  liberty. 

Tii.  No, 
I  shall  be  too  kind,  that's  the  devil  on't ! 
I  have  had  store  of  good  wine ;  and  when  I '  am 
Joan  is  a  lady  to  me,  and  I  shall  lay  [drunk, 

Aboat  me,  like  a  lord.     I  feel  strange  motions  ! 
Avoid  me,  temptation ! 

Cne.  Come,  air,  I'll  help  you  in.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.— TAff  Desart  Island. 
EnUr  SKBASnAir  and  Nicuia. 
Nw.  What  may  that  be 
That  moves  upon  the  lake  ? 

Sib.  Still  it  draws  nearer ; 
And  now  I  plainly  can  discern  it : 
It  is  the  French  ship. 
!     yic.  In  it  a  woman, 
^  seems  to  invite  us  to  her. 

5«6.  StiU  she  calls 
I  With  ngns  of  love  to  hasten  to  her  : 
^  lovely  hope  doth  still  appear, 
1  feel  nor  age,  nor  weakness. 

'Mc.  Though  it  bring  death, 
To  OS  'tis  comfort,  and  deserves  a  meeting  : 
Or  else  Fortune  tired  with  what  we  have  suffered, 
And  in  it  overcome,  as  it  may  be, 
^ov  sets  a  period  to  our  misery.  IBxeunt. 


SCENE  W.-'The  Island  of  the  Amazons.    An 
Altar  prepared.    Horrid  Music. 
Enter  seeeraUjft  Raymond,  Albbrt,  and  Aminta. 

A^.  What  dreadful  sounds  are  these? 

Amn,  Infernal  music, 
Kt  for  a  bloody  feast. 

Aih.  It  seems  prepared 
To  kill  our  courages,  ere  they  divorce 
Oar  souls  and  bf^es. 

i%is.  But  they  that  fearless  fall, 
''^prive  them  of  their  triumph. 

^^ -iUar prepared.  £fi(crRoi»ixiA,  Ciabimda,  Julxtta, 

HlPPOLITA,  tgc. 

^•w.  See  the  furies, 
IQ  their  foil  trim  of  cruelty  I 


Ros.  'Tis  the  last 
Duty  that  I  can  pay  to  my  dead  lord. 
Set  out  the  altar  !   I  myself  will  be 
The  priest,  and  boldly  do  those  horrid  rites 
You  shake  to  think  on.  Lead  these  captains  nearer ; 
For  they  shall  have  the  honour  to  fall  first 
To  my  Sebastian^s  ashes.     And  now,  wretches, 
As  I  am  taught  already,  that  you  are. 
And  lately  by  your  free  confession, 
French  pirates,  and  the  sons  of  those  I  hate 
Even  equal  with  the  devil ;  hear,  with  horror, 
What  'tis  invites  me  to  this  cruel  course. 
And  what  you  are  to  suffer !    No  Amazons  we. 
But  women  of  Portugal,  that  must  have  from  you 
Sebastian  and  Nicusa :  We  are  they 
That  groan'd  beneath  your  fathers'  wrongs !  We 
Those  wretched  women  [are 

Their  injuries  pursued  and  overtook, 
And  from  the  sad  remembrance  of  our  losses 
We  are  taught  to  be  crueL  When  we  were  forced 
From  that  sweet  air  we  breathed  in,  by  their  rapine, 
And  sought  a  place  of  being,  as  the  seas 
And  winds  conspired  vrith  their  ill  purposes, 
To  load  us  with  afflictions,  in  a  storm 
That  fell  upon  us,  the  two  ships  that  brought  us, 
To  seek  new  fortunes  in  an  unknown  world. 
Were  severed ;  the  one  bore  all  the  able  men, 
Our  treasure  and  our  jewels  ;  in  the  other 
We  women  were  embark'd,  and  fell  upon. 
After  long  tossing  in  the  troubled  main. 
This  pleasant  island  ;  but  in  few  months. 
The  men  that  did  conduct  us  hither  died  : 
We  long  before  had  given  our  husbands  lost. 
Rememb'ring  what  we  had  suffer'd  by  the  French, 
We  took  a  solemn  oath  ne'er  to  admit 
The  cursed  society  of  men.    Necessity 
Taught  us  those  arts,  not  usual  to  our  sex  ; 
And  the  fertile  earth  yielding  abundance  to  us, 
We  did  resolve,  thus  shaped  like  Ams^ons 
To  end  our  lives  :  But  when  you  arrived  here. 
And  brought  as  presents  to  us  our  own  jewels. 
Those  which  were  borne  in  the  other  ship — 
How  can  ye  hope  to  'scape  our  vengeance  ? 

Amin.  It  boots  not  then  to  swear  our   inno- 
cence ? 

Alb.  Or   that  we  never   forced    it  from    the 
owners  ? 

Raym.  Or  that  there  are  a  remnant  of  that  wreck, 
And  not  far  off  ? 

Ros.  All  you  affirm,  I  know. 
Is  but  to  win  time ;  therefore  prepare  your  throats ; 
The  world  shall  not  redeem  ye !  And,  that  your  cries 
May  find  no  entrance  to  our  ears,  to  move 
Pity  in  any,  bid  loud  music  sound 
Their  fiital  knells !  If  ye  have  prayers,  use  'em 

Quickly,  to  any  power  will  own  ye 

Enter  Crocals,  Skbastian,  Nicusa,  and  Tibalt. 
But  ha  I  who  are  these  ?  what  spectacles  of  mis- 
fortune ? 
Why  are  their  looks  so  full  of  joy  and  wonder  ? 

Croc.  Oh,  lay  by 
These  instruments  of  death,  and  welcome  to 
Your  arms  what  you  durst  never  hope  to  embrace  ! 
This  is  Sebastian  :  this  Nicusa,  madam  ; 
Preserved  by  miracle. — Look  up,  dear  sir, 
And  know  your  own  Rosellia  !  be  not  lost 
In  wonder  and  amazement ;  or  if  nature 
Can,  by  instinct,  instruct  you  what  it  is, 
To  be  bless'd  vrith  the  name  of  father,  freely 
Enjoy  it  in  this  fair  virgin  I 
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Seb,  Though  my  miseries, 
And  many  years  of  wants  I  have  endured , 
May  well  deprive  me  of  the  memory 
Of  all  joys  past ;  yet,  looking  on  this  building, 
This  min'd  building  of  a  heavenly  form 
In  my  Rosellia,  I  must  remember 
I  am  Sebastian. 

Hos.  Oh,  my  joys  ! 

Seb.  And  here, 
I  see  a  perfect  model  of  thyself, 
As  thou  wert  when  thy  choice  first  made  thee 

mine! 
These  cheeks  and  fronts,  though  wrinkled  now 

with  time. 
Which  art  cannot  restore,  had  equal  pureness 
Of  natural  white  and  red,  and  as  much  ravishing : 
Which,  by  fair  order  and  succession, 
1  see  descend  on  her  ;  and  may  thy  virtues 
Wind  into  her  form,  and  make  her  a  perfect  dower, 
No  part  of  thy  sweet  goodness  wanting  to  her  I 
I  will  not  now,  Rosellia,  ask  thy  fortunes. 
Nor  trouble  thee  with  hearing  mine ; 
Those  shall  hereafter  serve  to  make  glad  hours 
In  their  relation.    All  past  wrongs  forgot, — 
I'm  glad  to  see  you,  gentlemen  ;  but  most. 
That  it  is  in  my  power  to  save  your  lives  ; 


You  saved  ours,  when  we  were  near  starved  at  sea, 
A.nd  I  despair  not^-for,  if  she  be  mine, 
Rosellia  can  deny  Sebastian  nothing. 

Ro8.  She  does  give  up 
Herself,  her  power  and  joys,  and  all,  to  you. 
To  be  discharged  of  'em  as  too  burdensome : 
Welcome  in  any  shape  I 

Seb,  Sir,  in  your  looks  I  read         [Ta  Batmosp. 
Your  suit  of  my  Clarinda  ;  she  is  yours. 
And,  lady,  if  it  be  in  me  to  confirm 
Your  hopes  in  this  brave  gentleman,  presume 
I  am  your  servant. 

Alb.  We  thank  you,  sir. 

Amin.  Oh,  happy  hour ! 

Alb.  Oh,  my  dear  Aminta, 
Now  all  our  fears  are  ended. 

Tib.  Here  I  fix  ;  she  is  mettle, 
Steel  to  the  back,  and  will  cut  my  leaden  dagger, 
If  not  used  with  discretion. 

Croc.  You  are  still  no  changeling. 

Seb.  Nay,  all  look  cheerfully ;  for  none  shall  be 
Denied  their  lawful  wishes.    When  a  while 
We  have  here  refreshed  ourselves,  we  will  return 
To  our  several  homes :  And  well  that  Voyage  ends, 
That  makes  of  deadly  enemies,  fiuthfdl  friends  I 
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WIT    AT    SEVERAL    WEAPONS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.E. 


Sn  PKUnnouB  Ouxnurr,  an  old  Knight,  a 

ffreat  admirer  of  Wit, 
WiTTYPATK  OLDciurT,  htf  Father's  ou/n  Son, 
Sn  Obsooby  Fop,  a  witie$i  Lord  of  Land, 
Ci'XVivaBAii.  a  discreet  Gentleman,  Sir  Obs- 

flORv's  Comrade  and  tupplanter. 
to itajow  0«miv.  a  decap'd  |  ^^  ^^^^^.^^ 

?J^:apoor  Scholar,  f  Campanione. 


FoicpBY  DooDLS,  a  Clown,  Sir  Orboory's  Man, 
a  piece  of  puff-paste,  like  his  Master, 

Mastbr  Crbdulous.  Nephew  to  Bit  Pbrpioiods, 
a  shallow-brained  Sch<^r. 

Niece  to  Sir  Pbrpidious.  a  rich  and  witty  Heir, 
Lady  Ruinous,  Wife  to  Sir  Ruinous. 
Guardianeas  to  Sir  Pkrfidious  his  Niece,  an  old 

doting  Crone. 
Mirabbll,  the  OnoTdianeBa'B  Niece. 


SCENE,—  London. 


ACT    I. 


SCEKE  l.^A  Room  in  Oldcbaft'b  Houte, 

Enter  Sir  Pbrvioioub  Oukrapt  and  WrrrYPATS. 

Wuty.  Sir,  I'm  no  boy ;  I'm  deep  in  one  and 
Tbc  second  year's  approaching.  [twenty ; 

Oide.  A  fine  time  for 
A  youth  to  fire  by  his  wits  then,  I  should  think, 
If  e'er  he  mean  to  make  account  of  any. 

Wiuy.  Wits,  sir? 

(Mc  Ay,  wits,  sir ;  if  it  be  so  strange  to  thee. 
Km  sorry  I  spent  that  time  to  get  a  fool, 
I  might  hsTe  employ'd  my  pains  a  great  deal  better : 
TW  ksow'st  aU  that  I  have  I  ha*  got  by  my  wits. 
And  yet  to  see  how  uigent  thou  art  too ! 
It  grieres  me  tfaoa  art  so  degenerate 
To  tnmble  me  for  means ;  I  never  offered  it 
My  patents  from  a  school-boy;  past  nineteen  once, 
(See what  these  times  are  grown  to,)  before  twenty 
I  rushed  into  the  world,  which  is  indeed  much  like 
^  art  of  swimming,  he  that  will  attain  to't 
Most  fidl  plump,  and  duck  himself  at  first, 
Aad  that  will  make  him  hardy  and  adYenturous ; 
And  not  stand  putting  in  one  foot,  and  shiver. 
And  then  draw  toother  after,  like  a  quake-buttock ; 
^di  he  may  make  a  padler  i*  the  world. 
From  hind  to  mouth,  but  never  a  brave  swimmer, 
^2"^  up  by  th'  chin,  as  I  bore  up  myself, 
With  my  strong  industry  that  never  fail'd  me ; 
For  he,  that  lies  borne  up  with  patrimonies, 
L<ook8  like  a  long  great  ass  that  swims  with  blad- 


Come  bat  one  prick  of  adverse  fortune  to  him. 
He  sinks,  because  he  never  tried  to  swim, 
Wlwu  Wit  plays  with  the  billows  that  choak'd  him. 
Witty.  Why,  is  it  not  a  fashion  for  a  father,  sir, 
Oat  of  his  yeairly  thousands  to  allow 
Htt  only  son  a  competent  brace  of  hundreds, 
Ornidkatoy  ? 


Olde,  Yes ;  if  he  mean  to  spoil  him. 
Or  mar  his  wits,  he  may,  but  never  I. 
This  is  my  humour,  sir,  which  youll  find  constant ; 
I  love  wit  so  well,  because  I  lived  by't,  that  I'll 
Give  no  man  power  out  of  my  means  to  hurt  it. 
And  that's  a  kind  of  gratitude  to  my  raiser. 
Which  great  ones  oft  forget.     I  admire  much 
This  age's  dullness  !  When  I  scarce  writ  man. 
The  fint  degree  that  e'er  I  took  in  thriving, 
I  lay  intelligencer  close  for  wenching. 
Could  give  this  lord,  or  knight,  a  true  certificate 
Of  all  the  maidenheads  extant ;  how  many  lay 
'Mongst  chambermaids,  how  many  'mongst  Ex- 
change wenches, 
(Though  never  many  there,  I  must  confess. 
They  have  a  trick  to  utter  ware  so  fast ;) 
I  knew  which  lady  had  a  mind  to  fall. 
Which  gentlewoman  new  divorced,  which  trades- 
man breaking, 
The  price  of  every  sinner  to  a  h?nr. 
And  where  to  raise  each  price ;  which  were  the 

termers 
That  would  give  velvet  petticoats,  tissue  gowns. 
Which  pieces,  angels,  suppers,  and  half-crowns  : 
I  knew  how  to  match,  and  make  my  market ; 
Could  give  intelligence  where  the  pox  lay  leger. 
And  then  to  see  the  lechers  shift  a  point 
'Twas  sport  and  profit  too ;  how  they  would  shun 
Their  adored  mistress'  chambers,  and  run  fearfully, 
Like  rats  from  burning  houses !  so  brought  I 
My  clients  o'  the  game  still  safe  together. 
And  noble  gamesters  loved  me,  and  I  felt  it. 
Give  me  a  man  that  lives  by  his  wits,  say  I, 
And's  never  left  a  groat !  there's  the  true  gallant. 
When  I  grew  somewhat  pursy,  I  grew  then 
In  men's  opinions  too,  and  confidences  ; 
They  put  things  call'd  executorships  upon  me. 
The  charge  of  orphans,  little  senseless  creatures. 


330 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 


ACT  1. 


Whom  in  their  childhooda  I  bound  forth  to  felt- 
makers, 
To  make  'em  lose,  and  work  away  their  gentry, 
DiBguise  their  tender  natures  with  hard  custom. 
So  wrought  'em  out  in  time;  there  I  rose  ungently. 
Nor  do  I  fear  to  discourse  this  unto  thee ; 
I'm  arm'd  at  all  points  against  treachery, 
I  hold  my  humour  firm ;  if  I  can  see  thee  thrive  by 
Thy  wits  while  I  live,  I  shall  have  the  more  courage 
To  trust  thee  with  my  lands  when  I  die  ;  if  not, 
The  next  best  wit  I  can  hear  of,  carries  'em  : 
For  since  in  my  time  and  knowledge  so  many  rich 

children 
Of  the  city  conclude  in  beggary,  I'd  rather 
Make  a  wise  stranger  my  executor 
Than  a  foolish  son  my  heir,  and  have  my  lands 

call'd  after 
My  wit  than  after  my  name ;  and  that's  my  nature. 
Witty,  'Tis  a  strange  harsh  one !  Must  I  still 

shift  then  ? — 
I  come,  brave  cheats !  once  to  my  trade  again ! 
And  I'll  ply't  harder  now  than  e'er  I  did  for't. — 
You'll  part  with  nothing  then,  sir  ? 
Oldc,  Not  a  jot,  sir. 

Witty,  If  I  should  ask  your  blessing  ere  I  go, 

I  think  you  would  not  give't  me.  [sir, 

Oldc,  Let  me  but  hear  thou  livest  by  thy  wits 

once. 
Thou  shait  have  anything;  thou'rt  none  of  mine 
Then  why  should  I  take  care  for  thee  ?  [else! 

Witty,  Thank  your  bounty !  lExit. 

Oldo,  So  wealth  love  me,  and  long  life,  I  beseech 
As  I  do  love  the  man  that  lives  by  his  wits,      [it. 
He  comes  so  near  my  nature  !  I'm  grown  old  now, 
And  even  arrived  at  my  Last  cheat,  I  fear  me ; 
But  'twill  make  shift  to  bury  me,  by  day-light  too, 
And  discharge  all  my  legacies,  'tis  so  wealthy, 
And  never  trouble  any  interest  money. 
I've  yet  a  niece  to  wed,  over  whose  steps 
I  have  placed  a  trusty  watchful  Guardianess, 
For  fear  some  poor  earl  steal  her  ('t  has  been 

threaten'd) 
To  redeem  mortgaged  land,  but  he  shall  miss  on't ; 
To  preventwhich,  I  have  sought  out  a  match  for  her. 
Fop  of  Fop- Hall  he  writes  himself,  (I  take  it. 
The  ancient'st  Fop  in  England,)  with  whom  I'm 

privately 
Compounded  for  the  third  part  of  her  portion. 
And  she  seems  pleased;  so  two  parts  rest  with  me. 

SfiUr  Bin  Gmoory  Fop  and  Cunktnoham. 

He's  come.*-Sir Gregory,  welcome !  What's  he,  sir  ? 

Greg,  Young  Cunningham,  a  Norfolk  gentleman, 
One  that  has  lived  upon  the  Fops,  my  kindred. 
Ever  since  my  remembrance.     He's  a  wit  indeed. 
And  we  all  strive  to  have  him  ;  nay,  'tis  certain 
Some  of  our  name  has  gone  to  law  for  him. 
Now  'tis  my  turn  to  keep  him  ;  and  indeed 
He's  plaguy  chargeable,  as  all  your  wits  are : 
But  I  will  give  him  over  when  I  list ; 
I  ha'  used  wits  so  before. 

Oldo,  I  hone  when  you're  married,  sir, 
Yon'U  shake  nim  off. 

Greg,  Why,  what  do  you  take  me  to  be. 
Old  iather-i*-law  that  shall  be  ?    Do  you  think 
III  have  any  of  the  vrits  hang  upon  me  after  I'm 

married  once  ? 
None  of  my  kindred  ever  had  before  me. 
But  Where's  this  niece  ?     Is  it  a  fashion  in  London 
To  marry  a  woman  and  never  see  her  ? 


Oldc,  Excuse  the  niceness,  sir!  that  care's  joar 
friend; 
Perhaps,  had  she  been  seen,  you  had  never  seen 

her: 
There's  many  a  spent  thing,  call'd  An*t  like  yottr 

honour^ 
That  lies  in  wait  for  her :  At  first  snap  she's  • 

countess. 
Drawn  with  six  mares  through  Fleet-street,  sod  a 

coachman. 
Sitting  bareheaded  to  their  Flanders  buttocks.— 
This  whets  him  on.  i-^'*^- 

Greg,  Pray  let's  clap  up  tiie  business,  sir ! 
I  long  to  see  her.    Are  yon  sure  you  have  her  ? 
Is  she  not  there  already  ?     Hark,  oh,  hark ! 
Oldc,  How  now  ?  what's  that,  sir  ? 
Greg,  Every  caroch  goes  by. 
Goes  even  to  th'  heart  of  me. 

Oldc,  I'll  have  that  doubt  eased,  sir, 
InstanUy  eased,  Sir  Gregory :  And,  now  I  think 

on't, 
A  toy  comes  i'  my  mind,  seeing  your  fnend  there; 
We'U  have  a  little  sport,  give  you  but  way  to't. 
And  put  a  trick  upon  her  ;  I  love  wit  predooalT ! 
You  shall  not  be  seen  yet ;  we'll  stale  your  friend 

first, 
Ift  please  but  him  to  stand  for  th'  anti-masque. 
Greg,  Puh,  he  shall  stand  for  anything  (vbf 
his  supper 
Lies  i'  my  breeches  here ;)  I'll  make  him  fast  else. 
Oldc.  Then  come  you  forth  more  unexpectedly, 
The  masone  itself,  a  thousand  a-year  jointure : 
The  cloud,  your  friend,  will  be  then  drawn  awsy, 
And  only  you  the  beauty  of  the  play. 

Greg,  For  red  and  black,  I'll  put  down  all  yoar 

fullers ; 

Let  but  your  niece  bring  white,  and  we  have  diree 

colours.  lExll  Grmmbt. 

Oldc,  I'm  given  to  understand  yon  are  a  wit,  sir. 

Cunn,  I'm  one  that  fortune  shewa  small  fsTOor 

to,  sir. 
Oldc*  Why,  there  yon  conclude  it,  whether  700 
will  or  no,  sir. 
To  tell  you  truth,  I'm  taken  with  a  wit. 

Cunn.  Fowlers  catch  woodcocks  so;  let  not 

them  know  so  much  1 
Oldc,  A  pestilence  mazard  1  a  dnke  Humphrey 
spark,  i^*^ 

He  had  rather  lose  his  dinner  than  his  jest ! 
I  say,  I  love  a  wit  the  best  of  all  things. 
Cunn,  Always  except  yourself. 
Oldc,  He  has  given't  me  twice  now 
All  with  a  breath,  I  thank  him  1  But  that  I  love  i 
I  should  be  heartily  angry.  [«iti 

Enter  Niece  and  Guardisneat. 

Cuds,  my  Niece ! 
You  know  the  business  with  her  ? 

Cunn,  With  a  woman  ? 
'Tis  even  the  very  same  it  was,  Fm  rare, 
Five  thousand  years  ago,  no  f(K>l  can  miss  it. 

Oldc,  This  is  the  gentleman  I  promised,  Nietf] 
To  present  to  your  i^ection. 

Cunn,  'Ware  that  arrow ! 

Oldc,  Deliver  me  the  truth  now  of  your  tikinf  . 

Cunn,  I'm  spoil'd  already ;  that  soch  poor  M 
game 
Should  be  found  out  as  I  am ! 

Oldc,  Go,  set  to  her,  sir. — Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Cunn,  How  noble  is  this  virtue  in  you,  lady  I 
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Your  eye  may  seem  to  commit  a  thoasand  slangh- 
On  yoor  doll  servants,  which,  truly  tasted,  [ters 
Conclode  all  in  comforts. 

(M^.  Pah! 

Xiece.  It  rather  shews  what  a  true  worth  can 
Such  as  yoars  is.  [make, 

OUe,  And  that's  not  worth  a  groat. — 
Hov  like  yon  him,  Niece  ? 

Niice.  It  shall  appear  how  well,  sir : 
]  humbly  thank  you  for  him. 

Olde.  Ha.  ha !  goodgullery !  he  does  it  well,  i'faith. 
'Li^t,  as  if  he  meant  to  purchase  Up-land  there : 
Hold,  hold  !  bear  off,  I  say  ! 
'Stid,  your  part  hangs  too  long. 

CiiAa.  My  joys  are  mockeries. 

Niece.  Yon  have  both  expressed  a  worthy  care 
and  love,  sir : 
Had  mine  own  eye  been  set  at  liberty 
To  make  a  public  choice,  (believe  my  truth,  sir,) 
It  conld  not  ha'  done  better  for  my  heart 
Than  your  good  providence  has. 

Oldc.  Yon  will  say  so  then  ! 
Alas,  sveet  Niece,  all  this  is  bnt  the  scabbard ; 
Nov  I  draw  forth  the  weapon. 

Niece.  How ! 

Olde.  Sir  Gregory ! 
Approach,  thou  lad  of  thousands ! 

Enter  Sra  Gbcoory. 

Greg.  Who  calls  me  ? 

Nieee.  What  motion's  this  ?  the  model  of  Ni- 
nivefa? 

Oide.  Accost  her  daintily  now,  let  me  advise  thee ! 

Greg.  I  was  advised  to  bestow  dainty  cost  on  you. 

Nieee.  Yon  were  ill-advised ;   back,  and  take 
better  counsel ! 
Yoo  may  have  good  for  an  angel :  The  least  cost 
Yoa  can  bestow  upon  a  woman,  sir. 
Trebles  ten  counsellors'  fees  ;  in  lady- ware. 
You're  over  bead  and  ears,  ere  you  be  aware. 
'Faith,  keep  a  bachelor  still,  and  go  to  bowls,  sir, 
FoUowyour  mistress  there,  and  prick  and  save,  sir ! 
For  other  mistresses  will  make  you  a  slave,  sir. 

Greg.  So,  so  1  I  have  my  lerrepoop  already  ? 

Olde.  Why,  how  now.  Niece  !  this  is  the  man, 
I  tell  you ! 

Niece.  He  ?  hang  him !  Sir,  I  know  you  do  but 
This  ii  die  man  yon  would  say.  [mock ; 

OUe.  The  devU  rides,  I  think ! 

Cvna.  I  must  use  cunning  here.  lAeide. 

Olde.  Make  me  not  mad!    use  him  with  all 
Hiu  M  the  man,  I  swear.  [respect ! 

Nieee.  'Would  you  could  persuade  me  to  that ! 
•Vlas,  jou  cannot  go  beyond  me,  uncle : 
W  carry  a  jest  well,  I  must  confess, 
For  a  man  of  your  years  ;  but 

Olde^  I'm  wrought  beside  myself ! 

Cttim.  [To  the  Gnardianess.]  I  ne'er  beheld 
comeliness  till  this  minute. 

Guard.  Oh,  good  sweet  sir,  pray  offer  not  these 
To  an  old  gentlewoman  !  [words 

Ateee.  Sir! 

Cunn.  Away,  fifteen ! 
Here's  fifty-one  exceeds  thee. 

Nieee,  What's  the  business  ? 

CttRA.   Give    me    these    motherly   creatures! 
Come,  ne'er  smother  it ; 
I  know  you  are  a  teeming  woman  yet. 

Guard.  'Troth,  a  young  gentleman  might  do 
rnnch,  I  think,  sir. 


Cunn.  Go  to  then. 

Guard.  And  I  should  play  my  part,  or  I  were 
Niece.  Can  you  so  soon  neglect  me?  [ingrateful. 
Cuitn.  Hence  !  I'm  busy. 

[  Whupere  with  the  OuardianeM. 

Oldo.  This  cross  point  came  in  luckily. — Impu- 
dent  baggage, 
Hang  from  the  gentleman  !  art  thou  not  ashamed 
To  be  a  widow's  hindrance  ? 

Cunn.  Are  you  angry,  sir  ?  [desire 

Olde.  You're  welcome !  pray  court  on  :  I  shall 
Your  honest  wise  acquaintance. — Vex  me  not, 
After  my  care  and  pains  to  find  a  match  for  thee, 
Lest  I  confine  thy  life  to  some  out-chamber. 
Where  thou  shalt  waste  the  sweetness  of  thy  youth. 
Like  a  consuming  light  in  her  own  socket, 
And  not  allow'd  a  male-creature  about  thee  ! 
A  very  monkey,  thy  necessity 
Shall  prize  at  a  thousand  pound ;   a  chimney- 
At  fifteen  hundred.  [sweeper 

Niece.  But  are  you  serious,  uncle  .' 

Olde.  Serious. 

Niece.  Pray  let  me  look  upon  the  gentleman 
With  more  heed }  then  I  did  but  hum  him  over. 

In  haste,  'good  faith,  as  lawyers  chancery  sheets. 

Beshrew  my  blood,  a  tolerable  man, 
Now  I  distinctly  read  him  ! 

Greg,  Hum,  hum,  hum! 

Niece.  Say  he  be  black,  he's  of  a  very  good 
pitch ; 
Well-ankled,  two  good  confident  calves,  they  look 
As  if  they  would  not  shrink  at  the  ninth  child  ; 
The  redness  in  the  face — why,  that's  in  fashion. 
Most  of  your  high  bloods  have  it;  [a]  sign  of 

greatness,  marry ; 
'Tis  to  be  taken  down  too  with  May-butter : 
I'll  send  to  my  lady  Spend-tail  for  her  medicine. 

Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  de  dum  !  IHunu. 

Niece.  He's  qualified  too,  believe  me. 

Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  de  dum,  de  dum  ! 

Niece.  Where  was  my  judgment  ? 

Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  dum,  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum ! 

Niece.  Perfection's  cover'd  mess. 

Greg.  Lum  te  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum  I  ' 

Niece.  [Ande,"]  It  smokes  apparently.— Pardon, 
The  error  of  my  sex  !  [sweet  sir, 

OldCs  Why,  well  said.  Niece  ! 
Upon  submission,  you  must  pardon  her  now,  sir. 

Greg.  I'll  do't  by  course :  Do  you  think  I  am 
an  ass,  knight  ? 
Here's  first  my  hand ;  now  it  goes  to  the  seal-office. 

IKistee  her* 

Oldo.  Formally  finish'd! — How  goes  this  suit 
forward  ? 

Cunn.  I'm  taking  measure  of  the  widow's  mind, 
I  hope  to  fit  her  heart.  £gir ; 

Guard.  Who  would  have  dreamt 
Of  a  young  morsel  now  '  Things  come  in  minutes ! 

Greg.  Trust  him  not,  widow ;  he's  a  younger 
brother, 
He'll  swear  and  lie ;  believe  me,  he's  worth  nothing. 

Guard.  He  brings  more  content  to  a  woman 
with  that  nothing. 
Than  he  that  brings  his  thousands  without  any- 
thing ; 
We  have  precedents  for  that  amongst  great  ladies. 

Olde.  Come,  come !  no  language  now  shall  be 
in  fashion 
But  your  love-phrase,  the  bell  to  procreation. 

{Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II.— A  Street 

Enter  Sir  Ruinous  Obntry,  Wittypatk,  and  Pribcian, 

disguised. 

Witty,  Pox,  there's  nothing  puts  me  besides  my 
wits,  but  this  fourth,  this  lay  illiterate  share ; 
there's  no  conscience  in't. 

Rnin,  Sir,  it  has  ever  been  so  where  I  have 
practised,  and  must  be  still  where  I  am.  Nor  has 
it  been  undeserved  at  the  year's  end,  and  shuffle 
the  almanack  together,  vacations  and  term-times, 
one  with  another ;  though  I  say%  my  wife  is  a 
woman  of  a  good  spirit ;  then  it  is  no  lay -share. 

Pris,  'Faithy  for  this  five  year,  ego  possum  pro- 
hare,  I  have  had  a  hungry  penurious  share  with 
'em,  and  she  has  had  as  much  as  I  always. 

Witty,  Present,  or  not  present  ? 

Pris.  Residens  out  non  residens,  perfidem  ! 

Witty.  And  what  precedent's  this  for  me  !  be- 
cause your  hie  et  hac,  turpis  and  qui  mihi  disci- 
pulus  brains  (that  never  got  anything  but  by  acci- 
dence and  uncertainty)  did  allow  it,  therefore  I 
must,  that  have  grounded  conclusions  of  wit,  here- 
ditary rules  from  my  fisither,  to  get  by  ? 

Ruin,  Sir,  be  compendious ;  either  take  or  re- 
fuse :  I  will  bate  ho  token  of  my  vrife's  share ; 
make  even  the  last  reckonings,  and  either  so  unite, 
or  here  divide  company. 

Pris,  A  good  resolution  prqfeoto  !  let  every 
man  beg  his  own  way,  and  happy  man  be  his  dole  ! 

Witty.  Well,  here's  your  double  share  and 
single  brains,  Pol,  mdipol,  here's  toward ;  a 
castor  ecastor  for  you  !  I  will  endure  it  a  fortnight 
longer,  bat  by  these  just  fiv^  ends 

Pris.  Take  heed  I  five's  odd ;  put  both  hands 
together,  or  severally  they  are  all  odd  unjust  ends. 

Witty.  MediusfieUus,  hold  your  tongue!  I  de- 
pose you  from  half  a  share  presently  else :  I  will 
make  you  a  participle,  and  decline  you  ;  now  you 
understand  me !  Be  you  a  quiet  conjunction 
amongst  the  undeclined ;  you  and  your  Latin  ends 
shall  go  shift,  solus  cum  solOf  together  else ;  and 
then  if  ever  they  get  ends  of  gold  and  silver, 
enough  to  serve  that  gerundine  maw  of  yours,  that 
without  do  will  end  in  di  and  dum  instantly — 

Enter  Oldcraft  and  Sir  Grboorv. 

Ruin.  Enough,  enough !  Here  comes  company ! 
we  lose  five  shares  in  wrangling  about  one. 

Witty.  My  father?  Put  on,  PriscianI  he  has 
Latin  fragments  too  ;  but  I  fear  him  not  I  I'll  case 
my  face  with  a  little  more  hair,  and  relieve. 

IPuUs  hit  hair  over  his /ace,  and  stands  apart. 

Oldc.  Tush,  nephew !  I'll  call  you  so,  for  if  there 
No  other  obstacles  than  those  you  speak  of,     [be 
They  are  but  powder  charges  without  pellets  ; 
You  may  safely  front  'em,  and  warrant  your  own 
danger. 

Greg.  No  other  that  I  can  perceive,  i'faitfa,  sir : 
for  I  put  her  to't,  and  felt  her  as  far  as  I  could : 
and  the  strongest  repulse  was,  she  said,  she  would 
have  a  little  soldier  in  me,  that,  if  need  were,  I 
should  defend  her  reputation. 

Olde.  And  surely,  sir,  that  is  a  principle 
Amongst  your  principal  ladies  :  They  require 
Valour  eitiier  in  a  friend  or  a  husband. 

Greg.  And  I  allow  their  requests  i'faith,  as  well 
as  any  woman's  heart  can  desire :  If  I  knew  where 
to  get  valour,  I  would  as  willingly  entertain  it  as 
any  man  that  blows. 


Oldc,  Breathes,  breathes,  sir ;  that's  the  sweeter 
phrase. 

Greg.  Blows  for  a  soldier,  i'fiuth,  sir !  and  I'm 
in  practice  that  way. 

Oldc.  For  a  soldier  I  grant  it. 

Greg.  'Slid !  I'll  swallow  some  ballets,  and  good 
round  ones  too,  but  I'll  have  a  little  coldier  in  me. 

Ruin.  Will  you  on  and  beg,  or  steal  and  be 
hanged  ?  [Aside  to  his  Comrades. 

Greg.  And  some  scholar  she  wonld  have  me 
besides. 

Oldc.  Tush,  that  shall  be  no  bar ;  it  is  a  qoahtr 
in  a  gentleman,  but  of  the  least  question. 

PiijB.  Salvete,  domini  benigniuimi,  munificent 
tissimi  / 

Oldc.  Salvete  dicis  ad  nos  9  jubeo  ie  ealvert  ! 
Nay,  sir,  we  have  Latin,  and  other  metal  in  us  too, 
sir. — You  shall  see  me  talk  with  this  fellow  nov. 

Greg.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  talk  widi  him 
too,  if  I  could  understand  him. 

Pris.  Charissimiy  doctissimiquet  domini,  ex 
abundantid  charitaHs  xfestres  estote  propitn  in  me 
juvenem  miserumf  pauperem,  et  omni  eoneolatioae 
ejeulem  I 

Oldc.  A  pretty  scholar,  by  my  faith,  air !  but 
I'll  to  him  again. 

Greg,  Does  he  beg  or  steal  in  this  language,  can 
you  teU,  sir  ?  He  may  take  away  my  good  name 
from  me,  and  I  ne'er  tiie  wiser. 

Oldc.  He  begs,  he  begs,  sir. 

Pris.  JEocef  ecce,  in  oculis  tachrymarttmjiumen  ! 
in  ore  fames  sitisque ;  ignis  in  vultu,  pudor  et 
impudentia;  in  omni  parte  neeeaeiias  et  intA- 
gentuu 

Oldc  Audi  tu  bonus  aoeius  ;  tu  es  scholastieus, 
sic  intelligOf  egofadam  argumentttm. — ^Mark  now, 
sir,  now  I  fetch  him  up  ! 

Greg,  I  have  been  fetched  up  a  huudred  times 
for  this  ;  yet  I  could  never  learn  half  bo  mudi. 

Oldc.  Audi,  et  responde  ;  hoc  est  argumentma : 
nomen  est  nomen — ergo,  quod  est  ttbi  nomenf 
Responde  nunc,  responde  argumeniusn  meujn. — 
Have  I  not  put  him  to't,  sir  ? 

Greg,  Yes,  sir,  I  think  so. 

Witty,  Step  in !  the  rascal  is  put  out  of  his 
penned  speech,  and  he  can  go  no  further. 

[Apart  to  Bit  Rru»ot$. 

Oldc.  Cur  non  respondee  9 

Pris.  O  domine,  tanta  mea  est  miseria 

Witty.  So  he's  almost  in  again. 

Pris.  Ut  nocte  mecum  pemoeteU  egestae,  Ivte 
quotidie  paupertas  habitet. 

Oldc.  Sed  quod  est  tibi  nomen  9  et  guU  dedU  f 
responde  argumentum. 

jPris.  Hem,  hem  ! 

Witty,  He's  dry  ;  he  hems  :  On  quickly ! 

Rum.  Courteous  gentlemen,  if  the  brow  of  • 
military  fiioe  may  not  be  offensive  to  yonr  gener* 
ous  eye-baUs,  let  his  wounds  speak  better  than  hia 
words,  for  some  branch  or  small  sprig  of  charity 
to  be.  planted  upon  this  poor  bsLrren  soil  of  • 
soldier. 

Oldc.  How  now !  what,  arms  and  arta  both  go 
a-begging  ? 

Ruin.  Such  is  the  post-progress  of  cold  chanty 
now-a-days,  who  (for  heat  to  her  firig^d  limbs) 
passes  in  so  swift  a  motion,  that  two  at  the  lA»t 
had  need  be  to  stay  her, 

Greg,  Sir,  let's  reward  'em,  I  pray  you :  and 
be  gone  !    If  any  quarrel  should  ariae  miongsi  bs» 
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1  «m  able  to  answer  ndther  of  them ;  his  iron  and 

steel  tongue  is  as  hard  as  t'other's  Latin  one. 
Oide.  SUy,  stay,  sir !  I  wiU  talk  a  little  with 

him  fiiyt :  let  me  alone  with  both  !    I  will  try 

whether  they  live  by  their  wits  or  no ;  for  sach  a 

min  I  loTc. — ^And,  what,  you  both  beg  together 
I  tfaeo? 

Prifl.  CoHJuncHs  manibuMf  profecto,  domine. 
,      Ruin.  With  equal  fortunes,  equal  distribution ; 
,  there's  not  the  breadth  of  a  sword's  point  uneven 

in  ov  division. 
i     Greg,  What  two  qualities  are  here  cast  away 
.  apoa  two  poor  fellows  !     If  a  man  had  'em  that 

cooid  msintain  'em,  what  a  double  man  were  that  1 
I  if  these  two  fellows  might  be  bought  and  sodden, 

ud  boOed  to  a  jelly,  and  eaten  fasting  every  morn- 
'  iof ,  I  do  not  think  but  a  man  should  find  strange 

thint^  in  his  stomach. 
O/de.  Come,  sir,  join  your  charity  with  mine, 

ud  we'll  make  up  a  couple  of  pence  betwixt  us. 
Greg,  If  a  man  could  have  a  pennyworth  for 

his  penny,  I  would  bestow  more  money  with  'em. 
WU^.  [Comes  forward.']  Save  you,  gentlemen ! 

How  now? — What,  are  you   encountered  here? 

Whtt  fellows  are  these  ? 
Oide.  'Faidi,  sir,  here's  Mars  and  Mercury ;  a 

piir  of  poor  planets,  it  seems,  that  Jupiter  has 

toned  out  to  liwe  by  their  wits,  and  we  are  e'en 

tboot  a  Httle  spark  of  charity  to  kindle  'em  a  new 

fire. 

WiUg.  Stay,  pray  you  stay,  sir!  You  may  abuse 
par  charity,  nay,  make  that  goodness  in  you  no 
better  than  a  vice :  so  many  deceivers  walk  in 
these  shadows  now-a-days,  that  certainly  your 
bomties  were  better  spilt,  than  reserved  to  so 
kwd  ind  vicious  uses. — Which  is  he  that  professes 
the  soldier  ? 

Ruin.  He  that  professes  his  own  profession,  sir, 
uui  the  dangerous  life  he  hath  led  in  it  this  pair  of 
ttlf-score  years. 

Witty.  In  what  services  have  you  been,  sir  ? 

Rum.  The  first  that  fleshed  me  a  soldier,  sir, 
*u  that  great  battle  at  Alcazar,  in  Barbary,  where 
^e  noble  English  Stukeley  fell,  and  where  that  royal 
Fortoj^  Sebastian  ended  his  untimely  days. 

^ittf.  Are  you  sure  Sebastian  died  there  ? 

Atiia.  'Faithy  sir,  there  was  some  other  rumour 
hoped  amongst  us,  that  he,  wounded,  escaped, 
ud^  toQched  on  his  native  shore  again ;  where, 
fiodb^  his  country  at  home  more  distressed  by 
the  inTision  of  the  Spaniard,  than  his  loss  abroad, 
forsook  it,  still  supporting  a  miserable  and  unfbr- 
timate  life,  which  where  he  ended  is  yet  uncertain. 

^<y.  By  my  faith,  sir,  he  speaks  the  nearest 
^  of  truth  in  this. 

Auuft.  Since,  sir,  I  served  in  France,  the  Low 
CoBntries,  lastly,  at  that  memorable  skirmish  at 
Newport,  where  the  forward  and  bold  Scot  there 
jat  his  life  so  freely,  that  from  every  single. 
>^  that  there  fell,  came  home,  from  his  resolu- 
tion, a  double  honour  to  his  country. 

'^'jr.  This  should  be  no  counterfeit,  sir. 

Olde.  I  do  not  think  he  is,  sir. 

^^tff.  But,  sir,  methinks  you  do  not  shew  the 
**'^u  of  a  soldier :  Could  you  so  freely  'scape, 

^(  you  brongfat  home  no  scars  to  be  your  chro. 

aide? 

fi^.  Sir,  I  have  wounds,  and  many ;  but  in 
those  parts  where  nature  and  humanity  bids  me 
"»B)e  to  publish. 


Witty.  A  good  soldier  cannot  want  those  badges. 

Greg.  Now  am  not  I  of  your  mind  in  that ;  for 
I  hold  him  the  best  soldier  that  'scapes  best : 
always  at  a  mock-fencing  I  give  him  the  best  that 
has  the  fewest  knocks. 

Witty.  Nay,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  your  scholar, 
too. — To  ask  you  why  you  should  be  poor,  yet 
richly  learned,  were  no  question,  at  least  you  can 
easily  answer  it ;  but  whether  you  have  learning 
enough  to  deserve  to  be  poor  or  no  (since  poverty 
is  commonly  the  meed  of  learning)  is  yet  to  be 
tried :  you  have  the  languages  ?  I  mean  the  chief, 
as  the  Hebrew,  Syriac,  Greek,  Latin,  &c. 

Pris.  Aliquantulum  ;  non  tottUitetf  domitie. 

Oldc.  The  Latin  I  have  sufficiently  tried  him  in, 
and  I  promise  you,  sir,  he  is  very  well  grounded. 

Witty.  I  will  prove  him  in  some  of  the  rest.— 
Tois  mios  fatheroit  iste  cockscomboy  f 

Pris.  Kay  yonkeron  nigitUm  oy  fouleroi  asinisoy. 

Witty.  Cheateron  ton  biton  9 

Pris.   Tons  pollous  strikerous  angelo  to  peeso. 

Witty.  Qertainly,  sir,  a  very  excellent  scholar 
in  the  Greek. 

Oldc.  I  do  note  a  wond'rous  readiness  in  him. 

Greg,  I  do  wonder  how  the  Trojans  could  hold 
out  ten  years'  siege,  as  'tis  reported,  against  the 
Greeks :  if  Achilles  spoke  but  this  tongue,  I  do 
not  think  but  he  might  have  shaken  down  the  walls 
in  a  sevennight,  and  never  troubled  the  wooden 
horse. 

Witty.  I  will  try  him  so  far  as  I  can  in  the 
Syriac.  Kircom  bragmen,  shay  a  dou  ma  dell 
mathou. 

Pris.  Haahagath  rttbgabaah  thobot  onoriadka. 

Witty.  Colpack  rubasca,  gnawerthem  shig 
shag. 

Pris.  Napshamothem  ribahe  bongomoth  Uuhemech 
nagothi. 

Witty.  Gentlemen,  I  have  done  1  any  man,  that 
can,  go  further !  I  confess  myself  at  a  nonplus. 

Greg.  'Faith,  not  1,  sir ;  I  was  at  my  fiirthest 
in  my  natural  language;  I  was  never  double- 
tongued,  I  thank  my  hard  fortune. 

Witty.  Well,  gentlemen,  'tis  pity,  (walk  further 
off  a  little,  my  friends)  I  say,  'tis  pity  such  fellows, 
so  endowed,  so  qualified  with  the  gifts  of  nature 
and  arts,  yet  should  have  such  a  scarcity  of  For- 
tune's benefits :  we  must  blame  our  iron -hearted 
age  for  it. 

Oldc.  'Tis  pity  indeed  ;  and  our  pity  shall  speak 
a  little  for  'em :  Come,  sir !  here's  my  groat. 

Witty.  A  groat,  sir  ? — oh  fy  I  give  nothing 
rather  1  'Twere  better  you  railed  on  'em  for  beg- 
ging, and  so  quit  yourself:  I  am  a  poor  gentleman, 
that  have  little  but  my  wits  to  live  on 

Oldc.  Troth,  and  I  love  you  the  better,  sir. 

Witty.  Yet  I'll  begin  a  better  example  than  so : 
— Here,  fellows,  there's  between  you  ;  take  purse 
and  all;  and  I  would  it  were  heavier  for  your 
sakes  !  there's  a  pair  of  angels  to  guide  you  to  your 
lodgings,  a  poor  gentleman's  good  will ! 

Pris.  Gratiot,  m€upimaa  gratias,  benigtuisime 
domine  ! 

Olde.  This  is  an  ill  example  for  us,  sir :  I  would 
this  bountiful  gentleman  had  not  come  this  way 
to-day. 

Greg.  Pox,  we  must  not  shame  ourselves  now, 
sir !  I'll  give  as  much  as  that  gentleman,  though 
I  never  be  soldier  or  scholar  while  I  live : — here, 
friends  ;  there's  a  piece,  that,  if  he  were  divided, 
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I  would  make  a  pair  of  angels  for  me  too,  in  the  love 
I    I  bear  to  the  sword  and  the  tongues. 

OMc.  My  largess  shall  be  equal  too,  and  much 
good  do  you. — This  bounty  is  a  little  abatement  of 
my  wit  though,  I  feel  that. 

Ruin,  May  soldiers  ever  defend  such  charities  ! 

PrU.  And  scholars  pray  for  their  encrease  ! 

Oldc.  Fare  you  well ! — Sir,  these  fellows  may 
pray  for  you  ;  you  have  made  the  scholar's  com- 
mons exceed  to-day.  And,  a  word  with  you,  sir  ! 
You  said  you  lived  by  your  wits ;  if  you  use  this 
bounty,  you'll  beggar  your  wits,  believe  it. 

WiUy.  Oh,  sir,  I  hope  to  encrease  'em  by  it ; 
this  seed  never  wants  his  harvest.  Fare  you  well, 
sir !  iExit, 

Greg,  I  think  a  man  were  as  good  meet  with  a 
reasonable  thief,  as  an  unreasonable  beggar  some- 
times. I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  beg  half  mine 
back  again  :  Can  you  change  my  piece,  my  friends? 

Pris.  Tempora  mutaniuTf  ei  not  muiamur  in 
illi9. 

Greg.  My  gold  is  turned  into  Latin. 

Re-enter  WrrrvPATa. 

Witty,  Look  you,  good  fellows ;  here's  one  round 
shilling  more  that  lay  concealed. 

Olde,  Sir,  away!  we  shall  be  drawn  further 
into  damage  else. 

Greg,  A  pox  of  the  fool !  he  live  by  his  wits  ? 
If  his  wits  leave  him  any  money  but  what  he  begs 
or  steals,  very  shortly,  I'll  be  hanged  for  him. 

[^Exit  with  OuxaiAWT. 

Ruin,  This  breakfast  parcel  was  well  fetched 
off,  i'faith ! 


Witiy,  Tush  t  a  bye-blow  for  mirth ;  we  must 
have  better  purchase  :  We  want  a  fovirth  for 
another  project  that  I  have  ripened. 

Ruin.  My  wife ;  she  shares,  and  can  deserve  it. 

Witty.  She  can  change  her  shape,  and  be 
masculine  ? 

Ruin.  'Tis  one  of  the  freest  conditions :  She 
fears  not  the  crack  of  a  pistol;  she  dares  say 
"  stand !"  to  a  grazier.  * 

Pris.  PrabatumfuU,  pro/eeto,  damine. 

Witty.  Good !  then  you.  Sir  Bacchus  Apollo, 
shall  be  dispatched  with  her  share,  and  some  coun- 
ters, to  meet  us  to-morrow,  at  a  certain  place  and 
time  appointed,  in  the  masculine  gender :  my 
father  has  a  nephew,  and  I  an  own  cousin,  coming 
up  from  the  .university,  whom  he  loves  most  in- 
dulgently ;  easy  master  Credulous  Oldcraft,  (for 
you  know  what  your  mere  academic  is.)  Your 
carrier  never  misses  his  hour :  He  must  not  be 
robbed,  because  he  has  but  little  to  lose  ;  but  be 
must  join  with  ns  in  a  device  that  I  have,  that 
shall  rob  my  fether  of  a  hundred  pieties,  and  thank 
me  to  be  rid  on't :  for  there's  the  ambition  of  my 
wit,  to  live  upon  his  professed  vrit,  that  has  tumed 
me  out  to  live  by  my  wits. 

Pris.  Cum  hirundinis  alts  iibi  regraitUor, 

Witty.  A  male  habit,  a  bag  of  an  hundred  weight, 
though  it  be  counters,  for  my  alchemy  shall  tuni 
'em  into  gold  of  my  father's ;  the  hour,  the  place, 
the  action  shall  be  at  large  set  down :  And,  &ther, 
you  shall  know,  that  I  put  my  portion  to  ose,  that 
you  have  given  me  to  live  by ; 
And  to  confirm  yourself  in  me  renate, 
I  hope  you'll  find  my  wit's  legitimate  I       lExtunt. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  l.-^A  Room  in  the  House  qfSir  Ruinous. 

Enter  Lady  Runtoos  and  Servant. 

Sere.  Nay,  lady  I 

L,  Ruin.  Put  me  not  in  mind  on't,  pr'ythee ! 
You  cannot  do  a  greater  wrong  to  women ; 
For  in  our  wants,  'tis  the  most  chief  affliction 
To  have  that  name  remembered ;  'tis  a  title 
That  misery  mocks  us  by,  and  the  world's  malice ! 
Scorn  and  Contempt  have  not  wherewith  to  work 
On  humble  callings ;  they  are  safe,  and  lie 
Level  with  Pity  still,  and  pale  Distress 
Is  no  great  stranger  to  'em ;  but  when  Fortune 
Looks  with  a  stormy  face  on  our  conditions, 
We  find  Affliction  work,  and  Envy  pastime. 
And  our  worst  enemy  then,  that  most  abuses  us, 
Is  that  we  are  called  by,  **  Lady."   Oh,*  my  spirit. 
Will  nothing  make  thee  humble  ?     I  am  well 

methinks, 
And  can  live  quiet  vrith  my  fate  sometimes, 
Until  I  look  into  the  world  again : 
Then  I  begin  to  rave  at  my  stars*  bitterness. 
To  see  how  many  muckhiUs  placed  above  me ; 
Peasants  and  droyls,  caroches  full  of  dunghills, 
Whose  very  birth  stinks  in  a  generous  nostril. 
Glistering  by  night  like  glow-worms  tiirough  the 

high-streets. 
Hurried  by  torch-light  in  the  footmen's  hands. 
That  shew  like  running  fire-drakes  through  the  city. 
And  I  put  to  my  shifts  and  wits  to  live, 


(Nay,  sometimes  danger  too)  on  foot,  on  horseback. 
And  earn  my  supper  manfully  ere  I  get  it  r 
Many  a  mead  I  have  purchased  at  that  rate. 
Fed  with  a  wound  upon  me,  stamped  at  midnight. 

Enter  PaisciAir. 

Ha!  what  are  you? 

Pris.  [Pulls  off  his  beard.]  Now  yoa  may  teB 
yourself, 
Udy! 

L.  Ruin.  Oh,  master  Prisclan,  what's  the  project? 
For  you  ne'er  come  without  one. 

Pris.  First,  your  husband, 
Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  greets  yon  with  best  wishes. 
And  here  has  sent  you  your  foil  shara  by  me 
In  five  cheats  and  two  robberies. 

L,  Ruin,  And  what  comes  it  to  ? 

Pris,  Near  upon  thirteen  pound, 

L.  Ruin.  A  goodly  share  1 
'Twill  put  a  lady  scarce  in  Philip  and  eheyney. 
With  three  small  bugle  laoes,  like  a  chambeimaid : 
Here's  precious  lifting  I 

Pris.  'Las,  you  must  consider,  lady, 
'Tis  but  young  term ;  attomies  ha'  small  doinp 

yet; 
Then  highway  lawyers,  they  must  needs  hm.*  little : 
We  have  had  no  great  good  luck,  to  speak  troth, 

beauty. 
Since  your  stout  ladyship  parted  finom  ns  at  Hi^- 
g»te; 
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B«t  there's  a  fur  hope  now  for  a  present  hundred. 
Here's  man's  apparel !  your  horse  stands  at  door. 

L.  Ruin,  And  what's  the  Tirtuoos  plot  now? 

Pris,  Mairy,  Udy, 
Yoa,  like  a  brave  young  gallant,  must  he  robb'd. 

L  Rum,  I  robb'd  ? 

Prii,  Nay  then 

L.  Rmn,  Well,  well,  gO  on !     Let's  hear,  sir. 

Prit,  Here*s  a  sealed  bag  of  a  hundred ;  which 
indeed 
Are  coonters  all ;  only  some  sixteen  groats 
Of  white  money  i'  th  mouth  on't. 

L  Ruin.  So !  what  saddle  have  I  ? 

pris.  Monsieur  Laroon's  the  Frenchman's. 

£.  Rum,  That  again  ? 
Yoa  know  so  well  it  is  not  for  my  stride  ! 
How  oft  have  I  complained  on't  ? 

PrU  You  may  have  Jockey's  then,  the  little 
Yott  most  dispatch.  [Scotch  one. 

L.  Ruin,  ril  soon  be  ready,  sir,  lExit  Prihciam. 
More  you  ha'  shifted  saddles. — Many  women 
Hare  their  wealth  flow  to  'em ;  I  was  made,  I  see. 
To  help  my  fortune,  not  my  fortune  me.        lExU, 


SCENE  II. — A  Room  in  Oldc&aft's  House. 
Enter  Cuwninoham. 

Cvnn.  My  ways  are  goblin -led,  and  the  night-elf 
Still  draws  me  from  my  home  ;  yet  I  follow : 
Sore  'lis  not  altogether  fiibnlous, 
Such  hx^  do  get  dominion  of  our  tongues ; 
So  MMD  as  we  speak,  the  enchantment  binds. 
I  bive  dissembled  such  a  trouble  on  me. 
As  mj  best  wits  can  hardly  clear  again  : 
IHpinf  through  this  old  reed,  the  Guardianess, 
With  porpose  that  my  harmony  shall  reach 
Aad  please  the  lady's  ear ;  she  stops  below. 
And  echoes  back  my  love  unto  my  lips, 
Ptrsuaded  by  most  violent  arguments 
^H  self-love  in  herself,  I  am  so  self-fool. 
To  dote  upon  her  hundred-wrinkled  face. 
I  could  bq^gar  her  to  accept  the  gifts 
^tie  voold  throw  upon  me ;  it  were  charity ; 
Bit  for  pity's  sake  I  will  be  a  niggard. 
And  undo  her,  refosing  to  take  from  her. 
I'm  haunted  again  !  if  it  take  not  now, 
i'U  break  the  speU. 

Enter  Guaboiaksbs. 

(Inard,  Sweet  Cunningham,  welcome ! 
Wlut,  a  whole  «lay  absent  ?  Birds  that  build  nests 
Hire  care  to  keep  'em. 

Cunn,  That's  granted ; 
B«t  not  oootinualiy  to  sit  upon  'em, 
i^ns  ia  the  youngling  season :  else,  they  desire 
To  fl  J  abroad,  and  recreate  their  labours ; 
Then  they  return  with  fresher  appetite 
To  work  sgain. 

Cfttard,  Well,  well,  you  have  built  a  nest 
That  will  stand  all  storms ;  you  need  not  mistrust 
A  veather-wreck  :  And,  one  day,  it  may  be 
The  f  ouogUng  season  too ;  then,  I  hope, 
V'iii*U  ne'er  fly  out  of  sight 

Tuan.  There  will  be  pains,  iAside, 

I  see,  to  shake  this  bur  off ! — And,  sweetest, 
Prnbee  how  fares  thy  charge  ?  has  my  good  friend, 
^v  Gregory,  the  countenance  of  a  lover  ? 

Guard.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  in  my  mind ;  me- 
thinka, 
■  Setting  his  worship  aside)  he  looks  like  a  fool. 


Cunn,  Nay,  i'faith,  ne'er  divide  his  worship 
from  him 
For  that  small  matter  I  fool  and  worship  are 
No  such  strangers  now-a-days.  But  my  meaning  is. 
Has  he  thy  lady's  countenance  of  love  ? 
Looks  she  like  a  welcome  on  him  ?  plainly. 
Have  they  as  good  hope  of  one  another. 
As,  Cupid  bless  us,  we  have  ? 

Guard.  'Troth,  I  know  not ; 
I  can  perceive  no  forwardness  in  my  charge. 
But  I  protest  I  wish  the  knight 
Better,  for  your  sake,  bird. 

Cunn.  Why,  thanks,  sweet  bird  I 
And  with  my  heart  I  wish  that  he  had  as  strong 
And  likely  hope  of  her,  as  thou  hast  of  me. 

Guard.  Well,  he  is  like  to  speed  never  the  worse 
For  that  good  vrish.    And  I  will  tell  you,  bird, 
(For  secrets  are  not  to  be  kept  betwixt  us  two) 
My  chai|[;e  thinks  well  of  you. 

Cunn.  Of  me  ?  for  what  ? 

Guard,  For  my  sake ;  I  mean  so :  I  hare  heard 
her 
A  hundred  times  say,  since  her  uncle  gave  her 
The  first  bob  about  you,  that  she'd  do  somewhat 
For  my  sake,  if  things  went  well  together : 
We  have  spoke  of  doors  and  bolts,  and  things,  and 

things — 
Go  to !  I'll  [not]  tell  you  all ;  but  you^ll  find  some 
Advancement,  for  my  sake,  I  do  betieve. 

Cunn,  'Faith,  be  not  sparing ;  tell  me  I 

Guard.  By  my  lady, 
You  shall  pardon  me  for  that  I  it  were  a  shame 
If  men  should  hear  all  that  women  speak  behind 
Their  backs  sometimes. 

Cunn.  You  must  give  me  leave  yet 
At  least  to  give  her  ^nks. 

Guard.  Nor  that  neither ; 
She  must  not  take  a  notice  of  my  blabbing. 
It  is  sufficient  you  shall  give  me  thanks :  for 
'Tis  for  my  sake,  if  she  be  bountiful : 
She  loves  me,  and  loves  you  too  for  my  sake. 

Cunn.  How  shall  I,  knowing  this,  but  be  ingrate, 
Not  to  repay  her  with  my  dearest  duty. 

Guard,  Kj^  but  you  must  not  know  it ;  if  you 
All  that  I  open  to  you,  you'll  shame  us  both :  [tell 
Afar  off,  you  may  kiss  your  hand,  blush,  or  so, 
But  I'll  idlow  no  nearer  conference. 

Cunn,  Whoop!  you'll  be  jealous,  I  percdve  now. 

Guard.  Jealous? 
Why,  there  is  no  true  love  vdthout  it,  bird  ? 
I  must  be  jealous  of  thee :  But  for  her, 
(Were  it  within  my  duty  to  my  master) 
I  durst  trust  her  with  the  strongest  tempter, 
And  I  dare  swear  her  now  as  pure  a  virgin 
As  e'er  was  welcomed  to  a  marriage-bed : 
If  thoughts  may  be  untainted,  hers  are  so. 

Cunn,  And  where's  the  cause  of  your  fear  then  ? 

Guard.  WeU,  well ; 
When  things  are  past,  and  the  wedding  torches 
Lighted  at  matches,  to  kindle  better  fiire, 
Then  I'U  tell  you  more. 

Cunn,  Come,  come,  I  see  further. 
That  if  we  were  married,  you'd  be  jeidous. 

Guard,  I  protest,  I  should  a  little,  but  not  of 
It  is  the  married  woman,  (if  you  mark  it)      [her : 
And  not  the  maid,  that  longs  ;  the  appetite 
Follows  the  first  taste  ;  when  we  have  relished. 
We  wish  cloying ;  the  taste  once  pleased  before. 
Then  our  desire  is  whetted  on  to  more. 
But  I  reveal  too  much  to  you,  i'faith,  bird. 
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Cunn.   Not  a  whit,  'faith,  bird,  betwixt  you 
and  I ; 
I  am  beholding  for  bettering  of  my  knowledge. 

Guard,  Nay, 
You  shall  know  more  of  me,  if  you'll  be  ruled ; 
But  make  not  things  common. 

Cunn,  Ud'  so,  your  lady ! 

Guard,  Ay,  'tis  no  matter;  she'll  like  weU  of 
Our  familiarity  is  her  content.  [this ; 

Enter  Niooe  and  PoMriv. 

Niece.  This  present  from  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Pompey.  From  my  master,  the  worshipful,  right 
Sir  Gregory  Fop. 

Niece,  A  ruff  ?  And  what  might  be  his  high 
In  sending  of  a  ruff*?  [conceit 

Pompey,  I  think  he  had  two  conceiti  in  it,  for- 
sooth, to  high,  to  low ;  ruff  high,  because  as  the 
ruff  does  embrace  your  neck  all  day,  so  does  he 
desire  to  throw  his  knightly  arms 

Niece.  But  then  I  leave  him  off  a-nights. 

Pompey,  Why,  then  he  is  ruff  low,  a  ruffian ;  a 
bold  adventurous  errant  to  do  any  rough  service 
for  his  lady. 

Niece.  A  witty  and  unhappy  conceit ! — Does  he 
mean  [Toward  CuitNiitoHAM. 

As  he  seems  to  say  unto  that  reverence  ? 
He  does  woo  her,  sure ! 

Pompey,  To  tell  you  truth,  lady,  hia  conceit  was 
tax  better  than  I  have  blazed  it  yet 

Niece.  Do  you  think  so,  sir  ? 

Pompey,  Nay,  I  know  it,  forsooth ;  for  it  was 
two  days  ere  he  compassed  it,  to  find  a  fitting  pre- 
sent for  your  ladyship  :  He  was  sending  once  a 
very  fine  puppy  to  you. 

Niece,  And  that  he  would  have  brought  himself. 

Pompey,  So  he  would  indeed;  but  then  he 
altered  his  device,  and  sent  this  ruff^,  requesting 
withal,  that  whensoever  it  is  foul,  you  (with  your 
own  hands)  would  bestow  the  starching  of  it. 

Niece.  Else  she  wooes  him :  Now  his  eyes  shoot 
this  way.—  [Toward  CinnrafORAu. 

And  what  was  the  reason  for  that,  sir  ? 

Pompey.  There  lies  his  main  conceit,  lady ; 
"  For,  says  he,  in  so  doing,  she  cannot  chuse  but 
in  the  starching  to  clap  it  often  between  her  hands, 
and  so  she  gives  a  great  liking  and  applause  to  my 
.present ;  whereas,  if  I  should  send  a  puppy,  she 
ever  calls  it  to  her  with  hist,  Ami,  /^i'm,  which  is  a 
fearful  disgrace :  "  He  drew  the  device  from  a  play 
at  the  Bull,  t'other  day. 

Niece.  Aj,  marry,  sir,  this  was  a  rich  conceit 
indeed. 

Pompey,  And  far-fetch'd,  therefore  good  for  you, 
lady. — 

Guard,  How  now  ?  which  way  look  you,  bird  ? 

Cunn,  At  the  fool,  bird  ; 
Shall  I  not  look  at  the  fool  ? 

Guard,  At  the  fool. 
And  I  here .'  what  need  that  ?  pray  look  this  way. 

Niece,  I'll  fit  him  aptly  I  Either  I'U  awake 

[Aside. 
His  wits  (if  he  have  any)  or  force  him  to  appear 
(As  yet  I  cannot  think  him)  without  any. — 
Sirrah,  tell  me  one  thing  true, 
That  I  shall  ask  you  now :  Was  this  device 
Your  master's  own  ?  I  doubt  his  wit  in  it ; 
He  is  not  so  ingenious. 

Pompey,  His  own,  I  assure  you,  madam. 

Niece.  Nay,  yon  must  not  tie. 


Pompey.  Not  with  a  lady  ?  I'd  rather  lie  with 
you  than  lie  with  my  master,  by  your  leave,  in 
such  a  case  as  this. — 

Guard.  Yet  again  your  eye  ? 

Cunn.  The  fool  makes  mirth,  i'faith ; 
I  would  hear  some. 

Guard,  Come,  you  shall  hear  none  but  me. 

Niece,  Come  hither,  friend ;  nay,  come  nearer 

me  1 

Did  thy  master  send  thee  to  roe  ?  He  may  be  vi»^ 

But  did  not  skew  it  much  in  that ;  men  sometiiDes 

May  wrong  themselves  unawares,  when  they  least 

think  on't. 
Was  Vulcan  ever  so  unwise  to  send  Man 
To  be  his  spokesman,  when  he  went  a- wooing  ? 
Send  thee  ?  Hey  ho  !  a  pretty  rolling  eye! 

Pompey,  I  can  turn  up  the  white  and  the  black 
too,  an  need  be,  forsooth. 

Niece,  Why,  here's  an  amorous  nose ! 

Pompey.  You  see  the  worst  of  my  nose,  forsooth. 

Niece,  A  cheek ! 
How  I  could  pat  it  now  in  dalliance  ! 
A  pair  of  lips  I     Oh,  thset  we  were  uneyed  ! 
I  could  suck  sugar  from  'em  !  what  a  beard's  here ! 
When  will  the  knight  thy  master  have  soch  t 

stamp 
Of  manhood  on  his  hod  ?     Nay,  do  not  blosh. 

Pompey.  'Tis  nothing  but  my  flesh  and  blood 
that  rises  so. — 

Cunn,  'Death,  she  courts  the  fool ! 

GtMrd,  Away,  away !  'tis  sport ;  do  not  mind  it 

Niece,  Give  me  thy  hand :  come,  be  familiar ! 
Ay,  here's  a  promising  palm  !  what  a  soft 
Handful  of  pleasure's  here  !      Here's  down  com* 

pared 
With  flocks  and  quilted  straw ;  thy  knight's  fio' 
Are  lean  mattrioe-rubbers  to  these  feathers  :  [gen 
I  pr'ythee  let  me  lean  my  cheek  npon't  1 
What  a  soft  pillow's  here  ! 

Pompey,  Hum,  umh,  hu,  hum  ! 

Niece.  Why,  there's  a  courage  in  that  UTel) 
passion ! 
Measure  thee  all  over,  there  is  not  a  limb 
But  has  his  fuU  proportion  :  It  is  my  voice. 
There's  no  compare  betwixt  the  kni|^t  and  thee ; 
The  goodlier  man  by  half  I  at  once,  now  I 
See  thee  all  over. 

Pompey.  If  you  had  seen  me  swim  t'other  da] 
on  my  back,  you  would  have  said  you  had  neen 
There  was  two  chambermaids  that  saw  me,  and  ro| 
legs  by  chance  were  tangled  in  the  flags,  and  vhe 
they  saw  how  I  was  hang'd,  they  cried  out,  "  0^ 
help  the  man  for  fear  he  be  drown'd  !  "  j 

Niece.  They  could  not  do  less  in  pity.  Coom 
We'll  walk  together.  [thine  ard 

Cunn.  Blindness  of  love  and  women  !  why, » 
Upon  the  fool.  [dot^ 

Guard.  What's  that  to  yon  ?  mind  her  not 

Cunn.  Away,  you  bur  I 

Guard.  How's  that  ? 

Cunn,  Hang  off,  flesh-hook !  fasten  thine 

clasp  J 

On  some  dry  toad-stool,  that  will  kindle  with  thq 
And  bum  together. 

Guard.  Oh,  abominable  I 
Why,  do  you  not  love  me  ? 

Cunn,  No;  never  did! 
I  took  thee  down  a  little  way  to  enforce 
A  vomit  from  my  offended  stomach ;  now 
Thou  art  up  again,  I  loath  thee  filthily. 
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Gvard,  Oh,  Tillain  I 

TinM.  Why,  dost  thou  not  see  a  sight 
Would  make  a  man  abjure  the  sight  of  women  ? 
Niete.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  he's  vez'd !  ha,  ha,  haj 
Pempey.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Niece.  Why  dost  thou  laugh  ? 
Pmpep.  Because  thou  Uiughest ;  nothing  else, 

i^th. 
Ciaiii.  She  has  but  mock'd  my  folly !  else  she 
finds  not 
The  bosom  of  my  pfurpose :  Some  other  way 
Mast  make  me  Imow.  I'U  try  her ;  and  may  chance 

quit 
Hie  fine  dexterity  of  her  lady-wit  lExU, 

Niece,  Yes,  in  troth,  I  laugh'd  to  think  of  thy 
master  now, 
Wktt  he  would  think  if  he  knew  this ! 

Pompey.  By  my  troth,   I   laugh  at  him  too. 
'Faith,  urrah,  he's  but  a  fool,  to  say  the  truth, 
tbuj^h  I  aay't  that  should  not  say't. 
Nieee.  Yes,  thou  shouldst  say  truth,  and  I  be- 
lieve thee. 
Wefl,  for  this  time  well  part :  You  perceive  some- 
thing; 
Ov  tongaes  betray  our  hearts,  there  is  oar  weak- 
Bat  pray  be  silent !  [ness  ; 
Pompey,  As  mouse  in  cheese,  or  goose  in  hay, 
i'faith. 

Niece,  Look,  we  are  cut  off  1  there*s  my  hand 
vbnc  my  lips  would  be. 

Pompef,  I'U  wink,  and  think  'em  thy  lips. 

Ftmrell !  lEjcit, 

Niece,  Now,  Gnardianess,  I  need  not  ask  where 

you  have  been. 
Guard,  Oh,  lady,  never  was  woman  so  abused ! 

Se-enter  PoMntv. 

P<mpey.  Doat  thou  hear,  lady  sweetheart  ?  I 
^  forgot  to  tell  thee ;  if  you  will,  I  will  come 
^^  in  the  evening. 

Niice,  By  no  means  ;  come  not  till  I  send  for 

Jtra. 

Pmpeif.  If  there  be  any  need,  you  may  think  of 
^ags  when  I  am  gone.  I  may  be  conveyed  into 
V^  chamber ;  I'U  lie  under  the  bed  while  mid- 
^ot,  or  so ;  or  you  shaU  put  me  up  in  one  of 
fcor  little  boxes !  I  can  creep  in  at  a  smaU  hole. 

Niece,  These  are  things  I  dare  not  venture  :  I 
charge  you, 
Oa  my  love,  never  come  till  I  send  for  you. 

Pompey.  Verhum  tntijAenti !  *Tis  enough  to 
(to  wise.  Kor  I  think  it  is  not  fit  the  knight  should 
^*<w  any  thing  yct- 

^Vtee^  By  no  means !  pray  you  go  now ;  we  are 
suspected. 

P9mpey,  FoE  the  tilings  that  are  past,  let  us  use 

"^wcrctlv. 

yieee.  Noir  I  wilLmake  a  firm  trial  of  your  love  ; 
&*  fOQ  love  me,  not  a  word  more  at  this  time. 
Sot  a  lyllable ;  'tis  the  seal  of  love  ;  take  heed  ! 
P^mpep^  Horn,  hum,  hum,  hum  1 

lExU  humming  **  Loth  to  depart." 
yieee.  So,  this  pleasant  trouble's  gone.     Now, 
Gaardianess ! 
^ba.t!  your  eyea  easing  your  heart?  the  cause, 
woman? 
Gwtrd,  The  cmnse  is  false  man,  madam  1  oh, 
( bare  been  guUed  in  a  shining  carbuncle,     [lady ! 
^  ^^rj  g:iow-worm,  that  I  thought  had  fire  in't, 
^  'tis  as  eold  aa  ice. 

»0U  II. 


Niece.  And  justly  served ; 
Wouldst  thou  once  think  that  such  an  erring  spring 
Would  dote  upon  thine  autumn? 

Guard,  Oh,  had  you  heard 
Him  but  protest 

Niece,  I  would  not  have  believed  him. 
Thou  might'st  have  perceived  how  I  mock'd  thy 

foUy, 
In  wanton  imitation  with  the  fool. 
Go,  weep  the  sin  of  thy  credulity, 
Not  of  thy  loss !  for  it  was  never  thine, 
And  it  is  gain  to  miss  it.     Wert  thou  so  duU  ? 
Nay,  yet  fiiou'rt  stupid  and  uncapable. 
Why,  thou  wert  but  the  bait  to  fish  with,  not 
The  prey ;  the  stale  to  catch  another  bird  with. 

Guard,  Indeed  he  caU'd  me  bird. 

Niece,  Yet  thou  perceiv'st  not ; 
It  is  your  niece  he  loves ;  wouldst  thou  be  made 
A  stalking  jade  ?  'tis  she,  examine  it. — 
I'U  hurry  all  awry,  and  tread  my  path  lApart. 

Over  unbeaten  ground,  go  level  to  the  mark. 
But  by  circular  bouts :  Rare  things  are  pleasing ; 
And  rare's  but  seldom  in  the  simple  sense, 
But  has  her  emphasis  with  eminence.  lExit. 

Guard.  My  niece  ?  she  the  rival  of  my  abuse  ? 
My  flesh  and  blood  wrong  me  ?  I'U  aunt  her  for't! 

Enter  Mikabbl. 

Oh,  Opportunity,  thou  blessest  me ! — 
Now,  gentlewoman !  are  you  parted  so  soon  ? 
Where  is  your  friend,  I  pray  ?  your  Cunningham  ? 

Mir.  What  say  you,  aunt  ? 

Guard.  Come,  come,  your  Cunningham  ! 
I  am  not  blind  with  age  yet,  nor  deaf. 

JIftr.  [Aeide.']  Dumb  I  am  sure  you're  not. — 
What  ail  you,  aunt  ? 
Are  you  not  weU  ? 

Guard.  No,  nor  sick ;  nor  mad,  nor  in  my  wits ; 
nor  sleeping, 
Nor  waking  ;  nor  nothing,  nor  anything : 
I  know  not  what  I  am,  nor  what  I  am  not ! 

Mir,  Mercy  cover  us !  what  do  you  mean,  aunt  ? 

Guard.  I  mean  to  be  revenged. 

Mir,  On  whom.^ 

Guard.  On  thee,  baggage  I 

Mir.  Revenge  should  follow  injury. 
Which  never  reach'd  so  far  as  thought  in  me 
Towards  you,  aunt. 

Guard,  Your  cunning,  minion. 
Nor  your  Cunningham,  can  either  btind  me  ! 
The  gentle  beggar  loves  you. 

JIfir.  Beseech  you. 
Let  me  stay  your  error !     I  begin  to  hear, 
And  shake  off  my  amazement :  If  you  think 
That  ever  any  passage  treating  love 
Hath  been  betwixt  us  yet  commenced  ;  any 
Silent  eye-glance  that  might  but  sparkle  fire, 
So  much  as  brother  and  sister  might  meet  with ; 
The  lip-salute,  so  much  as  strangers  might 
Take  a  farewell  with  ;  the  commixed  bands  ; 
Nayr  but  the  least  thought  of  the  least  of  these, 
In  troth  you  wrong  your  bosom  ;  by  that  truth 
Which  I  think  yet  you  durst  be  bail  for  in  me 
If  it  were  offer'd  you,  I  am  as  free 
As  aU  this  protestation. 

Guard,  May  I  believe  this  ? 

Mir.    If  ever  you'U  believe  truth.     Wliy,   I 
thought 
He  had  spoke  love  to  you ;  and  if  his  heart 
Prompted  his  tongue,  sure  I  did  hear  so  much. 
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GttarcL  Oh,  ftdsest  man!    Ixion's  plagae  fell 
on  me  I 
Never  by  woman,  mich  a  masculine  cloud, 
So  airy  and  so  subtle,  was  embraced. 

Mir.  By  no  caase  in  me,  by  my  11^,  dear  aunt. 

Guard,  I  believe  yon :  Then  help  me  in  my 
revenge, 
And  yon  shall  do't,  or  lose  my  love  for  ever  : 
I'll  have  him  quitted  at  his  equal  weapon. 
Thou  art  young,  follow  him,  bait  his  desires 
With  all  the  engines  of  a  woman's  wit, 
Stretch  modesty  even  to  the  highest  pitch ; 
He  caonot  freeze  at  such  a  flaming  beauty ; 
And  when  thou  hast  him  by  the  amorous  gills, 
Think  on  my  vengeance,  choak  up  his  desires^ 
Then  let  his  banquetings  be  Tantalism. 
Let  thy  disdain  spurn  the  dissembler  out ! 
Ob,  I  should  climb  the  stars,  and  sit  above, 
To  see  him  bum  to  ashes  in  his  love ! 

Mir»  This  will  be  a  strange  task,  aunt,  and  an 
Unwilling  labour ;  yet,  in  your  injunction, 
I  am  a  servant  to't. 

Guard,  Thou'lt  undertake' t  ? 

Mir,  Yes  ;  let  the  success  commend  itself  here- 
after! 

Gwvrd,   Effect  it,  girl,  my  substance  is  thy 
store; 
Nothing  but  want  of  will  makes  woman  poor. 

SCENE  III.— -4  Street, 
Enter  Sir  Gbxooby  and  Fompbt. 

Greg,  Why,  Pompey,  thou  art  not  stark  mad, 
art  thou?  Wilt  thou  not  tell  me  how  my  lady 
does  ? 

Pompey,  Your  lady? 

Greg,  Did  she  receive  the  'thing  that  I  sent  her 
kindly,  or  no  ? 

Pompeg,  The  thing  that  you  sent  her,  knight, 
by  the  tMng  that  yon  sent,  was,  for  the  thing's 
sake  that  was  sent  to  carry  the  thing  that  you  sent, 
very  kindly  received.  First,  there  is  your  inden- 
ture ;  (now  go  seek  you  a  servant !)  secondly ,^you 
are  a  knight ;  thirdly  and  lastly,  I  am  mine  own 
man ;  and,  fourthly,  fare  you  well ! 

Greg,  Why,  Pompey  I  Pr'ythee  let  me  speak 
with  thee !  I'll  lay  my  life  some  hare  has  crost 
him. 

Pompey.  Knight,  if  you  be  a  knight,  so  keep 
you :  As  for  the  lady,  who  shall  say  that  she  is 
not  a  fsir  lady?  a  sweet  lady,  an  honest  and  vir- 
tuous lady  ?  1  will  say  he  is  a  base  fellow,  a  blab 
of  his  tongue,  and  I  wiU  make  him  eat  these  fingers' 
ends. 

Greg,  Why,  here's  nobody  says  so,  Pompey. 

Pompey.  Whatsoever  things  have  past  between 
the  lady  and  the  other  plirty,  whom  I  will  not 
name  at  this  time,  I  say  she  is  virtuous  and  honest, 
and  I  will  maintai^  it,  as  long  as  I  can  maintain 
myself  with  bread  and  water. 

Greg.  Why,  I  know  nobody  thinks  otherwise. 

Pompey.  Any  man  that  does  but  think  it  in  my 
hearing,  I  will  make  him  think  on't  while  he  has 
a  thought  in  his  bosom  !  Shall  we  say  that  kind- 
nesses from  ladies  are  common?  or  that  fsvours 
and  protestations  are  things  of  no  moment  betwixt 
parties  and  parties  ?  1  say  still,  whatsoever  has 
been  betwixt  the  lady  and  the  party,  which  I  will 
not  name,  that  she  is  honest,  uid  shall  be  honest, 


I 


whatsoever  she  does  by  day  or  by  night,  by  ligbt 
or  by  darkness,  with  cut  and  long  taiL 

Greg.  Why,  I  say  she  is  honest. 

Pompey,  Is  she  honest  ?  In  what  sense  do  yon 
say  she  is  honest,  knight  ? 

Greg,  If  I  could  not  find  in  my  heart  to  throw 
my  dagger  at  thy  head,  hilto  and  all,  I'm  an  bs% 
and  no  gentleman ! 

Pompey,  Throw  your  dagger  at  me  ?  do  not, 
knight!  I  give  you  fair  warning,  'tis  bat  cti* 
away  if  you  do  ;  for  you  shall  have  no  other  words 
of  me :  The  lady  is  an  honest  lady,  whatsoero 
reports  may  go  of  sports  and  toys,  and  thoughti, 
and  words,  and  deeds,  betwixt  her  and  the  party 
which  I  will  not  name.  This  I  give  you  to  und^- 
stond,  that  another  man  may  have  as  good  an  eye, 
as  amorous  a  nose,  as  lair  a  'stampt  beard,  and  be 
as  proper  a  man,  as  a  knight  (I  name  no  parties) ; 
a  servingman  may  be  as  good  as  a  sir,  a  Pompt] 
as  a  Gregory,  a  Doodle  as  a  Pop  :  So,  servingnm 
Pompey  Doodle  may  be  respected  as  well  widi 
ladies  (though  I  name  no  parties)  aa  Sir  Gregor) 
Fop.     So.  farewell !  [£nf 

Greg.  If  the  fellow  be  not  out  of  his  wits,  tbei 
will  I  never  have  any  more  wit  while  I  live !  ettbei 
the  sight  of  the  lady  has  gaster*d  him,  or  else  be*l 
drunk  ;  or  else  he  walks  in  his  sleep,  or  else  he'i 
a  fool,  or  a  knave,  or  both  ;  one  of  the  three  Vn 
sure  'tis.  Yet,  now  I  think  on't,  she  has  not  isd 
me  so  kindly  as  her  uncle  promised  me  she  should! 
But  that's  all  one ;  he  says  I  shall  have  her,  ifij 
I  dare  take  his  word  for  the  best  horse  I  hsT« 
and  that's  a  weightier  thing  than  a  lady,  I'm  su^ 
on't.  '        C£«^ 


SCENE  IV.— On  the  Outskirts  qfiKe  CUy. 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous  {<u  a  Man)  WrmrpATB,  Sir  RrncvQ 
PnraciAir,  and  Muter  Crkdulous,  binding  «md  M 
hing  her,  and  in  icar/t.    C«*DVUKmJUtdt  Ou  Baa. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  I  am  your  own ;  'tis  in  yo« 
pleasure 
How  you  will  deal  with  me :  Yet  I  vronld  eatm^ 
You  will  not  make  that  which  is  bad  enough 
Worse  than  it  need  be,  by  a  second  ill. 
When  it  can  render  you  no  second  profit ! 
If  it  be  coin  you  seek,  3^u  have  your  prey, 
All  my  store  I  vow  (and  it  weighs  a  hundred) ; 
My  life,  or  any  hurt  you  give  my  body. 
Can  enrich  you  no  more. 

Witty,  You  may  pursue. 

L.  Ruin.  As  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  never  will ! 

Witty,  Only  we'll  bind  you  to  quiet  behavioiri 
Till  jTOU  call  out  for  bail,  and  on  the  other 
Side  of  the  hedge  leave  you  :  But  keep  the  peacsi 
Till  we  be  out  of  hearing  t  for  by  that 
We  shall  be  out  of  danger :  If  we  come  bade* 
We  come  with  a  mischief  I 

L.  Ruin,  You  need  not  fear  me. 

Pris,  Come,  we'll  bestow  yon  then.         

[Exeunt  Ruinoob,  PancuM,  emd  Ijidy  BnxoQ 

Witty,  Why,  la  yon,  air,  is  not  this  a  swifti 
revenue 
Than  Sic  probos,  ergos,  et  igiturs,  can  bring  in  ? 
Why,  is  not  this  one  of  your  syllogisms 
In  Barbara,  Omne  utHe  est  honestum  9 

Cred,  Well,  sir,  a  UtUe  mors  of  this  acqnaintm 
Will  make  me  know  yon  folly :  I  protest 
You  have  (at  first  sight)  made  me  ooasdoos 
Of  such  a  OMd  my  dreams  ne'er  prompted.    Yc< 
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I  ooold  almost  have  wish'd  rather  ye  bad  robb'd 
Me  of  my  doak,  (for  my  purse,  'tis  a  scholar's,) 
Than  to  haTe  made  me  a  robber. 
1  had  rather  haye  answer'd  three  difScult  questions 
Than  this  one,  as  easy  as  yet  it  seems. 
WiUif.  Tosh  !  you  shall  never  come  to  farther 
answer  for't. 
Can  yoa  confesa  your  penmions  uncle, 
In  his  full  fiice  of  love,  to  be  so  strict 
A  niggard  to  your  commons,  that  you  are  fiun 
To  siie  your  oelly  out  with  shoulder  fees. 
With  mmpa  and  kidnies,  and  cues  of  single  beer, 
And  yet  make  dainty  to  feed  more  daintily. 
At  this  easier  rate  ?    Fy,  Master  Credulous ! 
I  hhiah  for  you. 
CredL  This  is  a  truth  undeniable. 
WiU^,  Why,  go  to  then  !    I  hope  I  know  your 
uncle ; 
How  does  he  use  his  son,  nearer  than  you  ? 
Crtd.  'Faith,  like  his  jade,  upon  the  bare  com- 
mons 
Tom'd  out  to  pick  his  living  as  he  can  get  it : 
He  would  have  been  glad  to  have  shared  in  such 
A  purchase,  and  thank'd  his  good  fortune  too. 

Enkr  Rmioos  and  FaaciAjr. 

I    But  mum,  no  more  I — Is  all  safe,  bullies  ? 

I       Ruin,  Secure ; 
The  gentleman  thinks  him  most  happy  in  his  loss, 

'    With  his  life  and  limbs  safe,  and  redoubles 

I    His  first  vow,  as  he  is  a  gentleman, 

!    Never  to  pursue  us. 

\       WUtff.  Well;  away  then! 
Duperse !  you  with  Master  Credulous,  who  still 
Shall  bear  the  purchase ;  Priscian  and  I 
Win  take  aome  other  course :   You  know  our 

meeting 
At  the  lliree  Cups  in  St.  Giles' ;  with  this  proviso, 
''For  'tis  a  law  with  us)  that  nothing  be  opened 
mi  all  be  present :  The  loser  says  a  hundred. 
And  it  can  weigh  no  less. 


Ruin.  Come,  sir,  we'll  be  your  guide. 

Cred.  My  honesty,  which  till  now  was  never 
All  shall  be  close  till  our  meeting  !  [forfeited, 

[^Exit  with  Ruinous. 

Witty.  Tush,  I  believe  it ; — and  then  all  shall 
Where  is  the  thief  tha^s  robbM  ?  [out. 

EiUer  Lady  Ruikoub. 

L,  Ruin.  Here,  master  Oldcraft. 
All  follows  now. 

Witty.  'Twas    neatly   done,  wench.    Now  to 
turn  that  bag 
Of  counterfeits  to  current  pieces,  et  actum  eat  I 

L,  Ruin.  You  are  the  chemist ;  we'll  blow  the 
If  you  can  mingle  the  ingredients.  [fire  still. 

Witty.  I  will  not  miss  a  cause,  a  quantity,  a 
Yon  know  the  place.  [dram. 

Prit.  I  have  told  her  that,  sir. 

Witty.  Good !  Turn  Ruinous  to  be  a  constable, 
(I'm  sure  we  want  not  beards  of  all  sorts,  from 
The  worshipful  magistrate  to  the  under- watchman) 
Because  we  must  have  no  danger  of  life. 
But  a  cleanly  cheat ;  attach  Credulous : 
The  cause  is  plain,  the  theft  found  about  him ; 
Then  fall  I  in,  in  his  own  cousin's  shape. 
By  mere  accident,  where,  finding  him  distress'd, 
I  with  some  difficulty  must  fetch  him  off, 
With  promise  that  his  uncle  shall  shut  up  all, 
With  double  restitution  :  Master  constable 
Ruinous  his  mouth  shall  be  stopt ; 
You,  Mistress  Rob-thief,  shall  have  your  share  of 
What  we  can  gull  my  father  of.  Is't  plain  enough  ? 

L,  Ruin.  As  plain  a  cozenage  as  can  be,  'faith. 

Witty.  Father,  I  come  again,  and  again  !  When 
Past  too,  father,  one  will  beget  another.       [this  is 
I'd  be  loth  to  leave  your  posterity  barren  : 
You  were  best  to  come  to  composition,  father : 
Two  hundred  pieces  yearly  allow  me  yet. 
It  will  be  cheaper,  father,  than  my  wit ; 
For  I  will  cheat  none  but  you,  dear  father. 

lExeunt. 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I. — Before  OLDCBArr'a  Haute. 

Enter  OLDcaAPT  and  Gaaaoav. 

OUe.  Why,  now  you  take  the  course.  Sir  Gre- 
gory Fop : 
I  ooold  esdoroe  her,  an  I  list ;  but  love 
Hiat'a  gently  vron  ia  a  man's  own  for  ever. 
Have  yoa  prepared  good  music  ? 

Grey.  As  fine  a  noise,  uncle, 
As  heart  can  wish. 

Olde.  Why,  that's  done  like  a  suitor  1 
Thej  most  be  woo'd  an  hundred  several  ways. 
Before  yoa  obtain  the  right  way  in  a  woman  : 
'Tis  an  odd  creature,  fhll  of  creeks  and  windings. 
The  serpent  has  not  more ;  for  she  has  all  his, 
And  tbeo  her  own  beside  came  in  by  her  mother. 

Grejy.  A  fearful  portion  for  a  man  to  venture 
on! 

Oide,  Bat  the  way  found  once  by  the  wits  of 
There  is  no  creature  lies  so  tame  again.         [men, 

Greff.  I  proittise  you,  not  a  house-rabbit,  sir. 

Olde.  No  suefcer  on  'em  all. 

Greg,  What  a  thing's  that? 


They  are  pretty  fools,  I  warrant,  when  they're 
As  a  man  can  lay  his  lips  to.  [tame, 

Oldc.  How  were  you  bred,  sir  ? 
Did  you  never  make  a  fool  of  a  tenant's  daughter? 

Greg.  Never,  i'faith  ;  they  ha'  made  some  fools 
for  me. 
And  brought  'em  many  a  time  under  their  aprons. 

Oldc.  They  could  not  shew  you  the  way  plain- 
lier,  I  think, 
To  make  a  fool  again. 

Greg.  There's  fools  enough,  sir, 
'Less  they  were  wiser. 

Oldc.  This  is  wond'rous  rare  ! 
Come  you  to  London  with  a  maidenhead,  knight  ? 
A  gentleman  of  your  rank  ride  with  a  cloak -bag  ? 
Never  an  hostess  by  the  way  to  leave  it  with  ? 
Nor  tapster's  sister  ?  nor  head-ostler's  wife  ? 
What,  nobody  P 

Greg.  Well  mock'd,  old  wit-monger ! 
I  keep  it  for  your  Niece. 

Oldc.  Do  not  say  so,  for  shame !  she'll  laugh  at 
thee: 
A  wifb  ne'er  looks  for't ;  'tis  a  bachdor's  penny ; 
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He  may  givc't  to  a  beggar-wcnch,  i'  th*  progress 

And  ne'er  be  call'd  to  aocount  for't.  lExit. 

Greg.  'Would  I  had  known  so  much  ! 
I  could  ha*  stopt  a  beggar's  mouth  by  the  way. 
That  rail'd  upon  me  'cause  I'd  giTe  her  nothing. 

Enter  Page  and  Fiddler's  Boy. 

What,  are  they  come  ? 

Page.  And  placed  directly,  sir. 
Under  her  window. 

Greg.  What  may  I  call  you,  gentleman  ? 

Bog.  A  poor  servant  to  the  viol ;  I'm  the  voice, 

Greg.  In  good  time,  Master  Voice  !  [sir. 

Bog.  Indeed,  good  time  does  get  the  mastery. 

Greg.  What  countryman.  Master  Voice  ? 

Bog.  Sir,  bom  at  Ely ;  we  all  set  up  in  eia. 
But  our  house  commonly  breaks  in  Rutlandshire. 

Greg.  A  shrewd  place  by  my  faith  !  it  may  well 
break  your  voice ; 
It  breaks  many  a  man's  back.     Come,  set  to  your 
business.  IMusie. 

BONO 

BY  THB  BOY. 

Fain  would  I  wake  you,  B^^eei.  but  fear 
I  should  invite  you  to  worse  cheer ; 
In  your  dreams  you  oannot  fare 
Meaner  than  music ;  no  compare ! 
None  of  your  slumbers  are  compiled 
Under  the  pleasure  makes  a  child  ; 
Your  day-delights,  so  well  compact. 
That  what  you  think  turns  all  to  act : 
I'd  wish  my  life  no  better  play. 
Your  dream  by  night,  your  thought  by  day. 

Wake,  gently  wake. 
Fart  softly  firom  your  dreams ! 

The  morning  flies. 

To  your  fair  eyes. 
To  take  h«r  special  beams. 

Greg,  I  hear  her  up.  Here,  Master  Voice, 
Fay  you  the  instruments  ;  save  what  you  can. 
To  keep  you  when  you're  crack'd.  IBxU  Boy. 

Enter  Niece  at  a  vindour. 

Niece*  Who  should  this  be, 
That  I'm  so  much  beholding  to  for  sweetness  ? 
Pray  Heaven,  it  happens  right ! 

Greg*  QooA  morrow,  mistress  ! 

Niece,  An  ill  day,  and  a  thousand,  come  upon 
thee  I 

Creg.  'Light !  that's  six  hundred  more  than  any 
almanack  has  I 

Niece.  Comes  it  from  thee?  it  is  the  mangiest 
That  ever  woman  heard.  [music 

Greg.  Nay,  say  not  so,  lady  1 
There*s  not  an  itch  about  'em. 

Niece.  I  could  curse 
My  attentive  powers,  for  giving  entrance  to't ! 
There  is  no  boldness  like  5ie  impudence 
That's  lock'd  in  a  fool's  blood !    How  durst  yon 

do  this.' 
In  conscience  I  abused  yon  as  sufficiently 
As  woman  could  a  man ;  insatiate  coxcomb ! 
The  mocks  and  spiteful  language  I  have  given  thee 
Would  o'  my  life  ha'  served  ten  reasonable  men. 
And  rise  contented  too,  and  left  enough  for  their 

friends. 
Thou  glutton  at  abuses,  never  satisfied  ? ' 
I  am  persuaded  thou  devour*  st  more  flouts 
Than  aU  thy  body's  worth ;  and  still  a-hungred ; 


A  mischief  of  that  maw  !  pr'ythee  seek  elsewhere ; 

In  troth  I  am  weary  of  abusing  thee : 

Get  thee  a  fresh    mistress,  thou'lt    make  work 

enough. 
I  do  not  think  there's  scorn  enough  in  town 
To  serve  thy  turn ;  take  the  court-ladies  in. 
And  all  their  women  to  'em,  that  exceed  'em  ! 

Greg.  Is  this  in  earnest,  lady  ? 

Niece,  Oh,  unsatiable  I 
Dost  thou  count  all  this  but  an  earnest  yet  ? 
I'd  thought  I'd  paid  thee  all  the  whole  sum  \  tmst 
Thou'lt  beggar  my  derision  utterly ;  [me, 

If  thou  stay'st  longer,  I  shall  want  a  laugh  : 
If  I  knew  where  to  borrow  a  contempt 
Would  hold  thee  tack,  stay  and  be  tiang'd  thoa 
*  should'st  then : 

But  thou*st  no  conscience,  now  to  extort  h^te 

from  me, 
When  one  has  spent  all  she  can  make  upon  thee : 
Must  I  begin  to  pay  thee  hire  again. 
After  I  have  rid  thee  twice  ?  'faith,  'tis  unrea- 
sonable !  * 

Greg,  Say  you  so  ?  I'll  know  that  presently. 

Niece,  Now  he  runs 
To  fetch  my  uncle  to  this  musty  baigun ; 
But  I  have  better  ware  always  at  hand, 
And  lay  by  this  still,  when  he  comes  to  cheapen. 
EnUr  CuiTNtNOHAJt. 
Cunn.  I  met  the  music  now  ;  yet  cannot  lesra 
What  entertainment  he  received  from  her. 

Niece.  There's  somebody  set  already ;  I  must 
Well,  well,  Sir  Gregory  I  [to't,  I  see.- 

Cnnn.  Ha  !  Sir  Gregory ! 
Niece.  Where'er  you  come,  you  may  well  boaal 

your  conquest. 
Cunn.  She's  lost,  i^faith !  enough !  has  Fortune 
then 
Remember'd  her  great  boy  ?  she  seldom  f&ils  'em. 
Niece.  He  was  the  unlikeliest  man  at  first  me- 
thought, 
To  have  my  love ;  we  never  met  but  -wrangled. 

Cunn,  A  pox  upon  that  wrangling,  say  I  still ! 
I  never  knew  it  fail  yet,  where'er  it  came ; 
It  never  comes,  but,  like  a  storm  of  hail, 
'Tis  sure  to  bring  fine  weather  at  the  tail  on*t; 
There's  not  one  match  'mongst  twenty  made  witli- 

out  it ; 
It  fights  i'  th'  tongue,  hut's  sure  to  agree  1'  th 
haunches. 
Niece.  That  man  that  should  ha'  told  me,  when 
time  was, 
I  should  ha'  had  him,  had  been  laugh'd  at  pite- 
But  see  how  things  will  change !  [ooslf ! 

Cunn.  Here's  a  heart  feels  it ! 
Oh,  the  deceitful  promises  of  love  ! 
What  trust  should  a  man  put  i'  th'  lip  of  womas  ? 
She  kiss'd  me  with  that  strength,  aa  if  she  baa 

meant 
To  ha'  set  the  fair  print  of  her  soul  npon  me. 
Niece,  I  would   ha'  sworn  'twould  ne'er  in' 

been  a  match  once. 
Ctfnjs.  I'll  hear  no  more  ;  I'm  mad  to  hear  lo 
much  ! 
Why  should  I  aim  my  thoughts  at  better  fortunes 
Than  younger  brothers  have  ?  that's  a  maid  with 

nothing. 
Or  some  old  soap-boUer's  widow,  without  teeth :  ^ 
i  There  waits  my  fortune  for  me ;  seek  no  further' 
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Enter  Ou)cmArr  and  Sir  Okboobt. 

Oide,  Toil  tell  me  things,  Sir  Gregory,   that 
cannot  be. 
She  will  not,  nor  she  dare  not. 
Grep,  'Wonld  I  were  whipt  then  ! 
Xieee,  I'll  make  as  little  show  of  love,   Sir 
Gregory, 
As  ever  woman  did ;  you  shall  not  know 
You  have  my  heart  a  good  while. 
Oidc.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Nigce,  Man  will  insult  so  soon ;  'tis  his  con- 
dition ; 
'TU  good  to  keep  him  off  as  long  as  we  can  :   . 
I've  much  ado,  1  swear ;  and  love  i'  th'  end 
Will  have  his  course:  Let  maids  do  what  they  can, 
They  are  but  iirail  things  till  they  end  in  man.         ' 
Oldc.  What  say  you  to  this,  sir  ? 
iireg.  This  is  somewhat  handsome. 
Niece.  And  by  that   little   wrangling  that  I 
feign'd. 
Now  I  shall  try  how  constant  his  love  is, 
Althotxgh't  went  sore  against  my  heart  to  chide 
Greg.  Alas,  poor  gentlewoman  !  [him. 

Oldc.  Now  you*re  sure  of  truth ; 
You  hear  her  own  thoughts  speak. 
Greg,  lliey  speak  indeed. 
Okie.  Go,  ynu're  a  brainless  ooz,  a  toy,  a  Fop ; 
I*n  go  no  further  than  your  name,  Sir  Gregory, 
I'll  right  myself  there.     Were  you  from  this  place, 
You  should  perceive  I'm  heartily  angry  with  you ! 
<>^er  to  sow  strife  'twizt  my  niece  and  I  ? — 
ijryod  morrow,  niece,  good  morrow  I 
Xiece.  Many  fiiir  ones  to  you,  sir ! 
Oide.    Go !    you're   a   coxcomb. — How    dost, 
niece,  this  morning? — 
Aa  idle  shallow  fool !— Slep'dst  thou  well,  girl  ?— 
Fortune  may  very  well  provide  thee  lordships, 
Fjt  honesty  has  left  thee  tittle  manners. 
Greg.  How  am  I  bang'd  o'  both  sides ! 
Oide.  Abuse  kindness  ? — 
Wilt  take  the  air  to-day,  niece  ? 
Niece.  When  you  please,  sir. 
There  stands  the  heir  behind  you  I  must  take — 
^liich  I'd  as  lieve  take  as  take  him,  I  swear. 

[_Apart, 
Oide.  La'  you !  do  you  hear't  continued  to  your 
teeth  now  ? 
K  pox  of  all  such  Gregories  ?  what  a  hand 
Hive  1  vrith  you  !  [Niece  hUfaU  her  icarf. 

Greg.  No  more  !  i'feck,  I  ha'  done,  sir. — 
Lady,  yonr  scarf's  fallen  down. 

Niece.  "Us  but  your  luck,  sir, 
knA  does  presage  the  mistress  must  fall  shortly  ; 
Yo«  may  wear  it,  an  you  please. 
Oldc,  There's  a  trick  for  you  ! 
Y'ou*re  parlonsly  beloved ;  you  should  complain ! 

Greg.  Yes,  when  I  complain,  sir, 
T}aen  do  your  worst ;  there  I'll  deceive  you,  sir. 
Oide.  Yoa  are  a  dolt,  and  so  I  leave  you,  sir. 

lExit. 

Greg.  Ah,  sirrah,  mistress,  were  you  caught, 
i'faith  ? 
We  overheard  you  all ;  "I  must  not  know 
I  bAve  your  heart ;"  take  heed  o'  that,  I  pray  i 
I  knew  sonae  scarf  would  come. 

Nieee.  iAtide."]  He's  quite  gone,  sure  ! — 
Ab,  you  base  coxcomb,  couldst  thou  come  again, 
Asd  so  abased  as  thou  wast  ? 

Greg,  H<nr ! 

Nieee.  It  would  ha' killed 


A  sensible  man ;  he  would  ha'  gone  to  his  chamber 
And  broke  his  heart,  by  this  time. 
Greg.  Thank  you  heartily  ! 
Nieee,  Or  fix'd  a  naked  rapier  in  a  wall. 
Like  him  that  earn'd  his  knighthood  ere  he  had  it. 
And  then  refused,  upon't  ran  up  to  th'  hilts. 
Greg.  Yes,  let  him  run  for  me!   I  was  never 
brought  up  to't, 
I  never  profess 'd  running  i'  my  life. 
Niece.  What  art  thou  made  on,  thou  tough  vil- 
lainous vermin  ? 
Will  nothing  destroy  thee  ? 

Greg.  Yes,  yes,  assure  yourself 
Unkind  words  may  do  much. 

Niece,  Why,  dost  thou  want  'em  ? 
I've  e'en  consumed  my  spleen  to  help  thee  to  'em : 
Tell  me  what  sort  of  words  they  be  would  speed 
I'll  see  what  I  can  do  vet.  [thee, 

Greg,  I'm  much  beholding  to  you. 
You're  willing  to  bestow  huge  pains  upon  me. 
Niece.  I  should  account  nothing  too  much  to 

rid  thee. 
Greg.  I  wonder  you*d  not  offer  to  destroy  me. 
All  the  while  your  unde  was  here. 

Niece.  Why,  there  thou 
Betray'st  thy  house ;  we  of  the  Oldcrafts  were 
Bom  to  more  wit  than  so. 

Greg,  I  wear  your  favour  here. 
Niece,  'Would  it  might  rot  thy  arm  off !  If  thou 
knew'st 
With  what  contempt  thou  hast  it,  what  heart's 

bitterness. 
How  many  cunning  curses  came  along  with't, 
Thou'dst  quake  to  handle  it. 

Greg.  A  pox,  take't  again  then  I 
Who'd  be  thus  plagued  of  all  hands  ? 

Niece.  No,  wear't  still ; 
But  long,  I  hope,  thou  shalt  not ;  'tis  but  cast 
Upon  thee  purposely  to  serve  another. 
That  has  more  right  to't;  as  in  some  countries 

they  convey 
Their  treasure  upon  asses  to  their  friends : 
If  mine  be  but  so  wise  and  apprehensive 
As  my  opinion  gives  him  to  my  heart. 
It  stays  not  long  on  thy  desertless  arm. 
I'll  make  thee,  ere  I  ha'  done,  not  dare  to  wear 
Any  thing  of  mine,  although  I  give't  thee  freely. 
Kiss  it  you  may,  and  make  what  show  you  can, 
But  sure  you  carry't  to  a  worthier  man ! 
And  so  good-morrow  to  you !  [Exit, 

Greg,  Hu  hum,  ha  hum ! 
I  ha'n't  the  spirit  now  to  dash  my  brains  out. 
Nor  the  audacity  to  kill  myself. 
But  I  could  cry  my  heart  out ;  that's  as  good, 
For  so't  be  out,  no  matter  which  way't  comes. 
If  I  can  die  with  a  fillip,  or  depart 
At  hot-cockles,  what  is  that  to  any  man  ? 
If  there  be  so  much  death,  that  serves  my  turn 

there. 
Every  one  knows  the  state  of  his  own  body ; 
No  carrion  kills  a  kite,  but  then  again 
There's  cheese  will  choak  a  daw.     Time  I  were 

dead  i'faith. 
If  I  knew  which  way,  without  hurt  or  danger. 
I  am  a  maiden-knight,  and  cannot  look 
Upon  a  naked  weapon  with  any  mojlesty. 
Else  'twould  go  hard  with  me ;  and  to  complain 
To  Sir  Perfidious  the  old  knight  again. 
Were  to  be  more  abused :  Perhaps  he  would  beat 
me  weU, 
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Bat  ne'er  beliere  me, 

And  few  men  die  o'  beating ;  that  were  lost  too. 

Oh,  here's  mj  friend !  m  make  mj  moan  to  him. 

Ctmn,  I  cannot  tear  her  memory  from  my  heart, 
That  treads  mine  down  I  Was  ever  man  so  foOl'd 
That  profess'd  wit  ? 

Greg,  Oh,  Cunningham ! 

Cunn.  Sir  Gregory  I 
The  choice,  the  victor,  the  town's  happy  man  ! 

Greg.  'Snigs,  what  dott  mean  ?  come  I  to  thee 
And  dost  abuse  me  too  ?  [for  comfort, 

Cunn,  Abuse  you  ?  how,  sir  ? 
With  justifying  your  fortune  and  your  joys  ? 

Gteg,  Pra?  hold  your  hand,  sir !  I've  been 
bobb'd  enough : 
You  come  with  a  new  way  now,  strike  me  merrily ; 
But  when  a  man's  sore  beaten  o'  both  sides  already, 
Then  the  least  tap  in  jest  goes  to  the  guts  on  him. 
Wilt  ha'  the  truth  ?  I'm  made  the  ra^cest  ass 
That  e'er  was  bom  to  lordships  ! 

Cufin.  What  ?  no,  sir  ! 

Greg,  I  had  not  thought  my  body  could  a' 
yielded 
All  those  foul  acurvy  names  that  she  has  call*d  me ; 
I  wonder  whence  she  fetch'd  'em. 

Cunn.  Is  this  credible  ? 

Greg.  She  pinn'd  this  scarf  upon  me,  afore  her 
uncle ; 
But,  his  back  tum'd,  she  cursed  me  so  for  wearing 

on't. 
The  very  brawn  of  mine  arm  has  ach'd  ever  since ; 
Yet  in  a  manner  forced  me  to  wear't  still, 
But  hoped  I  should  not  long :  If  good  luck  serve, 
I  should  meet  one  that  has  more  wit  and  worth 
Should  take  it  from  me ;  'twas  but  lent  to  me, 
And  sent  to  him  for  a  token. 

Cunn.  I  conceit  it !  I  know  the  man 
That  lies  in  wait  for't :  Put  with't,  by  all  means. 
In  any  case !  you  are  way-laid  about  it. 

Greg, .  How,  sir  !  way-laid  ? 

Cunn,  Pox  of  a  scarf,  say  I ! 
1  prize  my  friend's  life  'bove  a  million  of  'em  : 
You  shall  be  ruled,  sir ;  I  know  more  than  you. 

Greg.  If  you  know  more  than  I,  let  me  be  rid 
on^t! 
'Las,  'tis  not  for  my  wearing ;  so  she  told  me. 

Cunn.  No,  no,  give  me't ;  the  knave  shall  miss 
And  you  shall  live.  [his  purpose, 

Greg.  I  would  as  long  as  I  could,  sir. 

Cunn.  No  more  replies  1  you  shall ;  I'll  prevent 
Pompey  shall  march  without  it.  [this  : 

Greg.  What,  is'the? 
My  man  that  was  ? 

Cunn.  Call  him  your  deadly  enemy  ! 
You  give  him  too  tiir  a  name,  you  deal  too  nobly ; 
He  bears  a  bloody  mind,  a  cruel  foe,  sir ; 
I  care  not  if  he  heard  me. 

Greg.  But,  do  you  hear,  sir  ? 
Can  it  sound  with  reason  ^  should  affect  him  ? 

Cunn.  Do  yon  talk  of  reason  ?  I  ne'er  thought 
to  have  heard 
Such  a  word  come  from  you :  Reason  in  love  ? 
Would  you  give  that  no  doctor  could  e*er  give  ? 
Has  not  a  deputy  married  his  cook-maid  ? 
An  alderman's  widow,  one  that  was  her  turn- 
broach? 
Nay,  has  not  a  great  lady  brought  her  stable 
Into  her  chamber  ?  lay  with  her  horse-keeper  ? 


Greg.  Did  ever  love  play  wosh  jade's  trido,  or? 

Cunn.  Oh,  thousands,  thousands. 
Beware  a  sturdy  clown,  e'er  while  yon  live,  itr : 
'Tis  like  a  housewifry  in  most  shires  about  us : 
You  shall  ha'  farmers'  widows  wed  tlun  gentkaca 
Much  like  yourself,  but  put  'em  to  no  stress ; 
What  work  can  they  do,  with  small  trap-stick  legi? 
They  keep  clowns  to  stop  gaps  and  drive  in  pegt, 
A  drudgery  fit  for  hinds.    E'en  back  again,  sir  I 
You're  safest  at  returning. 

Greg.  Think  you  so,  sir  ? 

Cunn,  But  how  came  this  down  to  be  ctU'd 
Pompey  first  ? 

Greg.  Pish !  one  goodman  Csesar,  a  pomp-maker, 
kersen'd  him ; 
Pompey  he  writes  himself,  but  his  ri^  naae'i 

Pumpey, 
And  stunk  too  when  I  had  him  ;  now  he's  crank. 

Cunn.  I'm  glad  I  know  so  much  to  qndl  his 
pride,  sir. 
Walk  you  still  that  way;  I'll  make  use  of  tiiis 
To  resolve  all  my  doubts,  and  place  this  favoar 
On  some  new  mistress,  only  for  a  try  ; 

And  if  it  meet  my  thoughts,  I'll  swear  'tis  I. 

[Exit 

Greg.  Is  Pompey  grown  so  malapert,  so  frampeL' 
The  only  cutter  about  ladies'  honoors. 
And  his  blade  soonest  out  ? 

Enter  OvDOLAwr. 

Oldc.  Now,  what's  the  news,  sir  ? 

Greg.  [Aaide.']  I  dare  not  say  but  good  >— Ob, 

excellent  good,  sir  1 
Oldc.  I  hope  now  you're  resolved  she  loves  joa, 

knight? 
Greg.  CuSb  me,  what  else,  sir  ?  that's  not  to  do 

now. 
Oldc  You  would  not  think  how  desperatdjyoa 

anger'd  me. 
When  you  Iralied  her  goodness  :  Oh,  you  vei'dne 
Even  to  a  palsey. 

Greg.  What  a  thing  was  that,  sir  ! 

Enter  Hiece, 

Nieee.  'Tis,  that  'tis,  C-**^ 

As  I  have  hope  of  sweetness,  the  scarTs  gone ! 
Worthy  wise  friend,  I  dote  upon  thy  cunning : 
We  two  shall  be  well  match'd :  our  issue  maksare 
Will  be  bom  counsellors.     Is't  possible  ? 
Thou  shalt  have  another  token  out  of  hand  for't ; 
Nay,  since  the  way's  found,  pity  thou  sboaUet 

want,  i'fisuth.— 
Oh,  my  best  joy  and  dearest ! 

Oldo.  WeU  said.  Niece ! 
So  violent  'fore  your  uncle  ?  What  will  you  do 
In  secret  then  ! 

Greg.  Marry,  call  me  slave  and  rascaL 

Niece.  Your  scarf — tiie  scarf  I  gave  you 

Oldc.  'Mass,  that's  true.  Niece ! 
I  ne'er  thought  upon  that : — ^The  scarf  she  gsre 

you,  sir! 
What,  dumb  ?  no  answer  from  you  ?  die  seaif  I 

Greg.  1  was  way-laid  about  it,  my  life  threat- 
ened; 
Life's  life,  scarfs  but  a  scarf,  and  so  I  fXieA 
fh>m't. 

Niece.  Unfortunate  woman!   my  first  t^nnr 
too? 

Oldc.  Willyoube8tillanassFnoreooBcile»at 

'Twixt  you  and  Wit  ?  Are  you  so  fiu*  fallen  oit» 
You'll  never  come  togetiier  ?  I  tdl  you  true, 
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I'm  Jtrj  lousaij  ashamed  on  yoa ; 

That's  die  wont  shame  that  can  be.— 

Hiiu  heitiDg  on  him,  now  his  heart's  hook'd  in, 

lAtide. 
ril  make  him,   ere  I  Jia*    done,  take  her  with 

nothing. 
I  lore  a  man  that  lives  by  his  wits,  a' -life  I — 
Nij,  leare,  sweet  Niece;   'tis  but  a  scarf;    let 
it  go! 
yiete.  The  going  of  it  never  grieves  me,  sir; 

It  13  the  manner,  the  manner 

Greg.  Oh,  dissembling  marmaset !    If  I  durst 
speak, 
Or  could  be  believed  when  I  speak,  what  a  tale 
Could  I  tell,  to  make  hair  stand  upright  now  ! 
Xiece.  Nay,  sir,  at  your  request,  you  shall  per- 
ceive, unde. 
With  what  renewing  love  I  forgive  this  : — 
Here's  a  fair  diamond,  sir ;  I'll  try  how  long 
VoQ  cin  keep  that. 

Greg,  Not  very  long ;  you  know't  too, 
like  a  canning  witch  as  you  are  ! 
Niete.  You're  best  let  him  ha'  that  too. 


Greg.  So  I  were,  I  think ;  there  were  no  living 
else, 
I  thank  you,  as  you  have  handled  the  matter. 

Oldc.  Why,  this  is  musical  now,  and  Tuesday 
next 
Shall  tune  your  instruments ;  that's  the  day  set. 

Niece,  A  match,  good  uncle  ! 

Oldc.  Sir,  you  hear  me  too  ? 

Greg,  Oh,  very  well ;  I'm  for  yon. 

Niece,  Whate'er  you  hear,  you  know  my  mind ! 

iExeunt  Ojldcraft  and  Niece. 

Greg.  Ay,  a  pox  on't,  too  well !  If  I  do  not 
wonder  how  we  two  shaU  come  together,  I'm  a 
bear-whelp.  He  talks  of  Tuesday  next,  as  famili- 
arly as  if  we  loved  one  another ;  but  'tis  as  un- 
likely to  me,  as  'twas  seven  year  before  I  saw  her. 
I  shall  try  his  cunning ;  it  may  be,  he  has  a  way 
was  never  yet  thought  on,  and  it  had  need  to  be 
such  a  one ;  for  all  that  I  can  think  on  will  never 
do't.  I  look  to  have  this  diamond  taken  from  me 
very  speedily;  therefore  I'U  take  it  off  o'  my 
finger,  for,  if  it  be  seen,  I  shall  be  way-laid  for 
that  too.  LBxiL 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  Oldcbaft's  House, 

Enttr  OuKtLAWT  and  WimrpATB. 

Olde.  Oh.  torture,  torture !  Thou  carry 'st  a  sting 
i'  thy  tail  I 
TboQ  never  bronght'st  good  news  i'  thy  life  yet ; 
And  that's  an  ill  quality,  leave  it  when  thou  wilt. 
W%Ug.  Why,  you  receive  a  blessing  the  wrong 
way,  sir. 
C4II  yoa  not  this  good  news,  to  save  at  once,  sir, 
Yov  credit  and  your  kinsman's  life  together  ? 
Would  it  not  vex  your  peace,  and  gall  your  worth. 
To  have  one  of  your  name  hang'd  ? 
Oldc  Vt^ot ;  no  such  words,  boy ! 
WtUg.  Be  thankful  for  the  blessings  of  preven- 
Olde.  Let  me  see  !  [tion  then. 

There  was  none  hang'd  out  of  our  house  since 

Bmte  ; 
I  ha'  seanrh'd  both  Stow  and  Hollinshed. 
ff'itfy.  Oh,  sir  ! 
Olde.  I'll  see  what  Polychronicon   says  anon 

too. 
Wittg.  'Twaa  a  miraculous  fortune  that  I  heard 

on't  ! 
Olde.  I  would  thon'dst  never  heard  on't  I 
inz/jf.  That's  true  too, 
iSo  it  had  ne*er  been  done.     To  see  the  luck  on't  1 
He  was  even  brought  to  justice  Aurum's  threshold ; 
There  had  flown  forth  a  mittimus  straight  for  New- 
gate ! 
And  note  the  fortune  too  1    Sessions  a  Thursday, 
Joiy  ctdl'd  out  a  Friday,  judgment  a  Saturday, 
l^^ngeon  a  Sunday,  Tyburn  a  Monday  : 
Misery's  quotidian  ague,  when't  begins  once, 
Etery  day  pulls  him,  till  he  pull  his  last. 
Oldc,  No  more,  I  say  !  'tis  an  ill  theme.  Where 

left  vou  him  ? 
WiUg,  He  8  in  the  constable's  hands  below  i' 
th'  hall,  sir. 
Poor  gentlesBon,  and  his  accuser  with  him. 
Olde.  Wliat'Bhe? 


Witty,  A  judge's  son,  'tis  thought ;  so  much  the 
worse  too ; 
He'll  hang  his  enemy  and't  shall  cost  him  nothing ; 
That's  a  g^eat  privilege. 

Oldc,  Within  there ! 

fnter  a  Senrant. 
Sem    Sir  ? 

Olde.  Call  up  the  folks  i'  th'  hall.— I  had  such 
hope  on  him, 
For  a  scholar  too,  a  thing  thou  ne'er  wast  fit  for ; 
Therefore  erected  all  my  joys  in  him, 
Got  a  Welch  benefice  in  reversion  for  him, 
Dean  of  Cardigan ;  he  has  his  grace  already, 
He  can  marry  and  bury, 
Yet  ne'er  a  hair  on's  face,  like  a  French  vicar  ; 
And  does  he  bring  such  fruits  to  town  with  him  ? 
A  thief  at  his  first  lighting  ?— Oh,  good  den  to 
you  ! 

Enter  Cjubdulous,  Sir  Rutnovb  {at  a  Constable,)  ami  I^idy 
Ruinous  {as  a  Man). 

Willy.  Nay,  sweet  sir !  you're  so  vex'd  now, 
you  will  grieve  him, 
And  hurt  yourself. 

Oldc,  Away  I  111  hear  no  counsel. — 
Come  you  but  once  in  seven  year  to  your  uncle. 
And  at  that  time  must  you  be  brought  home  too  ? 
And  by  a  constable  ? 

Willy.  Oh,  speak  low,  sir ; 
Remember  your  own  credit  1  You  profess 
You  love  a  man  o'  wit ;  begin  at  home,  sir ; 
Express  it  i'  yourself. 

L.  Ruin.  Nay,  master  constable. 
Shew  yourself  a  wise  man,  'gainst  your  nature  too. 

Ruin.    Sir,    no    dish-porridgement,    we    have 
As  good  men  as  ye.  [brought  home 

Old,   Out !   a  North-Britain  constable  ?    that 
tongue 
Will  publish  all,  it  speaks  so  broad  already. — 
Are  you  the  gentleman  ? 

L.  Ruin,  The  unfortunate  one,  sir. 
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That  fell  into  the  power  of  merciless  thieves, 
Whereof  this  fellow,  (whom  I'd  coll  your  kinsman 
As  little  as  I  could,  for  the  fair  rcTerence 
I  owe  to  hme  and  years,)  was  the  prime  villain. 
Oldc»  A  wicked  prime  ! 
WUiy.  Nay,  not  so  loud,  sweet  father  ! 
If.  Ruin,  The  rest  are  fled,  but  I  shall  meet 
with  'em  : 
Hang  one  of  'em  I  will  certain,  (I  ha'  swore  it) 
And  'twas  my  luck  to  light  upon  this  first. 

Oldo,  A  Cambridge  man  for  this?  these  your 
degrees,  sir  ? 
Nine  years  at  uniyersity  for  this  fellowship  ? 
Witly,  Take  your  voice  lower,  dear  sir ! 
Oldc.  What's  your  loss,  sir  ? 
L,  Ruin,  That  which  offends  me  to  repeat ;  the 
money's  whole,  sir, 
'TIS  in  the  constable's  hands  there,  a  seal'd  hun- 
But  I  will  not  reccive't.  [dred ; 

Oldc,  No  ?  not  the  money,  sir, 
Having  confessed  'tis  all  ? 

L.  Ruin.  'Tis  aU  the  money,  sir, 
Bi;t  'tis  not  all  I  lost;  for  when  they  bound  roe, 
They  took  a  diamond  hung  at  my  shirt-string. 
Which  fear  of  life  made  me  forget  to  hide ; 
It  being  the  sparkling  witness  of  a  contract 
'Twixt  a  great  lawyer's  daughter  and  myself. 

fVUty.  1  told  you  what  he  was. — What  does  (he 
Concern  my  cousin,  sir  ?  [diamond 

Xi.  Ruin.  No  more  did  the  money ; 
But  he  shall  answer  all  now. 

Witty.  There's  your  conscience ! 
It  shews  from  whence  you  sprung. 

L.  Ruin.  Sprung  ?  I  had  leap'd  a  thief. 
Had  I  leap'd  some  of  your  alliance. 
Witty.  Slave! 

L.  Ruin.  You  prevent  me  still. 
OMc.  'Slid,  son,  are  you  mad  ? 
L.  Ruin,  Come,  come,  I'll  take  a  legal  course. 
Oldc.  Will  you  undo  us  all  ?— What's  your  de- 
mand, sir  ? 
Now  we're  in's  danger  too  ! 

L.  Huin.  A  hundred  mark,  sir ; 
I  will  not  bate  a  doit 

Witty.  A  hundred  rascals ! 

L.  Ruin.  Sir,  find  'em  out  in  your  own  blood, 

and  take  'em. 
Witty.  Go,  take  your  course ;  follow  the  law, 

and  spare  not. 
Oldc.  Does  fury  make  you  drunk  ?  Know  you 

what  you  say  ? 
Witty.  A  hundred  dogs-dungs  !  do  your  worst. 
Oldc.  You  do,  Tm  sure :  who  is  loud  now  ? 
Witty.  What,  his  own  asking  ? 
Oldc.  Not  in  such  a  case  ? 
Witty.  You  shall  have  but  threescore  pound, 
'spite  a'  your  teeth ; 
I'll  see  you  hang'd  first ! 

Oldc.  And  what's  seven  pound  more,  man. 
That  all  this  coil's  about  ?— Stay  !— I  say  he  shall 
ha't. 
Witty.  It  is  your  own,  you  may  do  what  you 
please  with  it ; 
Pardon  my  zeal !  I  would  ha'  saved  you  money. 
Give  him  all  his  own  asking  ? 

Oldc.  What's  that  to  you,  sir  ? 
Be  sparing  of  your  own  !  Teach  me  to  pinch 
In  such  a  case  as  this  ?  Go,  go ;  live  by  your  wits, 
Witty.  I  practise  all  I  can.  [go  ! 

Oldc.  Folk>w  you  me,  sir ; 


And,  master  constable,  come  from  the  knave, 
And  be  a  witness  of  a  full  recompense. 

Witty.  Pray  stop  the  constable's  mouth,  what. 
Oldc.  Yet  again  ?  [e'er  yon  do,  sir. 

As  if  I  meant  not  to  do  that  myself, 
Without  your  counsel  ? — As  for  you«  precious  kins- 
man. 
Your  first  year's  frtdts  in  Wales  shall  go  to  rick 

for  this ! 
You  lie  not  in  my  house  :  Fll  pack  you  out. 
And  pay  for  your  lodging  rather. 

lExeunt  OuticRArr,  Rmiiom,  and  Lady  Ruijsocs. 
Witty.  Oh,  fy,  cousin  ! 
These  are  ill  courses  ;  you  a  scholar  too  I 

Cred.  I  was  drawn  into't  most  unfortunately, 
By  filthy  deboshM  company. 

Witty.  Ay,  ay,  ay ; 
'Tis  even  the  spoil  of  all  our  youth  in  England. 
What  were  they  ?  gentlemen  ? 

Cred.  'Faith,  so  like,  some  of  *em» 
They  were  even  the  worse  again. 
Witty.  Hum! 

Cred.  Great  tobacco-whiffers ; 
They  woald  go  near  to  rob  with  a  pipe  in  th«ir 
Witty.  What  I  no  ?  [moath$. 

Cred.  'Faith,  leave  it,  cousin,  because  my  nsctls 

use  it. 
Witty.  So  they  do  meat  and  drink ;  must  worthy 
gentlemen 
Refrain  their  food  for  that  ?  an  honest  man 
May  eat  of  the  same  pig  some  parson  dines  with, 
A  lawyer  and  a  fool  feed  of  one  woodcock. 
Yet  one  ne'er  the  simpler,  t'other  ne'er  the  wiM^r; 
'Tis  not  meat,  drink,  or  smoke,  dish,  cap,  or  pipe, 
Co-operates  to  the  making  of  a  knave ; 
'Tis  the  condition  makes  a  slave  a  slave : 
There's  London  philosophy  for  you  !     I  tell  yoo, 

cousin, 
You  cannot  be  too  cautelous,  nice,  or  dainty, 
In  your  society  here,  especially 
When  you  come  raw  from  the  university. 
Before  the  world  has  harden'd  you  a  little ; 
For  as  a  butter'd  loaf  is  a  scholar's  breakfast  there. 
So  a  poach'd  scholar  is  a  cheater's  dinner  here : 
I  ha'  known  seven  of  'em  snpp'd  up  at  a  meaL 
Cred.  Why  a  poach'd  scholar  ? 
Witty.  'Cause  he  pours  himself  forth. 
And  all  his  secrets,  at  the  first  acquaiatance ; 
Never  so  crafty  to  be  eaten  i'  th'  shell. 
But  is  ont-stripp'd  of  all  he  has  at  first. 
And  goes  down  glib :  he's  swallow'dwith  sharp  wit, 
'Stead  of  wine  vinegar. 

Credt  I  shall  think,  cousin, 
O'  your  poach'd  scholar,  while  I  live. 

Enter  Bemnnt. 

Serv.  Master  Credulous, 
Your  uncle  wills  you  to  forbear  the  house : 
You  must  with  me ;  I'm  charged  to  see  you  placed 
In  some  new  lodging  about  Thieving-Lane. 
What  the  conceit  is  I  know  not ;  but  he  commands 

you 
To  be  seen  here  no  more,  till  yon  hear  fturther. 

Cred.  Here's  a  strange  welcome,  sir  ! 

Witty.  This  is  the  world,  cousin, 
When  a  man's  fame's  once  poison'd !     Fare  thre 
well,  lad  !     lExeunt  Cnmsnouona  amd  Penrmnt. 
This  IS  the  happiest  cheat  I  e'er  claim'd  share  in ; 
It  has  a  two-fold  fortune,  gets  me  eoin, 
And  puts  him  out  of  grace  that  stood  between  me ; 
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Mj  Other's  Cambridge  jewel,  mnch  suBpected 
To  be  his  heir ;  now  there's  a  bar  in's  hopes. 

EiUtr  RmtrovB  with  a  Purte,  and  Lady  Roinous. 

Buin.  It  chinks  ;  make  haste ! 

L  Ruin,  The  Croat  at  Smithfield-Pens.  lExeunt, 

Enter  CumnwoBAic. 

fTt/zy.  Zo,  zo,  znfficient! — Master  CimDingbam? 
I  oerer  have  ill  lack  when  I  meet  a  wit. 
Cttim.  A  wit's  better  to  meet  than  to  follow 
then. 
For  I  ba'  none  so  good  I  cafi  commend  yet ; 
fiot  commonly  men  unfortunate  to  themselves, 
Are  luckiest  to  their  friends ;  and  so  may  I  be. 
Witiif.  I  run  o'er  so  mndi  worth,  going  but  in 
haste  from  you, 
Ail  my  deliberate  firiendship  cannot  equal. 
Cunn.  'Tb  but  to  shew,  that  you  can  place 
sometimes 
Yonr  modesty  a-top  of  all  your  rirtues. — 

lExit  WiTTVPATB. 

This  gentleman  may  pleasure  me  yet  again. 

Enter  Mirabbl. 

I  am  io  haunted  with  this  broad-brimm'd  hat 
Of  the  last  progress  block,  with  the  yoting  hat- 
band. 
Made  fbr  a  sacking  devil  of  two  years  old, 
I  know  not  where  to  turn  myself. 

Mir.  Sir ! 

Cunn.  More  torture  ? 

Mhr,  *T\9  rumour'd  that  you  love  me. 

CttfiR.  O'  my  troth,  gentlewoman, 
Romonr's  as  false  a  knave  as  ever  piss'd  then ; 
Pny  tell  him  so  from  me  !     I  cannot  feign 
ViUi  a  sweet  gentlewoman,  I  must  d^  down- 
right. 

Mir.  I  heard,  though  you  dissembled  with  my 
aunt,  air ; 
And  that  makes  me  more  confident 

Cifim.  Tliere's  no  falsehood, 
But  pays  us  oar  own  some  way  I — I  confess 
I  fei^*d  with  her,  ('twas  for  a  weightier  purpose) 
Bat  not  with  thee,  I  swear. 

Mir.  Nor  I  with  you  then, 
Althoagh  my  aont  enjoin'd  me  to  dissemble. 
To  right  her  spleen ;  I  love  you  fidthfiilly. 

Cunn.  'Light,  this  is  worse  than  'twas. 

Mir.  I  find  such  worth  in  you, 
I  cannot,  nay,  I  dare  not,  dally  with  you, 
For  fear  the  flame  consume  me. 

Ctaui.  Here's  fresh  trouble ! 
This  driTcs  me  to  my  conscience ;  for  'tis  foul 
To  injure  one  that  deals  directly  with  me. 

Mir.  I  crsTe  but  such  a  truth  from  your  love,  sir, 
Aa  mine  brings  you,  and  that's  proportionable. 

CwMi.  A  good  geometrician,  'shrew  my  heart ! 
*hy,  are  yon  out  o'  your  wits,  pretty  plump  gen- 

Uewoman, 
Yoo  talk  so  desperatelT  ?  'tis  a  great  happiness 
unt  has  made  one  on  s  wiser  i£sa  another, 
^e  shoold  be  both  cast  away  else : 
yet  I  lore  gratitttde ;  I  must  requite  yon, 
I M  be  sick  else :  But  to  give  you  me— 
A  thing  you  must  not  take,  U  you  mean  to  live, 
For  t^  my  troth  I  hardly  can  myself ; 
JO  wise  physician  will  prescribe  me  for  you. 
Ai».  your  state  is  weak ;  you  had  need  of  cordials, 
oome  rich  electoary,  made  of  a  son  and  heir, 
An  eUer  brother,  in  a  cullis,  whole; 


It  must  be  some  wealthy  Gregory,  boil'd  to  a  jelly. 
That  must  restore  you  to  the  state  of  new  gowns, 
French  rufis,  and  mutable  head-tires. 

Mir.  But,  where  is  he,  sir  ? 
One  that's  so  rich  will  ne'er  wed  me  with  nothing. 
Cunn.  Then  see  thy  conscience,  and  thy  wit 
together! 
Wouldst  thou  have  me  then,  that  have  nothing 

neither  ? 
What  say  you  to  Fop  Gregory  the  First  yonder  ? 
Will  you  acknowledge  yonr  time  amply  recom- 
pensed. 
Full  satisfaction  upon  love's  record. 
Without  any  more  suit,  if  I  combine  you  ? 
Jlftr.  Yes,  by  this  honest  kiss. 
Cunn.  You're  a  wise  client. 
To  pay  your  fee  before-hand ;  but  all  do  so : 
You  know  the  worst  already,  that's  the  best  too. 
Mir.  I  know  he  is  a  fool. 
Cunn.  You're  shrewdly  hurt  then  ! 
This  is  your  comfort ;  your  great,  wisest  women 
Pick  their  first  husband  still  out  of  that  house, 
And  some  will  have  'em  to  chuse,  if  they  bury 
twenty. 
JIftr.  I'm  of  their  Btinds,  that  like  him  for  a  first 
husband 
To  run  youth's  race  with  him,  'tis  very  pleasant ; 
But  when  I'm  old,  I'd  always  wish  a  wiser. 
Cunn,  You  may  have  me  by  that  time.     For 
this  first  business, 
Rest  upon  my  performance  I 
ilftr.  With  all  thankfuhiess. 
Cunn.  I  have  a  project  you  must  aid  me  in 

too. 
Mir.  You  bind  me  to  all  lawful  action,  sir. 
Cunn.  Pray  wear  this  scarf  about  you. 

Mir.  I  conjecture  now 

Cunn.  There's  a  court  principle  for't,  one  office 
must  help  another ; 
As  for  example,  for  your  cast  o'  manchets  out  o' 

th*  pantry, 
I  win  allow  you  a  goose  out  of  the  kitchen. 
Mir.   'Tis  very  sociably  done,  sir:   Farewell, 
Performance ! 
I  shall  be  bold  to  call  you  so.  lExit. 

Cunn,  Do,  sweet  Confidence  ! 

Enter  Sir  Grboorv. 

If  I  can  match  my  two  broad-brimm'd  hats^ 
'Tis  he !     I  know  the  maggot  by  his  head ; 
Now  shall  I  learn  news  of  him. — ^My  precious 
chief! 

Greff.    I    have   been  seeking  for  you  i'  th' 
bowling-green, 
Enquired  at  Nettleton's  and  Anthony's  ordinary ; 
'T  has  vez'd  me  to  the  heart!    Look,  I've  a 

diamond  here. 
And  it  cannot  find  a  master. 

Cunn.  No  ?  that's  hard,  i'faith. 

Greg,    It  does  belong  to  somebody:  A  pox 
on  him, 
I  would  he  had  it ;  'does  but  trouble  me  ; 
And  she  that  sent  it  is  so  waspish  too. 
There's  no  returning  to  her  till't  be  gone. 

Cunn.  Oh,  ho  !     Ah,  sirrah,  are  you  come  ? 

Greg.  What's  that,  friend  ? 

Cunn,  Do  you  note  that  comer  sparkle  ? 

Greg,  Which  ?  which  ?  which,  sir? 

Cunn.  At  the  west  end  o'  th'  collet 

Greg.  Oh,  I  see't  now. 
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Cunn,  'Tifl  an  app«rent  mark :  This  is  the  stone, 


sir. 


That  so  much  blood  is  threatened  to  be  shed  for. 

Greg,  I  pray 

Curm.  A  tun  at  least. 

Greg.  They  must  not  find  it  i'  me  then ;  they 


[must 
hands  first, 


IDrawt, 


Go  where  'tis  to  be  had. 

Cutm,   'Tis  widl  it  came  to  my 
Sir  Gregory ; 
I  know  where  this  must  go. 

Greg.  Am  I  discharged  on't  ? 

Cunn.  My  life  for  yours  now  I 

Greg.  What  now? 

Cunn,  'Tia  discretion,  sir  ; 
I'll  stand  upon  my  guard  all  the  while  I  ha't. 

Greg.  'Troth  thou  tak'st  too  much  danger  on 
To  preserve  me  alive.  [thee  still, 

Cunn.  'Tis  a  friend's  duty,  sir. 
Nay,  by  a  toy  that  I  have  late  thought  upon, 
I'll  undertake  to  get  your  mistress  for  you. 

Greg.  Thou  wilt  not  ?  wilt  ? 

Cunn.  Contract  her  by  a  trick,  sir, 
When  she  least  thinks  on't. 

Greg.  There's  the  right  way  to't ; 
For  if  she  think  on't  once,  she'll  never  do't. 

Cunn.  She  does  abuse  you  still  then  ? 

Greg.  A  pox  !  damnably, 
Every  time  worse  than  other ;  yet  her  uncle 
Thinks  the  day  holds  'a  Tuesday :  Say  it  did,  sir, 
She's  so  familiarly  used  to  call  me  rascal. 
She'll  quite  forget  to  wed  me  by  my  own  name ; 
And  then  that  marriage  cannot  hold  in  law,  you 

Cunn.  Will  you  leave  all  to  me  ?  [know. 

Greg.  Who  should  I  leave  it  to  ? 

Cunn.  'Tis  our  luck  to  love  nieces ;  I  love  a 

Greg.  I  would  you  did,  i'faith !  [niece  too. 

Cunn.  But  mine's  a  kind  wretch. 

Greg.  Ay,  marry,  sir?  I  would  mine  were  so 

Cunn.  No  rascal  comes  in  her  mouth.      [too  ! 

Greg.  'Troth,  and  mine 
Has  little  else  in  her's. 

Cunn.  Mine  sends  me  tokens. 
All  the  world  knows  not  on. 

Greg.  Mine  gives  me  tokens  too, 
Very  fine  tokens ;  but  I  dare  not  wear  'em. 

Cunn.  Mine's  kind  in  secret. 

Greg.  And  there  mine's  a  hell-cat. 

Cunn.  We  have  a  day  set  too. 

Greg.  'Slid,  so  have  we,  man  ; 
But  there's  no  sign  of  ever  coming  together. 

Cunn.  ril  tell  thee  who  it  is ;  the  old  woman's 

Greg.  Is't  she  ?  [niece. 

Cunn,  I  would  your  luck  had  been  no  worse  for 
mildness ; 
But  mum  ;  no  more  words  on't  to  your  lady ! 

Greg.  Foh! 

Cunn.  No  blabbing,  as  you  love  me. 

Greg.  None  of  our  blood 
Were  ever  babblers. 

Cunn.  Pr'ythee  convey  this  letter  to  her ; 
But  at  any  hand  let  not  your  mistress  see't ! 

Greg.  Yet  again,  sir  ? 

Cunn.  There  is  a  jewel  in't ! 
The  very  art  would  make  her  dote  upon't. 

Greg.  Say  you  so  ? 
And  she  shall  see't  for  that  trick  only. 

Cunn.  Remember  but  your  mistress,  and  all's 
weU. 

Greg.  Nay,  if  I  do  not,  hang  me  !  lExit. 

Cunn.  I  believe  you.-^ 


This  is  the  only  way  to  retnm  a  token : 

I  know  he  will  do't  now,  'cause  he's  charged  to  tk' 

contrary. 
He's  the  nearest  Idn  to  a  woman,  of  a  thing 
Made  without  substance,  that  a  man  can  find  agsn. 
Some  petticoat  b^ot  him,  I'll  be  whipt  dae, 
Engendring  with  an  old  pair  of  paned  hose. 
Lying  in  some  hot  chamber  o'er  the  kitchen ; 
Very  steam  bred  him. 
He  never  grew  where  rem  in  re  e'er  came ; 
The  generation  of  a  hundred  such 
Cannot  make  a  man  stand  in  a  white  sheet. 
For  'tis  no  act  in  law ;  nor  can  a  constable 
Pick  out  a  bawdy  business  for  Bridewell  in'L 
A  lamentable  case ! 
He's  got  with  a  man's  urine,  like  a  mandiake. — 

Enter  FMipbt  {as  a  OaUanU) 

How  now  ?  ha  ?  what  prodigious  bravery's  thu? 
A  most  preposterous  gallant !  the  doublet  nts 
As  if  it  mock'd  the  breeches. 

Pompey.  Save  you,  sir  ! 

Cunn.  He  has  put  his  tongue  in  the  fine  suit  d 

Pompey.  How  does  the  party  ?        [words  too ! 

Cunn.  Takes  me  for  a  scrivener.— 
Which  of  the  parties  ? 

Pompey.  Hum  !  Simplicity  betide  thee ! — 
I  would  fain  hear  o'  th*  party  $  I  would  be  lodi  to 
Further  with  her ;  honour  is  not  a  thing  [gt) 

To  be  dallied  withal,  no  more  is  reputation. 
No,  nor  fiime,  I  take  it ;   I  must  not  have  ber 

wrong'd 
When  I'm  abroad;  my  party  is  not  to  be  compeQ'il 
With  any  party  in  an  oblique  way  ; 
'Tis  very  dangerous  to  deal  with  women  ; 
May  prove  a  lady  too,  but  shall  be  nameless ; 
I'll  bite  my  tongue  out,  ere  it  prove  a  traitor. 

Cunn.  Upon  my  life,  I  know  her  1 

Pompey.  Not  by  me ; 
Know  what  you  can,  talk  a  whole  day  with  me. 
You're  ne'er  the  wiser  ;  she  comes  not  from  these 

Cunn.  The  old  knight's  niece.  [lips* 

Pompey,  'Slid,  he  has  got  her !  Pox  of  his  hart 
that  told  him  !—  lAtiit. 

Can  nothing  be  kept  secret  ?  Let  me  entreat  joa 
To  use  her  name  as  little  as  you  can,  though. 

Cunn.  'Twill  be  small  pleasure,  sir,  to  use  her 
name. 

Pompey.  I  had  intelligence  in  my  sc^emn  wi&s, 
'Twixt  Paddington  and  Pancridge,  of  a  scarf 
Sent  for  a  token,  and  a  jewel  follow 'd  ; 
But  I  acknowledge  not  &e  receipt  of  any : 
Howe'er  'tis  carried,  believe  me,  sir. 
Upon  my  reputation,  I  received  none  ! 

Cunn.  What,  neither  scarf  nor  jewel? 

Pompey.  'Twould  be  seen 
Somewhere  about  me,  you  may  well  think  that ; 
I  have  an  arm  for  a  scarf,  as  others  have. 
An  ear  to  hang  a  jewel  too,  and  diat's  more 
Than  some  men  have,  my  betters  a  great  desL 
I  must  have  restitution,  where'er  it  Ughts. 

Cunn,  And  reason  good. 

Pompey,  For  all  these  tokens,  sir, 
Pass  i'  my  name. 

Cunn.  It  cannot  otherwise  be. 

Pompey.  Sent  to  a  worthy  friend  ! 

Cunn.  Ay,  that's  to  thee. 

Pompey.  I'm  wrong'd  under  that  title. 

Cunn,  I  dare  swear  thou  art ; 
'Tis  nothing  but  Sir  Gregory's  circumventkn, 
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His  eBTioas  spite ;  when  thoa'rt  at  Paddington, 
He  meets  the  gifts  at  Panciidge. 

Pompejf.  Ah,  fake  knight ! 
False  both  to  honour,  and  the  law  of  arms. 

Cmm,  What  wilt  thou  say  if  I  be  revenged  for 
Thoa  sit  as  witness  ?  [thee, 

Pvmpey.  I  should  laugh  in  state  then. 

Cuaa.  I'll  fob  him ;  here's  my  hand. 

Pumpejf.  I  shall  be  as  glad  as  any  man  alive  to 
Ke  him  well  Ibbb'd,  sir.  Bat,  now  you  talk  of 
fobbing,  I  wonder  the  lady  sends  not  for  me  ac- 
cording to  promise :  I  ha'  kept  out  o'  town  these 
tvo  days,  o'  purpose  to  be  sent  for :  I  am  almost 
starred  with  walking. 

Ckaii.  Walking  gets  men  a  stomach. 

Pompep.  Tib  most  true,  sir ;  I  may  speak  it  by 
ciperience,  for  I  ha'  got  a  stomach  six  times,  and 
l<Kt  it  again,  as  often  as  a  traTcller  from  Chelsea 
iball  lose  the  sight  of  Paul's,  and  get  it  again. 

Cmin.  Go  to  her,  man. 

Pompey.  Not  for  a  miUion  I  Enfringe  my  oathP 
Tbere's  a  toy  call'd  a  vow  has  past  between  us,  a 
poor  trifle,  sir !  Pray  do  me  the  part  and  ofiSce  of 
a  gentleman :  If  you  chance  to  meet  a  footman  by 
tbe  vaj,  in  orange-tawny  ribbands,  running  before 
»  empty  coach,  with  a  buszard  i'  th'  poop  on't, 
<Hrect  him  and  his  horses  toward  the  New-River, 
br  Islington ;  there  they  shall  have  me  looking 
upon  the  pipes,  and  whistling.  iExU, 

Cunn.  A  very  good  note !  This  love  makes  us 
all  monldes. 
Bat  to  my  work  :  Scarf  first  ?  and  now  a  diamond  ? 
These  8houl<ibe  sure  signs  of  her  affection's  truth ; 
Vet  I'll  go  forward  wiUi  my  surer  proof.        iExit. 


SCENE  Ih— Another  inihe  same. 
Enter  Niica  and  OaafioBY. 

Nk€e.  la't  possible  ? 

Greg.  Nay,  here's  his  letter  too ; 
There's  a  fine  jewel  in't,  therefore  I  brought  it  to 
you. 

Xieee,  You  tedious  mongril !  Is  it  not  enough 
To  ^raoe  thee,  to  receive  this  from  thy  hand, 
A  thing  which  makes  me  almost  sick  to  do. 
Bat  jou  must  talk  too  ? 

Greg,  I  ha'  done. 

yieee.  FaU  back ! 
Yet  backer,  backer  yet  I  You  unmannerly  puppy. 
Do  JOU  not  see  I'm  going  about  to  read  it  ? 

Greg.  Nay,  these  are  golden  days  1  now  I  stay 
hy't; 
Sie  was  wont  not  to  endure  me  in  her  sight  at  all ; 
The  world  mends,  I  see  that. 

Nieee.    What   an  ambiguous    superscription's 
'  To  the  best  of  nieces.'  [here  ! 

^y,  that  title  may  be  mine,  and  more  than  her's : 
Sue  I  much  wrong  the  neatness  of  his  art ! 
Tis  certain  sent  to  me;  and  to  requite 
Mf  conning  in  the  carriage  of  my  tokens, 
U«ed  the  same  fop  for  his. 

Greg.  She  nodded  now  to  me ;  'twill  come  in 


S^ieee^  What's  here  ?  An  entire  ruby,  cut  into 
aheart? 
And  this  the  word,  laiud  amoris  optu  9 

Greg,  Yea,  yes ; 
I  have  hewd  him  say,  that  Love  is  the  best  stone- 


Nieee,  Why,  thou  saucy  issue  of  some  travelling 
sow-gelder. 
What  makes  love  in  thy  mouth  ?  Is  it  a  thing 
That  ever  wiU  concern  thee  ?  I  do  wonder 
How  thou  dar'st  think  on't  1  Hast  thou  ever  hope 
To  eome  i'  the  same  room  where  lovers  are. 
And  'scape  unbrain'd  with  one  of  their  velvet 
slippers  ? 

Greg.  Love-tricks  break  out  I  see  :  An  you  talk 
of  slippers  once. 
It  is  not  far  off  to  bed-time. 

Niece.  Is  it  possible  thou  canst  laugh  yet } 
I  would  ha'  undertook  to  ha'  kiU'd  a  spider 
With  less  venom  far  than  I  have  spit  at  thee. 

Greg,  You  must  conceive, 
A  knight's  another  manner  o'  piece  of  flesh. 

Niece,  Back,  owl's  face ! 

Oldc.  [Within.']  Do,  do. 

Niece,  [Apart.'\  'Tis  my  uncle's  voice,  that— 
Why  keep  you  so  far  off.  Sir  Gregory  ? 
Are  you  afraid,  sir,  to  come  near  your  mistress  ? 

Greg.  Is  the  proud  heart  come  down  ?  I  look'd 
for  this  still. 

Niece,  [Apart,"]  He  comes  not  this  way  yet — 
Away,  you  dog-whelp ! 
Would  you  offer  to  come  near  me,  though  I  said  so? 
I'll  make  you  understand  my  mind  in  time  I 
You're  running  greedily,  like  a  hound  to  lusbreak- 

fiist. 
That  chops  in  head  and  all  to  beguile  his  fellows ; 
Pm  to  be  eaten,  sir,  with  grace  and  leisure, 
Behaviour  and  discourse,  things  that  ne'er  trouble 
After  I  have  pelted  you  sufficiently,  [you : 

I  trow  you*ll  learn  more  manners. 

Greg.  I  am  wond'ring  still 
When  we  two  shall  come  together.    Tuesday's  at 

hand. 
But  I'm  as  fiir  off  as  I  was  at  first,  I  swear. 

Enter  GuardJaneas. 

Guard.  Now,  Cunningham,  I'll  be  revenged  at 
large. — 
Lady,  what  was  but  all  this  while  suspicion, 
Is  truth  full  blown  now ;  my  niece  wears  your  scarf. 
Niece.  Ha! 

Guard.  Do  but  follow  me,  I'll  place  you  in- 
stantly 
Where  you  shall  see  her  courted  by  Cunningham. 
Niece.  I  go  with  greediness  I  We  long  for  things 
That  break  our  hearts  sometimes ;  there's  Pleasure's 
misery.         [Exeunt  Niece  and  GuardioneM. 
Greg,  Where  are  those  gad-flies  going  ?  to  some 
junket  now. 
That  same  old  humble-bee  toles  the  young  one 

forth 
To  sweetmeats  after  kind  :  Let  'em  look  to't 
The  thing  you  wot  on  be  not  miss'd  or  gone  ! 
I  bring  a  maidenhead,  and  I  look  for  one.     C^^^ 


SCENE  111,—Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  CvsnuiQUAU,  {seeminglp  in  diecourte  teith  a  nuuJt'd 
Oentlewoman,  tehich  is  a  pvppet^  in  a  broad  hat^  and 
scar/ed )  and  Niece  at  another  door, 

Cunn,  Yes,  yes. 

Niece,  Too  manifest  now ; .  the  scarf  uid  all ! 
Cunn.  It  cannot  be  ;  you're  such  a  fearful  soul. 
Niece,  I'll  give  her  cause  of  fear  ere  I  part  from 
herl 
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Cunn.  WiU  you  say  so  ?  Is't  not  your  aunt's 
desire  too  ? 

Niece.  What  a  dissembling  crone's  that?  She'll 
forswear't  now. 

Cunn.  I  see  my  project  takes;  yonder's  the  grace 
on't.  {Aside. 

Niece.  Who  would  put  confidence  in  wit  again? 
I'm  plagued  for  my  ambition,  to  desire 
A  wise  man  for  a  husband !  and  I  see 
Fate  will  not  have  us  go  beyond  our  stint : 
We  are  allow'd  but  one  dish,  and  that's  woodcock. 
It  keeps  up  wit  to  make  us  firiends  and  servants  of; 
And  thinks  aoything's  good  enough  to  make  us 

husbands. 
Oh,  that  whore's  hat  o'  thine,  o'  th'  riding  block, 
A  shade  for  lecherous  kisses ! — 

Cunn.  Make  you  doubt  on't  ? 
Is  not  my  love  of  force  ? 

Niece.  Yes  ;  me  it  forces  IComes  forward. 

To  tear  that  sorcerous  strumpet  from  thy  embraces. 

Cunn.  Lady? 

Niece.  Oh,  thou  hast  wrong'd  the  eiquisitest 

Cunn.  What  mean  you,  lady  ?  [love — 

Niece.  Mine ;  you'll  answer  for't ! 

Cunn.  Alas,  what  seek  you  ? 

Niece.  Sir,  mine  own,  with  loss. 

Cunn.  You  shall 

Niece,  I  never  made  so  hard  a  bargain. 

Cunn.  Sweet  lady ! 

Niece.  Unjust  man,  let  my  wrath  reach  her, 
As  you  owe  Virtue  du^ !  [Cunningham  fallt  on 
purpose."}  Your  cause  trips  you. — 


Now,  minion,  you  shall  feel  iriiat  love's  rsge  is, 
Before  you  taste  the  pleasure. — Smile  you,  &lse 
sir? 
Cunn,  How  can  I  ehuse,  to  see  what  pains  you 
take, 
Upon  a  thing  will  never  thank  you  for't  ? 
Niece.  How? 

Cunn.  See  what  things  you  women  be,  lady! 
When  clothes  are  taken  for  the  best  part  of  yoo. 
This  was  to  shew  you,  when  you  tliink  I  love  yoo 

not, 
How  you're  deceived  still ;  there  the  moral  lies : 
'Twas  a  trap  set  to  catch  you,  and  the  only  bait 
To  take  a  lady  nibbling  is  fine  clothes : 
Now  I  dare  boldly  thaink  you  for  your  love ; 
I'm  pretty  well  resolved  iu't  by  t&ia  fit, 
For  a  jealous  ague  always  ushers  it. 
Niece.  Now  blessings  still  maintain  this  wit  of 
thine! 
And  I've  an  excellent  fortune  coming  in  thee : 
Bring  nothing  else,  I  charge  thee. 
Cunn.  Not  a  groat,  I  warrant  yon. 
Niece.  Thou  shalt  be  worthily  weloome,  take  my 
faith  for't; 
Next  opportunity  shall  make  us. 

Cunn.  The  old  gentlewoman  has  fool'd  her 

revenge  sweetly. 
Niece.  'Las,  'tis  her  part ;  she  knows  her  plsce 
so  well  yonder  1 
Always  when  women  jump  upon  threescore. 
Love  shoves  'em  from  the  chamber  to  the  door. 
Cunn.  Thou  art  a  precious  she-wit  1      lEMtmL 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. — A  mean  Room  in  the  House  of  Sir 

Ruinous. 

Enter  Cdnitinorabi,  (at  one  door^)  Wittypatk,  Ruinous, 
Lady  RumouB,  and  Phiiucian  {at4he  other). 

Cunn,  Friend,  met  in  the  harvest  of  our  designs ! 
Not  a  thought  but's  busy. 

WUtff.  I  knew  it,  man ; 
And  that  made  me  provide  these  needfiil  reapers, 
Hooks,  rakers,  gleaners :  We  will  sing  it  home 
With  a  melodious  hornpipe.    This  is  the  bond ; 
That  as  we  further  in  your  great  affair, 
You'll  suffer  us  to  glean,  pick  up  for  crumbs, 
And,  if  we  snatch  a  handful  from  the  sheaf^ 
You  will  not  look  a  churl  on*s. 

Cunn.  Friend,  we'll  share 
The  sheaves  of  gold ;  only  the  love  acre 
Shall  be  peculiar. 

Witty.  Much  good  do  you,  sir. 
Away!  you  know  your  way,  and  your  stay;  get 

you 
The  music  ready,  while  we  prepare  the  dancers. 

Ruin.  We  are  a  consort  of  ourselves. 

Pris.  And  can  strike  up  lustily. 

Witty,  You  must  bring  Sir  Fop. 

Cunn.  That's  perfect  enough. 

Ruin.  Bring  all  the  fops  you  can,  the  more  the 
better  fare ; 
So  the  proverb  runs  backwards. 

{Exeunt  Ruiirous  and  Fbiscian. 

L.  Ruin.  I'll  bring  the  ladies.  lExit. 

Witty.  Do  so  first,  and  then  the  fops  will  follow. 
I  must  to  my  father ;  he  must  make  one.       [Exit. 


Enter  two  Bervants,  with  a  Banquet. 

Cunn.  While  I  dispatch  a  business  with  the 
knight. 
And  I  go  wi&  you. — ^Well  said !  I  thank  you  I 
This  small  banquet  will  furnish  our  few  guests 
With  taste  and  state  enough.  One  reach  my  gown ; 
The  action  craves  it,  rather  than  the  weather. 

1  Serv,  There  is  one  stays  to  speak  with  you,  dr. 

Cunn.  What  is  he  ?  « 

1  Serv.  'Faith,  I  know  not  what,  ur ;  a  fool,  I 
think, 
That  some  broker's  shop  has  made  half  a  gentle- 
'Has  the  name  of  a  wor&y  too.  [man : 

Cunn.  Pompey  ?  isH  not  ? 

1  Serv.  That's  he,  sir. 

Cunn.  Alas,  poor  fellow,  pr'ythee  enter  him. 
He  will  n^d  too.     He  shall  serve  for  a  witness. 

Enter  second  Servant,  wt'lA  a  Gown, 
Oh,  gramercy  !  If  my  friend  Sir  Gregory  oomes, 
(You  know  him)  entertain  him  kindly. 

Enter  Fannr. 

Oh,  Master  Pompey  I 
How  is't,  man  ? 

Pompey.  'Snails,  I'm  almost  starlred  with  love, 
and  cold,  and  one  thing  or  other.  Has  not  ny 
lady  sent  for  me  yet? 

Cunn.  Not  that  I  hear :  Sure  some 
Unfriendly  messenger's  employ'd  betwixt  you. 

Pompey,  I  was  ne'er  so  cold  in  my  life :  In  my 
conscience,  I  have  been  seven  miles  in  length,  aloo^ 
the  New- River ;  I  have  seen  a  hundred  stickle- 
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bigs ;  I  do  not  tliink  bat  there's  gudgeons  too  : 
Twill  ne'er  be  a  tme  water. 

Cima.  Whj  think  yon  so  ? 

Pompeff.  I  warrant  jron  I  told  a  thousand  mil- 
ler's thumbs  in  it.  TU  make  a  little  bold  with  your 
sweetmeats. 

Cttiia.  And  weioome,  Pompey ! 

Pmtpaf.  Tia  a  strange  thing  I  have  no  taste  in 
uftktog. 

Ctnn.  Oh,  that's  loTe ;  that  distastes  anything 
bot  itself. 

Pompef.  'TIS  worse  than  cheese  in  that  point. 
May  not  a  man  break  his  word  with  a  lady  ?  I 
ooold  find  in  my  heart  and  my  hose  too. 

Cima.  By  no  means,  sir ;  that  breaks  all  the  laws 
of  love. 

Pompeff.  Well,  I'll  ne'er  pass  my  word  without 
ay  deed,  to  lady,  while  I  ]i?e,  again.  I  would  fain 
Rcorermy  taste. 

r«mii.  Welly  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Pvmpeff.  Good  news,  sir  ? 

fimn.  Happy  news !  I  help  you  away  with  a 
rinl,  your  master's  bestowed 

Pvmpej,  Where,  for  this  plumb's  sake 

Cuaa.  Nay,  listen  me. 

Pompey.  I  warrant  you,  sir ;  I  have  two  ears  to 
OK  moath :  I  hear  more  than  I  eat ;  I'd  ne'er  row 
by  Qoeen-Hithe  while  I  lived  else. 

Csan.  I  have  a  wife  for  him,  and  thou  shalt 
vitnos  the  contract. 

Pompey,  The  old  one,  I  hope ;  *tiB  not  the  lady  ? 

r«a».  Choke  him  first  1  lis  one  which  thou 
tblt  see ;  see  him,  see  him  deceived,  see  the 
d^t,  only  the  injunction  is,  you  shall  smile  with 
Bodesty. 

Pompey*  I'll  simper,  i'fidth,  as  cold  as  I  am  yet 
The  old  one,  I  hope  1  IBaires. 

Enter  BtmtaU 

Sen.  Sir,  here's  Sir  Gregory. 

CiMM.  Udso,  shelter,  shelter  I  If  you  be  seen, 
I  iH's  riTell'd  oat  again :  Stand  there  private,  and 
fDQ  viU  find  the  Tery  opportunity  to  cdl  you  forth, 
ttd  place  yoa  at  the  table. 

Bnier  Qmmaomr. 

ToQ  ire  welcome,  sir !  this  banquet  will  serve, 
when  it  is  crown'd  with  such  a  dainty  as  you  expect, 
lad  most  have. 

Grey,  Tush,  these  sweetmeats  are  but  sauce  to 
Aat.  Well,  if  there  be  any  honesty,  or  true  word 
&  a  dream,  ahe's  mine  own,  nay,  and  changed 
extremely,  not  the  same  woman. 

Cunn,  Who  ?  not  the  Udy  ? 

Grey,  No,  not  to  me ;  the  edge  of  her  tongue 
■  taken  off,  gives  me  very  good  words ;  tum'd 
ipade  down  to  me ;  and  we  live  as  quietly  as 
two  tortoises  ;  If  she  hold  on,  as  she  began  in  my 
iitua 

Cuttn.  Nay,  if  love  send  forth  such  predictions, 

yoa  are  bound  to  believe  *em.  [Sojt  Mtutc,"]  There's 

tke  wmtch-word  of  her  coming ;  to  your  practised 

p«t  DOW !     If  you  hit  it,  ^gutu  Cupido  nobis. 

[Tkef  Mh  #11  down,  and  cover  themeeivee  voith  the  gown. 

Grey.  I'U  wairant  you,  sir,  I  will  give  arms  to 
^oar  gieataf :  Look  you  forward  to  your  business, 
I  OB  an  eye  behind  you ;  place  her  in  that  chair, 
<ad  let  me  ahme  to  grope  hisr  out  1 

IHidee  khnteffin  the  gown. 


Enter  MiaABxu 

Cunn,    Silence ! — Lady,  your,  sweet  presence 
illustrates 
This  homely  roof,  and  as  coarse  entertainment  s 
But  where  affections  are  both  host  and  guest. 
They  cannot  meet  unkindly.     Please  you  sit ! 
Your  something  long  stay  made  me  unmannerly, 
To  place  before  you  (know  him  I)  this  firiend  here ; 
(He  is  my  guest)  and  more  especially. 
That  this  our  meeting  might  not  be  too  single. 
Without  a  witness  to  t. 

Mir.  I  came  not  unresolved,  sir : 
And  when  our  hands  are  clasped  in  that  firm  faith 
Which  I  expect  from  you,  Fame  shall  be  bold 
To  speak  the  loudest  on  it.     Oh,  you  grasp  me 
Somewhat  too  hard,  firiend  ! 

Cunn,  That's  Love's  eager  will ; 
I'll  touch  it  gentlier.  IKUnt  her  hand, 

Mir.  That's  too  low  in  you, 
'Less  it  be  doubly  recompensed  in  me. 

IKissee  his  hand. 

Pompey.  Puh  I  I  must  stop  my  mouth ;  I  shall 
be  choak'd  else. 

Cunn.  Come,  we'U  not  play  and  trifle  with  de- 
We  met  to  join  these  hands,  and  willingly  [lays ; 
I  cannot  leave  it  till  confirmation. 

Mir.  One  word  first !  how  does  your  fiiend. 
Kind  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Cunn.  Why  do  you  mention  him  ?  you  love 
him  not. 

Jlftr.  I  shall  l<fve  you  the  less  if  you  say  so,  sir : 
In  troth,  I  love  him ;  but  'tis  you  deceive  him. 
This  flattering  hand  of  yours  does  rob  him  now. 
Now  you  steal  his  right  from  him  ;  and  I  know 
I  shaU  have  hate  for  it,  his  hate  extremely. 

Cunn.  Why,  I  thought  you  had  not  come  so 
vreakly  arm'd : 
Upon  my  life,  the  knight  will  love  you  for't. 
Exceedingly  love  you,  for  ever  love  you. 

Mir.  Ay,  you'U  persuade  me  so. 

C«»f».  Why,  he's  my  friend. 
And  wishes  me  a  fortune  equal  with  him, 
I  know  and  dare  speak  it  for  him. 

JIftr.  Oh,  this  hand  betrays  him ! 
You  might  remember  him  in  some  oourt'sy  yet  at 
least. 

Cunn,  I  thank  your  help  in  it ;  here's  to  his 
health, 
Where'er  he  be !  IDrinkt. 

Mir.  rU  pledge  it. 
Were  it  against  my  health* 

Pompey,  Oh,  oh  1  my  heart  hops  after  twelve 
mile  a-day,  upon  a  good  return !  Now  could  I 
walk  three  hundred  mile  a-foot,  and  laugh  for- 
wards and  backwards. 

JIftr.  You'll  take  the  knight's  health,  sir  ? 

Pompey*  Yes,  yes,  forsooth.  Oh,  my  sides ! 
Such  a  banquet  once  a-week,  would  make  me  grow 
&t  in  a  fortnight. 

Cunn.  Well  $  now  to  dose  our  meeting,  with 
the  close      C^lr  Gaaaoav  puts/orth  hie  hand. 
Of  mutual  hands  and  hearts,  thus  I  begin  : 
Here    in   Heaven's  eye,  and  all  Love's  sacred 

powers, 
(Which  in  my  prayers  stand  propitious,) 
I  knit  this  holy  hand  fast,  and  with  this  hand 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hand,  ever  binding 
By  force  of  this  initiating  contract 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  faith,  loyalty^ 
Estate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all 
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The  does,  rights,  and  honouny  of  a  fidthful  hus- 
band; 
And  this  firm  tow,  henceforth  till  death  to  stand 
IrreTocable,  seal'd  both  with  heart  and  hand  ! 

Mir,  Which  thus  I  second :  But,  oh.  Sir  Gre- 
gory ! 

Cunn,  Again  ?  this  interposition's  ill,  believe  me. 

Mir,  Here,  in  Heaven's  eye,  and  all  Love's 
sacred  powers, 
I  knit  this  holy  hand  fast,  and  with  this  hand 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hand,  ever  binding 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  honour,  loyalty, 
Estate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all 
The  dues,  rights,  and  duties,  of  a  true  faithful  wife ; 
And  this  firm  vow,  henceforth  till  death  to  stand 
Irrevocable,  seal'd  both  with  heart  and  hand ! 

Greg.  A  full  agreement  on  both*parts. 

Cunn.  Ay,  here's  witness  of  that. 

Greff.  Nay,  I  have  over-reach'd  you,  lady ;  and 
that's  much,  IDitcovert  kimge^^. 

For  any  knight  in  England  to  over-reach  a  lady. 

Mir,  I  rejoice  in  my  deceit ;  I  am  a  lady 
Now,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Pwnpey,  Good  morrow.  Lady  Fop ! 

Greg,  'Snails,  I  am  gull'd  !  made  a  worshipful 
ass !  this  is  not  my  lady. 

Cunn.  But  it  is,  sir ;  and  true  as  your  dream 
told  you. 
That  your  lady  was  become  another  woman. 

Greg,  I'll  have  another  lady,  sir,  if  there  were 
no  more  ladies 
In  London ;  blindman-buff  is  an  unlawful  game. 

Cunn,  Come,  down  on  your  knees  first,  and 
thank  your  stars. 

Greg.  A  fire  of  my  stars  !  I  may  thank  you,  I 
think. 

Cunn,  So  you  may  pray  for  me,  and  honour  me. 
That  have  preserved  you  from  a  lasting  torment, 
For  a  perpetual  comfort.    Did  you  call  me  friend — 

Greg,  I  pray  pardon  me  for  that ;  I  did  miscall 
you,  I  confess. 

Cunn,  And  should  I,  receiving  snch  a  thankful 
name. 
Abuse  it  in  the  act  ?  Should  I  see  my  friend 
Baffled,  disgraced,  without  any  reverence 
To  your  title,  to  be  caU'd  tlave^  ratoalf  nay, 
Cnned  to  your  face,  fool'd,  scorned,  beaten  down 
With  a  woman's  peevish  hate,  yet  I  should  stand 
And  sttiFer  you  to  be  lost,  cast  away  ? 
I  would  have  seen  you  buried  quick  first, 
Your  spurs  of  knighthood  to  have  wanted  rowels. 
And  to  be  hack'd  from  your  heels  !  Slave f  rasealf 
Hear  this  tongue. 

Mir,  My  dearest  love,  sweet  knight,  my  lord, 
my  husband  ! 

Cunn.  So  1  this  is  not  slave  and  rascal  then. 

Mir.  What  shall  your  eye  command,  but  shall 
In  all  the  duties  of  a  loyal  wife  ?  [be  done, 

Cunn,  Good,  good ! 
Are  not  curses  ^tter  for  you  f  were't  not  better 
Your  head  were  broke  with  the  handle  of  a  hn, 
Or  your  nose  bored  with  a  silver  bodkin  ? 

Mir„  Why,  I  wiU  be  a  servant  in  your  lady. 

Cunn,  'Pox,  but  you  shall  not !  she's  too  good 
for  you  I 
This  contract  shall  be  a  nullity ;  I'll  break  it  off. 
And  see  you  better  bestow'd. 

Greg.  'Slid,  but  you  shall  not,  sir !  she's  mine 
own,  and  I  am  hers,  and  we  are  one  another's  law- 
fully, and  let  me  see  him  that  will  take  her  away 


by  the  civil  law  1  If  yon  be  my  fHend,  keep  yoi 
so ;  if  you  have  done  me  a  good  turn,  do  not  hi 
me  1'  th'  teeth  with't  I  that's  not  the  part  of  i 
friend. 

Cttfiit.  If  you  be  eontent— — 

Greg.  Content  ?  I  was  never  in  better  conten 
tion  in  my  life  :  I'll  not  change  her  for  both  th 
Exchanges,  New  or  the  Old.— Come,  kiss  m 
boldly ! 

Pompep,  'Give  you  joy,  rir ! 

Greg,  Oh,  sir,  I  thank  you  as  much  as  though 
did !  Yon  are  beloved  of  ladies ;  yon  see  we  ar 
glad  of  under- women. 

Pompey.  Ladies  ?  Let  not  ladies  be  disgraced 
You're,  as  it  were, 
A  married  man,  and  have  a  family  ; 
And,  for  the  party's  sake  that  was  unnamed 
Before,  being  peas-cod  time,  I  am  appeased ; 
Yet  I  would  wish  you  make  a  ruler  of  your  ton^ 

Cunn,  Nay,  no  dissension  here!    I  must  bi 
that. 
And  this,  friend,  I  entreat  yon,  and  be  advised ; 
Let  this  private  contract  be  yet  conceal 'd. 
And  still  support  a  seeming  face  of  love 
Unto  the  lady  !  mark  how  it  avails  yon. 
And  quits  all  her  scorns  :  Her  uncle  is  now  hot 
In  pursuit  of  the  match,  and  will  enforce  her, 
Bend  her  proud  stomach,  that  she  shall  proffer 
Herself  to  you,  which,  when  you  have  flouted. 
And  laugh'd  your  fill  at,  you  shall  eoom  her  off, 
With  all  your  disgraces  trebled  upon  her ; 
For  there  the  pride  of  all  her  heart  will  bow, 
When  yon  shall  foot  her  from  you,  not  she  yon. 

Greg,  Good,  i'faith  1  I'll  conthrae  it  I'd  faij 
laugh  at  the  old  fellow  too,  for  he  has  abused  mei 
sciurvily  as  his  niece.-^My  knighthood's  upoo  th 
spur !  well  go  to  bed,  and  then  to  church  as  im 
as  we  can.  lExtuni  Gbbgoilt  aiuf  Mieaui 

Pompey.  I  do  wonder  I  do  not  hear  of  the  lad; 
yet. 

Cunn,  The  good  minute  nuy  come  sooner  tbal 
you  are  aware  of ;  I  do  not  think  bat  'twiU  c^ 
night  yet,  as  near  as  *tis. 

Pompey.  Well,  I  will  go  walk  by  the  New-Rirvl 
in  that  meditation;  I  am  o'er  shoes,  I'm  iur 
upon  the  dry  bank.  .  This  gallery  of  my  mastt 
will  keep  me  company  this  two  hours  too :  If  lov 
were  not  an  enemy  to  laughter,  I  should  dri« 
away  the  time  well  enough.  You  know  my  walJi 
sir ;  if  she  sends,  I  shall  be  found  angling,  for 
will  try  what  I  can  catch  for  luck  sake ;  I  will  fill 
fair  for't. 

Oh,  knight,  that  fhou  ahouldst  be  gall>i  so,  (ha,  ltt-> 

It  does  me  good  at  heart. 
But  oh,  lady,  thou  takest  down  mj  morry  part   [£xii 

EmUrVfrmTAttL 

Witty,  Friend! 

Cunn,  Here,  fnend, 

WiUy,  All  is  a-foot,  and  will  go  smooth  avir) 
The  woman  has  conquer'd  the  women,  thff  ul 

gone, 
Which  I  have  already  compkin'd  to  my  father, 
Suggesting  that  Sir  Gregory  is  fall'n  off 
From  his  charge,  for  neglects  and  ill  usage, 
And  that  he  is  most  violently  bent 
On  Gentry's  wife  (whom  I  have  eall'd  a  widow) 
And  that  without  most  sadden  prevention 
He  will  be  married  to  her. 

Cunn,  Toot,  aU  this  is  witmg  I 
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This  mnft  his  punait,  and  will  be  before  me : 
I  am  lost  for  e?er ! 

WiUff.  No;  stay !  you  shall  not  go 
But  with  mj  father :  On  my  wit  let  it  lie ; 
Yoa  shall  appear  a  friendly  assistant, 
To  help  in  all  affairs,  and  in  execution 
Help  joonclf  only. 

CtoM.  'Would  my  belief 
Wfre  atronf  in  this  assurance  1 

Wktf,  You  shall  credit  it. 
And  my  wit  shall  be  your  slave,  if  it  deoeive  you — 

Enter  OLocRArr. 
My&ther! 
(Hde.  Oh,  sir,  you  are  well  met !  Where's  the 
knight, 
Toor  friend  ? 
CvM.  Sir,  I  think  your  son  has  told  yon. 
fVittp.  Shall  1  stand  to  teU't  again  ?  I  tell  you 
he  loTcs, 
Bat  not  my  kinswoman ;  her  base  usage,  and 
Yoar  alack  performance,  which  he  accuses  most 
Iideed,  has  tum'd  the  knight's  heart  upside  down. 
Oide.  TD  curb  her  for't:  Can  he  be  but  re- 
cover'd, 
He  ghall  have  her,  and  she  shall  be  dutiful, 
And  lore  him  as  a  wife  too. 
,     H'itif,  With  that  condition,  sir, 
I  I  dare  recall  him  were  he  enter'd  the  church, 
!  So  ffloch  interest  of  lore  I  assure  in  him. 
j     Olde.  Sir,  it  shall  be  no  loss  to  yon  if  you  do. 
Witty,  Ay,  but  these  are  words  still;  will  not 
the  deeds  be  wanting 
:  At  the  recovery,  if  it  should  be  again  ? 

Olde,  Why,  here,  fool,  I  am  provided!   five 
hmidred 
la  earnest  of  the  thousands  in  the  dower ; 
Bitt  were  they  married  once, 
I'd  mt  him  short  enough,  that's  my  agreement. 
Witijf,  Ay,  now  1  perceive  some  purpose  in 

you,  father. 
Oidc,  But  wherefore  is  she  then  stol'n  oat  of 
doors 
To  him? 

^<jr.  To  him  ?  Oh,  fy  upon  your  error ! 
She  baa  another  object,  believe  it,  sir. 

Oldc.  I  never  coold  perceive  it. 

Cunn.  I  did,  sir ;  and  to  her  shame  I  should 
speak  it, 
To  oiy  own  sorrow  I  saw  it,  dalliance, 
Nar.  dotage,  with  a  very  clown,  a  fool. 

Oide.  Wit  and  wantonness ;  nothing  else,  no- 
thing else : 
^  lore  a  fool  ?  she'll  sooner  make  a  fool 
Of  I  wise  man. 

Cunn.  Ay,  my  fnend  complains  so ; 
Sir  Gregory  says  flatly,  she  makes  a  fool  of  him, 
And  tliese  bold  circnmstances  are  approved  : 
FaTooTB  have  been  sent  by  him,  yet  he,  ignorant 
^liither  to  carry  'em,  they  have  been  understood, 
^  taken  from  him :  Certain,  sir,  there  is 
An  on&uspected  fellow  lies  conceal'd, 
^t,  or  wherever  he  is ;  these  slight  neglects 
Cuald  not  be  ofa  knight  else. 

Oidc,  Well,  sir,  you  have  promised  (if  we  re- 
cover him 
l-'Bfflarried)  to  salve  all  these  old  bruises  ? 

Cunn.  ni  do  my  best,  sir. 

Oide.  I  ghatt  thank  yon  costly,  sir,  and  kindly 
too. 


Witty.  WiU  yon  talk  away  the  time  here,  sir, 
and  come 
Behind  all  your  purposes  ? 

Oldo.  Away,  good  sir  I 

Witty,  Then  stay  a  little,  good  sir,  for  my 
advice. 
Why,  father,  are  you  broke  ?  your  wit  beggar'd  ? 
Or  are  you  at  your  wits'  end  ?  or  out  of  love  with 

wit? 
No  trick  of  wit  to  surprise  those  designs, 
But  with  open  hue  and  cry, 
For  all  the  world  to  talk  on  ?  This  is  strange ! 
You  were  not  wont  to  slubber  a  project  so. 

Oldc,  Can  you  help  at  a  pinch  now  ?  shew  your- 
self 
My  son  ?    Go  to  1  I  leave  this  to  your  wit, 
Because  I'll  make  a  proof  on't. 

Witty.  'Tis  thus  then ; 
I  have  had  late  intelligence,  they  are  now 
Buxom  as  Bacchus'  froes,  reveUing,  dancing. 
Telling  the  music's  numbers  with  their  feet. 
Awaiting  the  meeting  of  premonish'd  friends, 
That  is  questionless,  little  dreading  you ; 
Now,  sir,  with  a  dextrous  trick  indeed,  sudden 
And  sufficient,  were  well,  to  enter  on  'em 
As  something  like  the  abstract  of  a  masque ; 
What  though  few  persons  ?  if  best  for  our  purpose, 
That  commends  the  project. 

Oldc.  This  takes  up  time. 

Witty.  Not  at  all ;  I  can  presently  furnish 
With  loose  disguises  that  shall  fit  that  scene. 

Oide,  Why,  what  wants  theii  ? 

Witty.  Nothing  but  charge  of  music  ; 
That  must  be  paid,  you  know. 

Oldo.  That  shall  be  my  charge :  I  will  pay  the 
music, 
Whate'er  it  cost. 

Witty.  And  that  shall  be  all  your  charge. 
Now  on  1  I  like  it ;  there'll  be  wit  in't,  father. 

iEjeeunt  OLDcaArr  and  WirrvpATa. 

Cunn,  I  will  neither  distrust  his  wit  nor  friend- 
ship ; 
Yet  if  his  master-brain  should  be  o'erthrown. 
My  resolution  now  shall  seixe  mine  own.        lExit. 


SCENE  ll.—Another  in  the  same. 

Bnter  Nfeoo,  Lady  Ruinous,  Quardianew,  Sir  Rvtmnra, 
and  PiuBCiAir,  {with  inttrumentt)  nuuqued. 

L.  Buin.  Nay,  lef  s  have  music  ;  let  that  sweet 
breath  at  least 
Give  us  her  airv  welcome  1  'twill  be  the  best 
I  fear  this  ruin  d  receptacle  will  yield  ; 
But  that  most  freely. 

Niece.  My  welcome  follows  me, 
Else  I  am  ill  come  hither  :  You  assure  me 
Still  Master  Cunningham  wiU  be  here,  and  that  it 

was 
His  kind  entreaty  that  wish'd  me  meet  him. 

X.  Jiuin.  Else  let  me  be  that  shame  unto  my 
sex. 
That  all  belief  may  fly  'em. 

Niece.  Continue  BtHl 
The  knight's  name  unto  my  Guardianess ; 
She  expects  no  other. 

L.  Ruin.  He  will,  he  will ;  assure  you, 
Lady,  Sir  Gregory  will  be  here,  and  suddenly  ; 
This  music  fore-ran  him ;  Is't  not  so,  consorts  ? 

Ruin.  Yes,  lady ; 
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He  stays  on  some  device  to  bring  along ; 

Sach  a  labour  be  was  busy  in,  some  witty  device. 

Niece.  'Twill  be  long  ere  be  comes  tben,  for 
wit's  a  great  labour  to  bim. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you'll  agree  better  one  day. 

Niece.  Scarce  two,  1  think. 

Guard,  Such  a  mock-beggar  suit  of  clothes  as 
led  me 
Into  the  fool's  pair  o'  dice,  with  deuce  ace, 
He  that  would  make  me  mistress  Cun,  Cun,  Cun- 

nie, 
He's  quite  out  of  my  mind,  but  I  shall  ne'er 
Forget  him  while  I  have  a  hole  in  my  head  : 
Such  a  one  I  think  would  please  you  better. 
Though  be  did  abuse  you. 

Ruin.  Fy !  speak  well  of  him  now, 
Your  Niece  has  quitted  him. 

Guard.  I  hope  she  has, 
Else  she  loses  me  for  ever.    But,  for  Sir  Gregory^ 
'Would  he  were  come ;  I  shall  ill  answer  this 
Unto  your  uncle  else. 

Niece.  You  know  'tis  his  pleasure 
I  should  keep  him  company. 

Guard.  Aj,  and  should  be  your  own, 
If  you  did  well  too.     Lord,  I  do  wonder 
At  the  niceness  of  your  ladies  now-a-days. 
They  must  have  husbands  with  so  much  wit  for- 
sooth— 
Worship  and  wealth  were  both  wont  to  be 
In  better  request,  I'm  sure :  I  cannot  tell,  but  they 
Get  ne'er  the  wiser  children  that  I  see. 

L.  Ruin.  La,  la,  la,  sol !  this  music  breathes  in 
vain, 
Methinks  'tis  dull  to  let  it  move  alone  ; 
Let's  have  a  female  motion ;  'tis  in  private, 
And  we'll  grace  it  ourselves,  however  it  deserves. 

Niece.  What  say  yon,  Guardianess  ? 

Guard,  'Las,  I'm  weary  with  the  walk. 
My  jaunting  days  are  done. 

L.  Ruin,  Come,  come,  we'll  fetch  her  in  by 
course,  or  else 
She  shall  pav  the  music. 

Guard,  Nay,  I'll  have  a  little  for  my  money 
then.  IThtp  dance,  a  comet  is  winded. 

L,  Ruin.  Hark  !  upon  my  life,  the  knight !  it 
is  your  firiend ; 
This  was  the  warning-piece  of  his  approach. 

Enter  OLOcmAvr,  WrrrvpATS,  and  CmotntoBABi,  nuuqued, 
and  take  them  to  dance. 

Ha  I  no  words  but  mum  1  Well^  then  we  shall  need 
No  counsel-keeping. 

Niece,  Cunningham?  , 

Cunn,  Yes ;  fear  nothing. 

Niece.  Fear  ?  why  do  you  tell  me  of  it  ? 

Cunn,  Your  uncle's  here. 

Niece.  Ay,  me ! 
Peace! 

Olde,  We  have  caught  'em. 

Wiiiy,  Thank  my  wit,  father. 

Guard.  Which  is  the  knight,  think  you  ? 

Niece.  I  know  not ;  he  will  be  found  when  he 
speaks; 
No  masque  can  disguise  his  tongue. 

Witty,  Are  you  charged  ? 

Olde.  Are  yon  awake  ? 

Witty.  Fm  answer'd  in  a  question. 

Cunn,  Next  change  we  meet,  we  loose  our  hands 
no  more. 

Niece,  Are  you  prepared  to  tie  'em  } 


Cunn.  Yes. — You  must  go  with  me. 
Guard.  Whither, sir?   Notfrommydiarge,be> 

lieve  me. 
Cunn.  She  goes  along. 
Niece.  Will  you  venture,  and  my  uncle  here  ? 
Cunn.  His  stay's  prepared  for. 
Guard.  'Tis  the  knight  sore  ;  I  will  foUoir. 
lExeunt  Cunntnoham,  Niece,  and  GnardiuMB. 

Olde.  How  now  ?  the  music  tired  before  us? 

L.  Ruin,  Yes,  sir ;  we  must  be  paid  now. 

Witty.  Oh,  that's  my  charge,  finther. 

Olde.  But  stay !  where  are  our  wanton  la£a 
gone  ? 
Son,  where  are  they  ? 

t      Witty.  Only  changed  the  room  in  a  dunge; 
that*s  all,  sure. 

Olde.  I'll  make  'em  all  sure  else,  and  then  it- 
turn  to  you. 

L.  Ruin.  You  must  pay  for  your  music  first,  ar. 

Olde.  Muitf 
Are  there  musty  fiddlers  ?  are  beggars  chusers  dov? 
Ha  ?  Why,  Wittypate  !  son  1  where  am  I  ? 

Witty,  You  were  dancing  e'en  now,  in  gooi 
measure,  sir : 
Is  your  health  miscarried  since  ?  what  ail  yon,  sir  ? 

Olde.  'Death,   I   may  be  gcU'd  to  my  fcce! 
What  are  you  ?  [Where's  my  Nie«  ? 

L.  Ruin.  None  of  your  Niece,  air. 

Olde,  How  now  ? 
Have  you  loud  instruments  too  ?  I  will  hear 
No  more,  I  thank  you.    What  have  I  done,  tro, 
To  bring  these  fears  about  me  ?  Son,  where  am  I  ? 

Witty,   Not  where  you  should  be,  sir;  yoa 
should  be  paying 
For  your  music,  and  yon  are  in  a  maze. 

Olde  Oh,  is  it  so  ?  Put  up,  put  up,  I  pnf 
Here's  a  crown  for  you.  [yoo; 

L.  Ruin.  Pish,  a  crown  ? 

L.  Ruin.  Pris.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  a  crown  ? 

Olde.  "miich  way  do  you  laugh  ?  I  hare  ten 
Has  made  a  consort  laugh  heartily.  [a  cron 

WUty.  Father, 
To  tell  yon  truth,  these  are  no  ordinary 
Musicians ;  they  expect  a  bounty  above 
Their  punctual  desert. 

Olde.  A  pox  on'  your  punks  and  their  dewrto 
Am  I  not  cheated,  all  this  while,  think  yoa  ?  [too! 
Is  not  your  pate  in  this  ? 

Witty.  If  you  be  cheated. 
Yon  are  not  to  be  indicted  for  your  own  goods ; 
Here  you  trifle  time,  to  market  your  bounty, 
And  make  it  base,  when  it  must  needs  be  f^ 
For  aught  I  can  perceive. 

Olde.  Will  you  know  the  lowest  price,  sir  ? 

Witty.  That  I  will,  sir,  with  all  my  heart 

iTa1kst:^;ntrit»(km. 

Olde,  Unless 
I  was  discover'd,  and  they  now  fled  home 
Again  for  fear,  I  am  absolutely  beguiled; 
That's  the  best  can  be  hoped  for. 

Witty.  'Faith,  'tis  somewhat  too  dear  yet,  goH 
tlemen. 

L.  Ruin.  There's  not  a  denier  to  be  bated,  5ir. 

Olde.  Now,  sir,  how  dear  is  it  ? 

Witty.  Bate  but  the  other  ten  pound. 

Pris.  Not  a  bawbee,  sir. 

Olde,  How  !   bate  ten  pound?      What  ii  ^ 
whole  sum  then  ? 

Witty.  Faith,  sir,  a  hundred  pound ;  with  mweh  ^ 
ado,  I 


SCENE  n. 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 


353 


I  got  fifty  bated ;  and»  faith,  father,  to  say  truth, 
'lis  reuonible  for  men  of  their  fashion. 
Olde,  Lb,  la,  la,  down  !  a  hundred  pound !  la, 

Too  are  a  ooiuort  of  thieves,  are  you  not  ? 
Witty.  No ;  musicians,  sir ;  I  told  you  before. 
OUe.  Fiddle  faddk! 
I  l«'t  not  a  robbery  ?  a  plain  robbery  ? 

WUty.  No, 
No,  DO,  by  no  means,  father  ;  yon  have  received 
For  your  money,  nay,  and  that  you  cannot  give 

back: 
Tis  nmewhat  dear,  I  confess  ;  but  who  can  help 

it? 
If  they  had  been  agreed  with  beforehand — 
Tms  ill  forgotten. 
Olde,  And  how  many  shares  have  you  in  this  ? 
I  see 
Hy force!  case  up  your  instruments.  ^  I  yield; 
Ai  robb'd  and  taken  from  me,  I  deliver  it.  [here  I 

lOives  the  monep. 

Wittff.  No,  sir,  you  have  performed  your  pro- 
mise now. 
Which  was,  to  pay  the  charge  of  music,  that's 
all. 
Olde.  I  have  heard  no  music,  I  have  received 
none,  sir, 
Hiere'a  none  to  be  found  in  me,  nor  about  me. 
ITi/zy.  Why,  sir,  here's  witness  'gainst  you,  you 
have  danced. 
And  he  that  dances  acknowledges  a  receipt 
Of  anisic. 
0^.  I  deny  that,  sir :  Look  you  1  I  can  dance 
without 
Vuic ;  do  you  see,  sir  ?    And  I  can  sing  without 

it  too., 
Ton  are  a  consort  of  thieves  !  Do  you  hear  what 
Ido? 
f^'uty.  Pray  take  you  heed,  sir,  if  you  do  move 
The  mosic  again,  it  may  cost  you  as  much  more  ! 

Oldc.  Hold,  hold  1  I'll  depart  quietly. 
I  aetd  not  bid  you  farewell,  I  think  now, 
So  long  as  that  hundred  pound  lasts  with  you. 

lOoing, 
EnUr  Ooardianeas. 

0^.  ha !  am  I  snapt  i'faith  ? 

Guard,  Oh,  Sir  Perfidious 

Oldc.  Ay,  ay ;  some  howling  another  while  I 
Maiic'g  too  damnable  dear. 

Onard.  Oh,  sir !  My  heart-strings  are  broke  ! 
If  I  can  bat  live  to  tell  you  the  tale,  I  care  not! 
^ov  Niece,  my  charge,  is 

Olde.  What?  is  she  sick  ? 

Ctvard.  No,  no,  sir,  she's  lustily  well  married. 

Olde,  To  whom  ? 

Gwird.  Oh,  to  that  cunning  dissembler,  Cun- 
Eibdum. 

Olde,  m  hang  the  priest  first!    What  was 

Gvtrd.  Tour  kinsman,  sir,  that  has  the  Welch 

Olde.  I  saved  him  from  the  gallows  to  that  end  ? 
^<^!  Is  there  any  more  ? 

Guard.  And  Sir  Gregory  is  married  too. 

Oldc.  To  my  Niece  too,  I  hope,  and  then  I  may 
hang  her. 

Guard,  No,  sir ;  to  my  niece,  thank  Cupid  ! 
^d  that's  an  that's  likely  to  recover  me ;  she's 
^  Fop  now,  and  I  am  one  of  her  aunts,  1  thank 
■7  promotion. 

^OU  II. 


Enter  Cbrdulous,  CuNNiwoiLaM,  Niece,  Grxoorv,  and 

Mirabel. 

Cred.  I  have  performed  your  behest,  sir. 

Olde,  What  have  you  perform'd,  sir  ? 

Witty,  'Faith,  sir,  I  must  excuse  my  cousin  in 
this  act. 
If  you  can  excuse  yourself  for  making  him 
A  priest ;  there's  the  most  difficult  answer. 
I  put  this  practice  on  him,  as  firom  your  desire : 
A  truth,  a  truth,  father. 

Cred,  I  protest,  sir,  he  teUs  you  truth ; 
He  moved  me  to't  in  your  name. 

Oldc,  I  protest,  sir, 
He  told  you  a  lie  in  my  name !  and  were  you 
So  easy,  master  Credulous,  to  believe  him  ? 

Cred,  If  a  man  should  not  believe  his  cousin, 
sir. 
Whom  should  he  believe  ? 

Olde.  Good  e'en  to  you. 
Good  master  cousin  Cunningham !  and  your  fiadr 

bride, 
My  cousin  Cunningham  too !  And  how  do  you. 
Sir  Gregory,  with  your  fair  lady  } 

Greg,  A  little  better  than  you  would  have  had 
me,  I  thank  you,  sir  1  The  days  of  puppy,  and 
slave,  and  rascal,  are  pretty  well  blown  over  now ; 
I  know  crabs  from  vexjuioe,  I  have  tried  both : 
An  thou'dst  give  me  thy  niece  for  nothing,  I'd  not 
have  her. 

Cunn,  I  think  so.  Sir  Gregory ;  for  my  sake 
you  would  not. 

Greg,  I  would  thou  hadst  'scaped  her'too !  and 
then  she  had  died  of  the  gpreen-sickness.  Know 
this,  that  I  did  marry  in  spite,  and  I  will  Idss  my 
lady  in  spite,  and  love  her  in  spite,  and  beget 
children  of  her  in  spite,  and  when  I  die,  they  shall 
have  my  lands  in  spite  1  This  was  my  resolution, 
.  and  now  'tis  out. 

Niece,  How  spiteful  are  you  now,  Sir  Gregory ! 
Why,  look  you,  I  can  love  my  dearest  husband, 
With  all  the  honours,  duties,  sweet  embraces. 
That  can  be  thrown  upon  a  loving  man. 

Greg,  Pox  on't,  this  is  afore  your  uncle's  face : 
but  behind  his  back,  in  private,  you'll  shew  him 
another  tale ! 

Cunn,  You  see,  sir,  now,  the  irrecoverable  state 
of  all  these  things  before  you.  Come  out  of  your 
muse !  They  luive  been  but  wit-weapons ;  you 
were  wont  to  love  the  play. 

Oldc,  Let  me  alone  in  my  muse,  a  little,  sir ! 
I  will  wake  to  you  anon. 

Enter  PoMprr. 

Cunn,  Udso,  your  friend  Pompey!  How  will 
you  answer  him  ? 

Niece,  Very  well ;  if  you'll  but  second  it,  and 

help  me. 
Pompey.  I  do  hear  strange  stories :  Are  ladies 
things  obnoxious  ? 
Niece.  Oh,   the  dissembling  faXwat  wretch  is 

come ! 
Cunn,  How  now,  lady  ? 

Niece.  Let  me  come  to  him !   And  instead  of 
love 
Let  me  have  revenge ! 

Witty.  Pray  you  now, 
Will  you  first  examine  whether  he  be 
Guilty  or  no. 

Niece.  He  cannot  be  excused ! — 
How  many  messengers,  thou  peijured  man, 

a  a 


354 


WIT  AT  SEVERAL  WEAPONS. 


ACT  V. 


Hast  thou  retumM  with  vows  and  oaths,  that  thou 
Woaldst  follow,  and  ne'er  till  this  unhappy  hour 
Could  I  set  eye  of  thee,  since  thy  false  eye 
Drew  my  heart  to  it  ?     Oh,  I  could  tear  thee  now. 
Instead  of  soft  embraces !    Pray  give  me  leave 

Wiity,  'Faith,  this  was  ill  done  of  you,  sir,  if 
you  promised  otherwise. 

Pompey.  By  this  hand,  never  any  messenger 
came  at  me,  since  the  first  time  I  came  into  her 
company  !  That  a  man  should  be  wronged  thus  ! 

Niece.  Did  not  I  send  thee  scarfs  and  diamonds  ? 
And  thou  retum'dst  me  letters,  one  with^a  false 
heart  in't. 

Wiity.  Oh,  fy  I  to  receive  favours,  return  false- 
hoods. 
And  hold  a  lady  in  hand 

Pompey.  Will  you  believe  me,  sir?  If  ever  I 
received  diamonds,  or  scarf,  or  sent  any  letter  to 
her,  Vould  this  sword  might  ne'er  go  through  me ! 

Witty.  Some  bad  messengers  have  gone  between 
you  then. 

Niece.  Take  him  from  my  sight !  if  I  shall  see 
to-morrow 

Witty.  Pray  you  forbear  the  place !  this  discon- 
tent 
May  impair  her  health  much. 

Pompey.  'Foot,  if  a  man  had  been  in  any  fault, 
'twould  ne'er  have  grieved  him :  Sir,  if  you'll  be- 
lieve— 

Witty.  Nay,  nay,  protest  no  more ;  I  do  believe 
you : 
But  you  see  how  the  lady  is  wrong'd  by't ; 
She  has  cast  away  herself,  'tis  to  be  fear'd, 
Against  her  uncle's  will,  nay,  any  consent, 
But  out  of  a  mere  neglect,  and  spite  to  herself, 
Married  suddenly  without  any  advice. 

Pompey.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ?  if  she  be  cast 
away,  she  may  thank  herself:  She  might  have 
gone  further  and  fared  worse.  I  could  do  no  more 
than  I  could  do :  'Twas  her  own  pleasure  to  com- 
mand me,  that  I  should  not  come  till  I  was  sent 
for ;  I  had  been  with  her  every  minute  of  an  hour 
else. 

Witty,  Truly  I  believe  you. 

Pompey.  Night  and  day  she  might  have  com- 
manded me,  and  that  she  knew  well  enough:  I 
■aid  as  much  to  her  between  her  and  I ;  yet  I  pro- 
test, she's  as  honest  a  lady  for  my  part ;  that  I'd 
say,  if  she  would  see  me  hang'd.  If  she  be  cast 
away,  I  cannot  help  it ;  she  might  have  stayed  to 
have  spoke  with  a  man. 

Witty,  Well,  'twas  a  hard  miss  on  both  parts. 

Pompey,  So  'twas ;  I  was  within  one  of  her,  for 
an  this  cross  luck  ;  I  was  sure  I  was  between  the 
knight  and  home. 

Niece.  Not  gone  yet  ?  Oh,  my  heart !  none  re- 
gard my  health  ? 

Witty.  Good  sir,  forbear  her  sight  awhile  !  You 
hear 
How  ill  she  brooks  it. 

Pompey.  Foolish  woman,  to  overthrow  her  for- 
tunes so !  I  shall  think  the  worse  of  a  lady's  wit 
while  I  live  for't  I  could  almost  cry  for  anger  I 
If  she  should  miscarry  now,  'twould  touch  my 
conscience  a  little  ;  and  who  knows  what  love  and 
conceit  may  do  ?  what  would  people  say  as  I  go 
along  ?  *  There  goes  he  that  the  lady  died  for  love 
on :'  I  am  sure  to  hear  on't  i'  th'  streets ;  I  shall 
weep  beforehand.  Foolish  woman!  I  do  grieve 
more  for  thee  now,  than  I  did  love  thee  l^fore. 


Well,  go  thy  ways !  Wouldst  thou  spare  thj  hus- 
band's head,  and  break  thine  own  heart,  if  thou 
hadst  any  wit  ?  I  would  some  other  had  been  the 
cause  of  thy  undoing;  I  shall  be  twitted  i'  th' 
teeth  with  it,  I'm  sore  of  that :  Foolish  lady ! 

[Ert. 

Niece.  So,  so,  this  trouble's  well  shook  off. 
Uncle,  how  do  you  ?  There's  a  dowry  due,  sir. 

Cunn.  We  have  agreed  it,  sweetest,  and  find 
your  uncle 
Fully  recover'd,  kind  to  both  of  us. 

Witty,  To  all  the  rest,  I  hope. 

Okie.  Never  to  thee,  nor  thee,  easy  cousin  Cre- 
Was  your  wit  so  raw  ?  [dulous : 

Cred,  'Faith,  yours,  sir,  so  long  season 'd, 
Has  been  faulty  too,  and  very  much  to  blame, 
Speaking  it  with  reverence,  unde. 

Greg,  Yes,  'faith,  sir,  you  have  paid  as  dear  for 
your  time  as  any  man  here. 

Wiity,  Ay,  sir,  and  I'll  reckon  it  to  him.  In- 
primiSf  The  first  preface-cheat  of  a  pair  of  pieces 
to  the  beggars ;  you  remember  that ;  I  was  the 
example  to  your  bounty  there,  I  spake  Greek  and 
Syriac,  sir  ;  you  understand  me  aow.  Next,  the 
robbery  put  upon  your  indulgent  cousin ;  which 
indeed  was  no  robbery,  no  constable,  no  justice. 
no  thief,  but  all  cheaters ;  there  was  a  hondred 
mark,  mark  you  that.  Lastly,  this  memorable 
hundred  pounds'  worth  of  music ;  this  was  both 
cheats  and  wit  too.  And  for  tlie  asistance  of 
this  gentleman  to  my  cousin  (for  which  I  am  to 
have  a  fee,)  that  was  a  little  practice  of  my  vit, 
too,  father.  Will  you  come  to  composition  vet, 
father? 

Cunn.  Yes,  'faith,  sir,  do !  Two  hundred  a-jesr 
will  be  easier  than  so  much  weekly :  I  do  not  think 
he's  barren,  if  he  should  be  put  to't  again. 

Olde.  Why,  this  was  the  day  I  looVd  fori  Thoi 
shalt  have't ; 
And  the  next  cheat  makes  it  up  three  hundred- 
Live  thou  upon  thy  ten-pound  vicarage  ; 
Thou  get'st  not  a  penny  more ;  here's  thy  fioU  hire 
now. 

Cred.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Witty.  Why,  there  was  the  sum  'of  all  my  wit, 
father, 
To  shove  him  out  of  your  favour,  which  I  fear'd 
Would  have  disinherited  me. 

Oldo.  Most  certain  it  had. 
Had  not  thy  wit  recover'd  it     Is  there  any  here 
That  had  a  hand  with  thee  ? 

Witty.  Yes,  all  these,  sir. 

Oldc,  Nephew,  part  a  hundred  pound  amongst| 
'em; 
I'll  repay  it.     Wealth  love  me  as  I  love  wit,  wbca 

I  die, 
I'll  build  an  alms-house  for  decayed  wits  ! 

Grey.  I'll  entertain  one  in  my  Ufetune  :  Schobr, 
you  shall  be  my  chaplain ;  I  have  the  gift  of  tweatj 
benefices,  simple  as  I  am  here. 

Prii,  Thanks,  my  great  patron  ! 

Cunn,  Sir,  your  gentry  and  your  name  shall 
both  be  raised  as  high  as  my  fortunes  can  reack 
'em,  for  your  friend's  sake. 

Witty.  Something 
Will  be  in  my  present  power,  the  futaie  more ; 
You  shall  share  with  me. 

Ruin,  and  L.  Ruin.  Thanks,  worthy  gentlemea. 

Niece.  Sir,  I  would  beg  one  thing  of  yon. 

Greg.  You  can  beg  nothing  of  me. 
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Witty.  Oh,  sir !  if  she  begs,  there's  your  power 

over  her. 
Greg,  She  has  beggM  me  for  a  fool  already,  but 

'tis  no  matter. 
have  begg*d  her  for  a  lady,  that  she  might  have 
s  one  for  another.  [been  ; 

Witty.  Nay,  but  if  she  beg 

Greg,  Jjet  her  beg  again  then. 
Apiece.  That  your  man  Pompey's  coat 
May  (x>me  over  his  ears  back  again  ;  I  would  not 
Ue  should  be  lost  for  my  sake. 


Greg,  Well,  'tis  granted, 
For  mine  own  sake. 

Mir.  ril  entreat  it,  sir. 

Greg.  Why  then,  'tis  granted  for  your  sake. 

Olde.  Come,  come, 
Down  with  all  weapons  now !  'tis  music  time, 
So  it  be  purchased  at  an  easy  rate  : 
Some  have  received  the  knocks,  some  given  the 

hits. 
And  all  concludes  in  love ;  there's  happy  wits  ! 

[,Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE 


I 


AT  THE    BBVIVIN6   OF  THIS   PLAY. 

Wb  need  not  tell  you,  gallants,  that  this  night 
The  wits  have  jump'd,  or  that  the  scenes  hit  right. 
'Twould  be  but  labour  lost  for  to  excuse 
What  Fletcher  had  to  do  in  :  His  brisk  muse 
Was  so  mercurial,  that  if  he  but  writ 
An  act  or  two,  the  whole  play  rose  up  wit. 
We'll  not  appeal  unto  those  gentlemen, 
Judge  by  their  clothes,  if  they  sit  right,  nor  when 
The  ladies  smile,  and  with  tlieir  fans  delight 
To  whisk  a  clinch  aside,  then  all  goes  right : 
'Twas  well  received  before,  and  we  dare  say. 
You  now  are  welcome  to  no  vulgar  play. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Duke  of  Florknck. 

Albrrto,  Admiral  of  Florence. 

Baftista,  a  brave  Sea  Commander^  ancient  Friend 

to  AJ.BKRTO. 

Cksario,  a  poung  Oentleman  </  a  fiery  nature^ 

Son  to  Albkrto. 
Mkntivolb,  Son  to  BAPrricTA,  Lover  o/'Clariiua. 
Pno«PKRo,  a  noble  Friend  to  Raptista. 
H06T,  the  mppoted  Father  of  Bianca. 
FoROBOflOO,  a  cheating  Mountebank. 
Clown,  the  Mountebank's  Afan,  and  Setter, 
Dancer,    "V 
Tailor.        I 

Muleteer,  I  Six  Fools  and  Knaves^  who  pretend 
Pedant,      (      Love  to  Bianca. 
Clerk,         I 
Coxcomb,'^ 


Secretary  to  the  Duke. 

Two  MaglstratoB  cf  Florence. 

Pbyaician,  Surgeon,  Biahop,  Three  Gentlemen, 
Sailors,  Boys. 

Mariana,  Wife  to  ALBnrro,  a  virtuous  Ladf. 
Clarissa,  Mariaha's  Daugikter^  in  Lor^  ttiih 
Mbntivolr. 

JuuANA,  Niece  to  the  Duke  q/'Obitoa.  Baptota^ 
Second  W\fe. 

BiANCA,  the  Fair  Mxin  or  ths  Init,  heiavea  of 
Cbsario,  und  Daughter  to  Baptista  and 
Juliana. 

HosTBBS,  Ou  euppoicd  Mother  ef  BiAHCA., 


SCENE,— Florence. 


PROLOGUE. 


Plats  have  their  fates,  not  as  in  their  true  sense 

They're  understood,  but  as  the  influence 

Of  idle  custom  madly  works  upon 

The  dross  of  many-ton(pied  Opinion. 

A  worthy  story,  howsoever  writ. 

For  language,  modest  mirth,  conceit,  or  wit, 

Meets  oftentimes  with  the  sweet  commendation 

Of  '*  Hang't !  'tis  scurvy  !*'  when  for  approbation 

A  jig  shall  be  clapt  at,  and  every  rhyme 

Praised  and  applauded  by  a  clamorous  chime. 


Let  Ignorance  and  Laughter  dwell  together ! 
They  are  beneath  the  muses'  pity :  Hither 
Come  nobler  judgments,  and  to  those  the  straiii 
Of  our  invention  is  not  bent  in  vain  : 
The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn  to  you  commends 
Her  hopes  and  welcomes ;  and  withal  intendb 
In  th'  entertains  to  which  she  doth  invite  ye« 
All  things  to  please,  and  some  things  to  deligfai 
ye. 


ACT     I. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  m  the  House  0/ Alberto. 

Enter  Gbbaiuo  and  Clarissa. 

Ces,  Interpret  not,  Clarissa,  my  true  zeal 
In  giving  you  counsel  to  transcend  the  bounds 
That  should  confine  a  brother  !  'tis  your  honour 
And  peace  of  mind  (which,  honour  lost,  will  leave 

you) 
I  labour  to  preserve  :  And  though  you  yet  are 
Pure  and  untainted,  and  resolved  to  be  so. 
Having  a  father's  eye,  and  mother's  care, 
In  all  your  ways  to  keep  you  fair  and  upright, 
In  which  respects  my  best  advices  must 
Appear  superfluous  ;  yet  since  love,  dear  sister, 
>Vill  sometimes  tender  things  unnecessary. 
Misconstrue  not  my  purpose  I 


Clar,  Sir,  I  dare  not ; 
But  still  receive  it  as  a  large  addition 
To  the  much  that  I  already  stand  engaged  for. 
Yet,  pardon  me  though  I  profess,  upon 
A  true  examination  of  myself, 
Even  to  my  private  thoughts,  I  cannot  find 
(Having  such  strong  supporters  to  uphold  me) 
On  what  slight  ground  the  least   doubt  can  ht 
To  render  me  suspected  I  can  &II  [raised] 

Or  from  my  fame  or  virtue. 

Ces.  Far  be  it  from  me 
To  nourish  such  a  thought !  and  yet  excuse  noe. 
As  you  would  do  a  lapidary  whose  whole  fortunes 
Depend  upon  the  safety  of  one  jewel. 
If  he  think  no  case  precious  enough 
To  keep  it  in  full  lustre,  nor  no  locks. 
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Though  lending  ■trength  to  iron  doors,  sufficient 
To  giurd  it,  and  secure  him !    You  to  me  are 
A  ^m  of  more  esteem,  and  prized  higher, 
Than  Qsaren  do  their  muck,  or  great  men  title  ; 
And  toy  fisw  (which  Heaven  avert !)  in  you, 
'^lioce  reputatioD,  like  a  diamond 
Cut  newly  from  the  rock,  women  with  envy. 
And  mea  with  covetous  desires,  look  up  at) 
By  prying  eyes  discovered,  in  a  moment 
V^oold  render  what  the  braveries  of  Florence^ 
For  want  of  oonnterpoise,  forbear  to  cheapen, 
Of  little  or  no  value. 

Clar.  I  see,  brother, 
The  mark  you  shoot  at,  and  much  thank  your  love : 
Bat  for  my  virgin  jewel,  which  is  brought 
In  comparison  with  your  diamond,  rest  assured 
It  shall  not  fall  in  such  a  workman's  hands, 
Whose  ignorance  or  malice  shall  have  power 
To  cast  one  cloud  upon  it,  but  still  keep 
Her  native  splendour. 

Cu,  'Tis  well  ;  I  commend  you ; 
And  stody  your  advancement  with  Uiat  care 
As  I  wonid  do  a  sister's,  whom  I  love 
li^ith  more  than  common  ardour. 

Clar,  That  from  me 
I  hope's  retom'd  to  you. 

Cet.  I  do  confess  it. 
Yet  let  me  tell  you,  (but  still  with  that  love 
I  wish  to  increase  between  us)  that  you  are 
Ohserred,  against  the  gravity  long  maintained 
In  iuly  (where  to  tee  a  maid  unmask*d 
Is  held  a  blemish,)  to  be  over  frequent 
Ib  Kiving  or  receiving  visits. 

Clar,  How  ? 

Ces.  Whereas  the  custom's  here  to  woo  by  pic- 
ture, 
And  never  see  the  substance.    You  are  fair. 
And  beaaty  dravrs  temptations  on,  you  know  it : 
I  voold  not  live  to  see  a  willing  grant 
From  yoD,  to  one  unworthy  of  your  birth. 
Feature  or  fortune ;  yet  there  have  been  ladies 
Of  rank,  proportion,  and  of  means  beyond  you, 
^t  have  proved  this  no  miracle. 

Clar.  One  unworthy? 
^h  pray  you,  gentle  brother,  who  are  they 
That  I  Toochsafe  these  bounties  to  ?  I  hope, 
In  Tov  itrict  criticism  of  me  and  my  manners^ 
^t  joa  will  not  deny  they  are  your  equals. 

Cn.  Angry? 

Ckr.  I  have  reason !  But,  in  cold  blood,  teU  me, 
Had  ve  not  one  father  ? 

Ces.  Yes,  and  mother  too. 

Clar.  And  be  a  soldier  ?  « 

C^Tnie. 

Ckr.  If  I  then  borrow 
A  Lttle  of  the  boldness  of  his  temper, 
lap&rting  it  to  such  as  may  deserve  it, 
lH"we'er  mdnlgent  to  yourselves,  you  brothers 
A^w  no  part  of  freedom  to  your  sisters) 
*  Mpe  'twill  not  pass  for  a  crime  in  me. 
To  gnat  access  and  speech  to  noble  suitors, 
Aul  yoQ  escape  for  innocent,  that  descend 
ja  t  thing  80  fiir  beneath  you  ?  Are  you  touch'd  ? 
^Tt  did  you  think  that  you  had  Gyges'  ring  ? 
Or  the  herb  that  gives  invisibiUty  ? 
jMiat  Bianca*s  name  had  ne'er  been  mentioned  ? 
"e  Fair  Maid  of  the  grand  Osteria,  brother  ? 

Cfi.  No  more ! 

Clar.  A  little,  brother.  Your  night-walks. 
And  o&r'd  presents,  which  coy  she  contemn'd ; 


Your  combats  in  disguises  with  your  rivals. 
Brave  muleteers,  scullions  perfiuned  with  grease. 
And  such  as  cry  meat  for  cats,  must  be  remember'd : 
And  all  this  pother  for  a  common  trull  I 
A  tempting  sign,  and  curiously  set  forth, 
To  draw  in  riotous  guests  I  a  thing  exposed 
To  every  ruffian's  rude  assault !  and  subject, 
For  a  poor  salary,  to  a  rich  man's  lu^t, 
Though  made  up  of  diseases  ! 

Ces.  Will  you  end  yet  ? 

Clar,  And  this  a  mistress  for  Alberto's  son  ? 
One  that  I  should  call  sister  ? 

Ces,  Part  not  with 
Your  modesty  in  this  violent  heat  I    The  truth  is, 
(For  you  shall  be  my  confessor)  I  love  her ; 
But  virtuously :  Report,  that  gives  her  out 
Only  for  fair,  and  adds  not  she  is  chaste. 
Detracts  much  from  her ;  for  indeed  she  is. 
Though  of  a  low  condition,  composed 
Of  all  those  graces  dames  of  highest  birth, 
Though  rich  in  Nature's  bounties,  should  be  proud 
But  leave  her  1  and  to  you,  my  nearest  care,    [of. 
My  dearest,  best  Clarissa !  Do  not  think 
(For  then  you  wrong  me)  I  wish  you  should  live 
A  barren  virgin  life  :  I  rather  aim  at 
A  noble  husband,  that  may  make  yom  mother 
Of  many  children  ;  one  that,  when  I  know  him 
Worth  your  embraces,  I  may  serve,  and  sue  to : 
And  therefore  scorn  not  to  acquaint  me  with 
That  man,  that  happy  man,  you  please  to  favour ! 

Clar,  I  ever  purposed  it;  for  I  will  like 
With  your  allowance. 

Ces.  As  a  pawn  of  this. 
Receive  this  ring  ;  but,  ere  you  part  with  it 
On  any  terms,  he  certain  of  your  choice. 
And  make  it  known  to  me ! 

Clar.  You  have  my  hand  for't. 

Ceg.  Which,  were  it  not  my  sister's,  I  should 
With  too  much  heat.  [kiss 

Enter  Albkrio,  BApnaTA,  Mariana,  MaimvoLE,  aiMf 
Servants  with  Lights. 

Clar.  My  father  and  his  guests,  sir ! 

Alb.  Oh,  my  old  friend,  my  tried  friend,  my 

Baptista  1 
These  days  of  rest  and  feasting  suit  not  with 
Our  tougher  natures ;  those  were  golden  ones, 
Which  were   enjoy'd    at  seal    that's   our    true 

mother  ; 
The  land's  to  us  a  step-dame  :  There  we  sought 
Honour  and  wealth  through  dangers ;  yet  those 

dangers 
Delighted  more  than  their  rewards,  though  great 

ones, 
And  worth  the  undertakers  :  Here  we  study 
The  kitchen  arts,  to  sharpen  appetite, 
Dull'd  with  abundance  ;  and  dispute  with  Heaven 
If  that  the  least  puff  of  the  rough  north  wind 
Blast  our  time's  burden,  rendering  to  our  palates 
The  charming  juice  less  pleasing  ;  whereas  there, 
If  we  had  biscuit,  powder'd  flesh,  fresh  water. 
We    thought   them  Persian  delicates ;  and,  for 

music, 
If  a  strong  gale  but  made  the  main-yard  cracky 
We  danced  to  the  loud  minstrel. 

Bapt.  And  fear'd  less 
(So  far  we  were  in  love  with  noble  action) 
A  tempest  than  a  calm. 

Alh»  'Tis  true,  Baptista  : 
There,  there,  from  mutual  aids  lent  to  each  other. 
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And  virtuous  emulation  to  exceed 
In  manly  daring,  the  true  school  of  friendship, 
We  learnt  those  principles  which  confirmed  us 
Never  to  be  forgot.  [friends 

Bapt.  Never,  I  hope. 

AlL  We  were  married  there :   For  bells,  the 
roaring  cannon 
Aloud  proclaimed  it  lawful,  and  a  prize 
Then  newly  ta'en,  and  equally  divided. 
Served  as  a  dowry  to  you,  then  styled  my  wife  ; 
And  did  enable  me  to  be  a  husband 
Fit  to  encounter  so  much  wealth,  though  got 
With  blood  and  horror. 

Mar.  If  so  got,  'tis  fit,  sir, 
Now  you  possess  it,  that  you  should  enjoy  it 
In  peace  and  quiet :  I,  your  son,  and  daughter, 
That  reap  the  harvest  of  your  winter's  labour. 
Though  debtors  for  it,  yet  have  often  trembled. 
When,  in  way  of  discourse,  you  have  related 
How  you  came  by  it. 

Alb.  Trembled  ?  How  the  softness 
Of  your  sex  may  excuse  you,  I'll  not  argue ; 
But  to  the  world,  howe'er  I  hold  thee  noble, 
I  should  proclaim  this  boy  some  coward's  bastard. 
And  not  the  image  of  Alberto*s  youth, 
If,  when  some  wish'd  occasion  calls  him  forth 
To  a  brave  trial,  one  weak  artery 
Of  his  should  shew  a  fever,  though  grim  death 
Put  on  a  thousand  dreadful  shapes  to  fright  him, 
The  elements,  the  sea,  and  all  the  winds 
We  number  on  our  compass,  then  conspiring 
To  make  the  scene  more  ghastly  I  I  must  have  thee, 
Sirrah,  I  must,  if  once  you  grapple  with 
An  enemy's  ship,  to  board  her,  though  you  see 
The  desperate  gunner  ready  to  give  fire. 
And  blow  the  deck  up ;  or,  like  Caesar's  soldier, 
Thy  hands  like  his  cut  oiF,  hang  by  the  teeth, 
And  die  undaunted. 

Mar,  1  even  die  to  hear  you ! 
My  son,  my  loved  Cesario,  run  such  hazards  ? 
Bless' d  saints  forbid  it !    You  have  done  enough 
Already  for  one  family,  that  rude  way. 
I'll  keep  him  safe  at  home,  and  train  him  up 
A  complete  courtier :  May  I  live  to  see  him. 
By  sweet  discourse  and  gracious  demeanour. 
Win  and  bring  home  a  fair  wife,  and  a  rich, 
'Tis  all  I  rest  ambitious  of. 

Alb.  A  wife  ? 
As  if  there  were  a  course  to  purchase  one 
Prevailing  more  than  honourable  action  1 
Or  any  intercessors  move  so  far. 
To  take  a  mistress  of  a  noble  spirit. 
As  the  true  fame  of  glorious  victories, 
Atchieved  by  sweat  and  blood!   Oh,  the  brave 
Of  warlike  Genoa  1  they  had  eyes  to  see      [dames 
The  inward  man,  and  only  from  his  worth, 
Courage,  and  conquests,  the  blind  archer  knew 
To  head  his  shafts,  or  light  his  quenched  torch  ; 
They  were  proof  against  them  else :  no  carpet- 
knight. 
That  spent  his  youth  in  groves  or  pleasant  bowers. 
Or,  stretching  on  a  couch  his  lazy  limbs. 
Sung  to  his  lute  such  soft  and  melting  notes 
As  Ovid  nor  Anacreon  ever  knew, 
Could  work  on  them ;  nor  oncd  bewitch'd  their 

sense, 
Though  he  came  so  perfumed  as  he  had  robb'd 
Sabeea  or  Arabia  of  their  wealth, 
And  stored  it  in  one  suit.     I  still  remember, 
And  still  remember  it  with  joy,  Baptista, 


When  from  the  rescue  of  the  Genoa  fleet. 

Almost  surprised  by  the  Venetian  galliea. 

Thou  didst  return,  and  wert  received  in  triumph. 

How  lovely  in  thy  honour'd  wounds  and  acars 

Thou  didst  appear;  what  worlds  of  amoroos  glances 

The  beauties  of  the  city,  where  they  stood, 

Fix'd  like  so  many  of  the  fairest  stars, 

Shot  from  their  windows  at  thee !     How  it  fired 

Their  bloods  to  see  the  enemies'  captive  streamers 

Borne   through    the   streets  1   nor  could  chaste 

Juliana, 
The  duke's  foir  niece,  though  gnazded  with  her 

greatness, 
Resist  this  gallant  charge,  but,  laying  by 
Disparity  of  fortune  from  the  object. 
Yielded  herself  thy  prisoner. 

Bapt.  Pray  you  dioose 
Some  other  theme. 

Mar,  Can  there  be  one  more  pleasing  ? 

Bapi,    That  triumph  drew  on  me    a    greater 
torture. 
And  'tis  in  the  remembrance  UtUe  leas. 
Than  ever  captive  suffer'd. 

Mar.  How  !  To  gain 
The  favour  of  so  great  a  lady  ? 

Bapt.  Yes, 
Since  it  proved  fatal :  To  have  been  happy,  madam. 
Adds  to  calamity ;  and  the  heavy  loss 
Of  her  I  durst  not  hope  for,  once  enjoy'd. 
Turns  what  you  think  a  blessing  to  a  corse. 
Which  grief  would  have  foi^tten. 

Alb.  I  am  sorry 
I  touch'd  upon  it. 

Mar.  I  bum  rather,  sir. 
With  a  desire  to  hear  l^e  story  of 
Your  loves ;  and  shall  receive  it  as  a  favour. 
Which  you  may  grant. 

Bapt.  You  must  not  be  denied ; 
Yet  with  all  brevity  I  must  report  it. 
'Tis  true,  fair  Juliana,  Genoa's  pride, 
Enamour'd  of  my  actions,  like  my  person  ; 
Nor  could  I  but  with  joy  meet  her  affection. 
Since  it  was  lawful ;  for,  my  &rst  wife  dead. 
We  were  closely  married,  and  for  some  few  naonthj 
Tasted  the  fruits  of 't :  But  maUdoaa  Fate, 
Envying  our  too-much  happiness,  wrought  upon 
A  faithless  servant,  privy  to  our  plot. 
And  cabinet  counsellor  to  Juliana, 
AVho,  either  for  hope,  or  reward,  or  fear. 
Discovered  us  to  the  incensed  duke. 
Whose  rage  made  her  close  prisoner,  and    pn>| 

nounced 
On  me  perpetual  banishment.    Some  three  year» 
I  wander'd  on  the  seas,  since  entertain'd 
By  the  Great  Duke  of  Florence ;  but  what  iatee 
Attended  her,  or  Prospero  my  friend. 
That  stay'd  at  Grenoa  to  expect  the  issue. 
Is  yet  uncertain. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Alb,  From  the  duke  ? 

Bapt,  He's  welcome, 
To  end  my  forced  relation. 

Alb,  Signer  Baptista, 
The  Great  Duke's  will  commands  your 

Gent.  It  points  indeed  at  both  of  you. 

Bapt,  1  wait  it. 

Alb.  In,  Mariana  ;  to  your  rest ! 

Bapt,  Nay,  leave  us ; 
We  must  be  private. 
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Mar,  Stay  not  long,  Cesario. 

lEx€Hnt  aU  Init  Cssamio  and  MsirriTouE. 

Ment.  So !  these  old  men  vanish'd,  'tis  allow'd 
That  we  may  speak  ;  and  howsoever  they  take 
Delight  in  the  discourse  of  former  dangers. 
It  cannot  hinder  us  to  treat  a  little 
Of  present  pleasures. 

Ces.  Which,  if  well  enjoy'd. 
Will  not  alone  continue,  but  inorease. 
In  US  their  friendship. 

Ment.  How  shall  we  spend  the  night  ? 
To  snore  it  out,  like  drunken  Dutchmen,  would 
Sort  ill  with  us  Italians  :  We  are  made 
Of  other  metal,  fiery,  quick,  and  active. 
Shall  we  take  our  fortune  ?  and,  while  our  cold 

fathers 
(In  whom  long  since  their  youthful  heats  were 

dead) 
Talk  much  of  Mars,  senre  under  Venus'  ensigns. 
And  seek  a  mistress  ? 

Cet,  That's  a  game,  dear  friend, 
That  does  admit  no  rival  in  chase  of  it ; 
Aod  either  to  be  undertook  alone. 
Or  not  to  be  attempted. 

MerU,  I'll  not  press  you. 
What  other  sports  to  entertain  the  time  with 
The  foOowing  morning  ? 

Ces,  Any  that  may  become  us. 

Ment.  Is  the  Neapolitan  horse  the  viceroy  sent 
In  a  fit  plight  to  run  ?  [you 

Ces,  So  my  groom  tells  me. 
I  can  boast  little  of  my  horsemanship  ; 
Yet,  upon  hia  assurance,  I  dare  wager 
A  thousand  crowns  'gainst  any  horse  in  Florence, 
For  an  eight- mile  course. 

Ment.  I  would  not  win  of  you. 
In  respect  you  are  impatient  of  loss ; 
Else  I  durst  match  him  with  my  Barbary 
For  twice  the  sum. 

Ces,  You  do  well  to  excuse  it, 
Being  certain  to  be  beaten. 

Ment.  Tush !  you  know 
The  contrary. 

Ces.  To  end  the  controversy, 
Pat  it  to  trial ;  by  my  life,  I'll  meet  you 
With  the  next  rising  sun. 

Enter  Clarissa. 

Ment,  A  match  !— -But  here 
Appears  a  Cynthia,  that  scorns  to  borrow 
A  beam  of  light  from  the  great  eye  of  Heaven, 
She  being  herself  all  brightness  :  How  I  envy 
Those  amorous  smiles,   those    kisses,    but  sure 
Which  she  vouchsafes  her  brother !     [chaste  ones, 

CUtr.  You  are  wanton  : 
Pray  you  think  me  not  Bianca :  leave,  I  pray  you  I 
Mj  mother  will  not  sleep  before  she  see  you  ; 
And  since  you  know  her  tenderness,  nay,  fondness. 
In  etery  circumstance  that  concerns  your  safety, 
You  are  not  equal  to  her. 

Ces,  I  must  leave  you ; 
Bat  will  not  fail  to  meet  you. 

Ment.  Soft  sleeps  to  you  I 

Mar,  [  Within.^  Cesario  ! 

Clar.  You  are  call'd  again. 

Ces.  Some  sons 
Complain  of  too  much  rigour  in  their  mothers : 
I  of  too  much  indulgence.    You  will  follow  ? 

Clar.  You  are  her  first  care  ;  therefore  lead  the 
way !  lExit  CaaAaio. 


Ment.  She  stays ;  blest  opportunity  !  she  stays 
As;:she  invited  conference !  she  was  ever 
Noble  and  free ;  but  thus  to  tempt  my  frailty, 
Argues  a  yielding  in  her  ;  or,  contempt 
Of  aU  that  I  dare  offer.     Stand  I  now 
Consulting  ?    No  ;  I'll  put  it  home. 

Clar,  Who  waits  there  ? 
More  lights  I 

Ment,  You  need  them  not ;  they  are  as  useless 
As  at  noon-day :  Can  there  be  darkness  where 
Nature,  then  wisely  liberal,  vouchsafed 
To  lend  two  suns  ? 

Clar,  Hyperboles! 

Ment.  No ;  truths. 
Truths,  beauteous  virgin ;  so  my  love-sick  heart 
Assures  me,  and  my  understanding  tells  me 
1  must  approach  them  wisely :  Should  I  rashly 
Press  near  their  scorching  beams,  they  would  con- 
sume me ; 
And,  on  the  contrary,  should  your  disdain 
Keep  me  at  too  much  distance,  and  I  want. 
Their  comfortable  heat,  the  frost  of  death 
Would  seize  on  all  my  fiiculties. 

Clar.  Pray  you  pause,  sir ! 
This  vehemency  of  discourse  must  else  needs  tire 

you? 
These  gay  words  take  not  me  ;  'tis  simple  faith. 
Honest  integrity,  and  lawful  flames, 
I  am  delighted  with. 

Ment,  Such  I  bring  with  me  ; 
And  therefore,  lady 

Clar.  But  that  you  took  me  off 
Ere  I  came  to  a  period,  I  had  added 
A  long  experience  must  be  required 
Both  of  his  faith  and  trust,  with  whom  a  virgin 
Traificks  for  what  is  dearest  in  this  life. 
Her  liberty  and  honour.     I  confess 
I  oft  have  view'd  you  with  an  eye  of  favour ; 
And,  with  your  generous  parts,  the  many  tenders 
Of  doing  me  all  fair  offices,  have  won 
A  good  opinion  from  me 

Ment.  Oh,  speak  ever  ! 
I  never  heard  such  music. 

Clar.  A  plain  tune,  sir. 
But  'tis  a  hearty  one.     When  I  perceive, 
By  evident  proofs,  your  aims  are  truly  noble, 
And  that  you  bring  the  engines  of  fair  love. 
Not  of  foul  lust,  to  shake  and  undermine 
My  maiden  fortress,  I  may  then  make  good 
What  now  I  dare  not  promise. 

Ment,  You  already, 
In  taking  notice  of  my  poor  deservings. 
Have  been  magnificent,  and  'twill  appear 
A  frt>ntle8s  impudence  to  ask  beyond  this  : 
Yet  qualify,  though  not  excuse,  my  error. 
Though  now  I  am  ambitious  to  desire 
A  confirmation  of  it ! 

Clar.  So  it  wrong  not 
My  modesty  to  grant  it. 

Ment,  'Tis  far  from  me  ; 
I  only  am  a  suitor  you  would  grace  me 
With  some  toy,  but  made  rich  in  that  you  wore  it, 
To  warrant  to  the  world  that  I  usurp  not. 
When  I  presume  to  style  myself  your  servant ! 
A  ribbon  from  your  shoe. 

Clar.  You  are  too  humble ; 
I'll  think  upon't,  and  something  of  more  value 
Shall  witness  how  I  prize  yon.    It  grows  late ; 
I'll  bring  you  to  the  door. 

Ment.  You  still  more  bind  me.  lExeunL 
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SCENE  ll.—An  Apartment  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Dukx,  Albbrto,  Baftista,  Magistrates,  and 
Attendants. 

Duke.  You  find,  by  this  assured  intelligence^ 
The  preparation  of  the  Turk  against  us. 
We  have  met  him  oft  and  beat  him  ;  now  to  fear 

him 
Would  arg:ue  want  of  courage ;  and  I  hold  it 
A  safer  policy  for  us  and  our  signories, 
To  charge  him  in  his  passage  o'er  the  Bea» 
Than  to  expect  him  here. 

Alb.  May  it  please  your  highness, 
Since  you  vouchsafe  to  think  me  worthy  of 
This  great  employment,  if  I  may  deliver 
My  judgment  freely,  'tis  not  flattery 
Though  I  say  my  opinion  waits  on  you ; 
Nor  would  I  give  my  suffrage  and  consent 
To  what  you  have  proposed,  but  that  1  know  it 
Wort^  the  great  speaker,  though  that  the  denial 
Call'd  on  your  heavy  anger.     For  myself 
I  do  profess  thus  much,  if  a  blunt  soldier 
May  borrow  so    much    from    the  oird-tongued 

courtier, 
(That  echoes  whatsoe'er  the  prince  allows  of) 
All  that  my  long  experience  hath  taught  me, 
That  have  spent  three  parts  of  my  life  at  sea, 
(Let  it  not  taste  of  arrogance  that  I  say  it) 
Could  not  have  added  reasons  of  more  weight 
To  fortify  your  affections,  than  such 
As  your  grace  out  of  observation  merely 
Already  have  propounded. 
Bapt,  With  the  honour 
To  give  the  daring  enemy  an  affront 
In  being  the  first  opposer,  it  will  teach 
Your  soldiers  boldness,  and  strike  fear  in  them 
That  durst  attempt  you. 

1  Magis.  Victuals  and  ammunition. 
And  money  too,  the  sinews  of  the  war. 
Are  stored  up  in  the  magazine. 

2  MagtM.  And  the  gallies 

New  rigg*d  and  train'd  up,  and  at  two  days'  wam- 
Fit  for  the  service.  [ing 

Duke.  We  commend  your  care  ; 
Nor  will  we  e'er  be  wanting  in  our  counsels, 
As  we  doubt  not  your  action.     You,  Baptista, 
Shall  stay  with  us ;  that  merchant  is  not  wise. 
That  ventures  his  whole  fortunes  in  one  bottom, 
Alberto,  be  our  admiral !  spare  your  thanks ; 
'Tis  merit  in  you  that  invites  this  honour ; 
Preserve  it  such  !  Ere  long  you  shall  hear  more.* 
Things  rashly  undertaken  end  as  ill ; 
But  great  acts  thrive  when  reason  guides  the  will. 

[^Ejeeunt. 

SCENE  III.— ^M  open  Place  before  the  City. 
Enter  three  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  No  question,  'twas  not  well  done  in 

Cesario 
To  cross  the  horse  of  young  Mentivole 
In  the  middest  of  this  course. 

2  Gent.  That  was  not  all ; 
The  switching  him  duU'd  him. 

3  Gent.  'Would  that  both  the  jades 

Had  broke  their  necks,  when  they  first  started ! 

'Slight, 
We  stand  here  prating ;  give  them  leave  to  whisper, 
And,  when  they  have  cut  one  another*8  throats. 
Make  in  to  part  'em ! 


2  Gent.  There  b  Ao  such  hazard ; 

Their  fathers'  friendship  and  their  love  forbid  it : 
See  where  they  oome  ! 

Enter  Mbmtivoui  and  Cnuuuo. 

1  Geiit.  With  fury  in  their  looks. 

Ment.  You  have  the  wager;  with  what  foal 
I'll  not  dispute.  [play  got 

Ces.  Foul  play? 

Ment.  I  cannot  speak  it 
In  a  fairer  language  ;  and  if  some  respects 
Familiar  to  myself  chain'd  not  my  tongue, 
I  should  say — no  more! — I  should—but  I'll  sit 

down 
With  this  disgrace ;  howe'er,  press  me  no  further! 
For,  if  once  more  provoked,  you'll  nnderstand 
I  dare  no  more  suffer  an  injury. 
Than  I  dare  do  one. 

Get.  Why,  sir,  are  you  injured 
In  that  I  take  my  right,  which  I  would  force. 
Should  you  detain  it  ? 

Ment.  Put  it  to  judgment  1 

Cea.  No; 
My  will  in  this  shall  carry  it. 

Ment.  Your  will? 
Nay,  farewell  softness  then! 

3  Gem.  This  I  foresaw. 

{Thep  suddenly  draie  andfi^L 

2  Gent.  Hold,  hold  ! 
Cet.  T  am  hurt. 

2  Gent.  Shift  for  yourself;  'tis  death. 

Ment.  As  you  respect  me,  bear  him  off  viUi 
If  he  miscarry,  since  he  did  the  wrong,  [cue! 
I'll  stand  the  shock  oft. 

2  Gent.  Gently !  he  will  faint  else 

Ment,  And  speedily,  I  beseech  you ! 

[Exeunt  Gentlemen  with  Cisauo. 
My  rage  over, 
That  pour'd  upon  my  reason  clouds  of  ennor, 
I  see  my  folly,  and  at  what  dear  loss 
I  have  exchanged  a  real  iimocence 
To  gain  a  mere  fantastical  report. 
Transported  only  by  vain  popular  wind, 
To  be  a  daring,  nay,  fool-hardy  man. 
But,  could  I  satisfy  myself  within  here. 
How  should  I  bear  my  father's  firowns  ? 

Enter  Baptibta. 

They  meet  me ; 
My  guilt  conjures  him  hither. 

Bapt.  Sirrah  I 

Ment.  Sir.  < 

Bapt,  I  have  met  the  trophies  of  yov  rafinl 
sword : 
Was  there  no  other  anvil  to  make  trial 
How  far  thou  durst  be  wicked,  but  the  boson 
Of  him,  which,  under  the  adulterate  name  i 

Of  friendship,  thou  hast  murder'd  ? 

Ment,  Murder'd,  sir  ? 
My  dreams  abhor  so  base  a  fact :  True  valour, 
Employ'd  to  keep  my  reputation  fair. 
From  ^e  austerest  judge,  can  never  merit 
To  be  branded  with  that  title.    You  begot  me 
A  man,  no  coward :  And  but  call  your  youth 
To  memory  !  when  injured,  you  could  never 
Boast  of  the  as8*s  fortitude,  slave-like  patience; 
And  you  might  justly  doubt  I  were  your  son* 
If  I  should  entertain  it    If  Cesario 
Recover,  as  I  hope  his  wound's  not  mortal, 
A  second  trial  of  what  I  dare  do 
In  a  just  cause,  shall  give  strong  witness  for  me 
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I  am  the  true  heir  to  Baptista's  courage, 
I   As  to  his  other  fortunes. 
1        Sajki.  Boy,  to  neither, 
I   But  on  this  strict  condition,  which  entreaties 
I   Froxn  saints,  nay  angels,  shall  not  make  me  alter. 
I   A  friendafaip  so  began,  and  so  continued 
;   Between  me  and  Alberto  my  best  friend, 
Your  brawk  shall  not  diswlye  :  It  is  my  will. 
And  as  I  am  thy  father  I  command  thee. 
That  instantly,  on  any  terms,  how  poor 
Soe'er  it  skills  not,  thou  desire  his  pardon. 
And  bring  assurance  to  me  he  has  sign'd  i^ 


Or  by  my  Other's  soul  I'll  never  know  thee. 
But  as  a  stranger  to  my  blood  :  Perform  it, 
And  suddenly,  without  reply  1  I  have  said  it. 
Ment,  And  in  it  given  a  heavier  sentence  on 

me 
Than  the  most  cruel  death :  You  are  my  father, 
And  your  will  to  be  served,  and  not  disputed 
By  me,  that  am  your  son :  But  I'll  obey. 
And  though  my  heart-strings  crack  for't,  make  it 

known, 
When  you  command,  my  faculties  are  your  own. 

\^ExeunL 


ACT  II. 


SC£NE  I. — A  Itoom  in  the  Ilouse  o/ Alberto. 
Bnter  ALaDrro,  FbyaiclaD,  and  a  Surgeon. 

PAjw.  Have    patience,    noble    sir!    your    son 
Will  recoTer,  without  question.  [Cesario 

Surg^  A  slight  wound  ; 
Thoog^h't   pierced  his  body,   it  hath  miss'd  the 
▼itals. 

Phgg.  My  life  for't,  he  shall  take  the  air  again 
Witfaio  these  ten  days ! 

Alb.  Oh,  but  from  a  friend  t 
To  reoetTe  this  bloody  measure  from  a  friend  I 
If  that  a  man  should  meet  a  violent  death. 
In  a  place  vrhere  he  had  taken  sanctuary, 
Would  it  not  grieve  him  ?  Such  all  Florence  held 
Their  friendship ;  and  'tis  that  which  multiplies 
The  injorj. 

PAjrs.   Have  patience,  worthy  signer  ! 

Atb,  I  do  protest,  as  I  am  man  and  soldier. 
If  I  had  baried  him  in  a  wave  at  sea, 
(Last  in  some  honourable  action) 
i  would  not  to  the  saltness  of  his  grave 
H^ve  added  the  least  tear :  But  these  quarrels, 
Bred  oat  of  game  and  wine !  I  had  as  lief 
He  ahonU  have  died  of  a  surfeit. 

ISnUr  Mariaita  and  Cjlajusba. 

^fvr.  Oh,  what  comfort  ? 
How  is  it  wi^  our  son,  sir  ? 

Alb,    His  work-masters 
Bear  me  in  hand  here,  (as  my  lawyer  does 
^'ben  I  have  a  ciack'd  title,  or  bad  suit  in  law) 
Ail  shaU  go  weU. 

Mar.  I  pnty  you,  gentlemen. 
What  think  you  of  his  wound  ? 

Fh^»  *Tis  but  a  scratch ; 
Nothing  to  danger. 

Clnr,  Bnt  he  received  it  from  a  friend; 
And  the  nnkindness  ta'en  at  that  may  kill  him. 

Mar.  Let  me  see  him. 

i*hys.  By  no  means  ;  he  slumbers. 

Mmr»  Then  I  cannot  believe  you  when  you  tell 
There  is  hope  of  him.  [me 

Alb-  Yet  many  ladies 
Do  give  more  fiuth  to  their  physician 
Than  to  their  confessor. 

Clar,   Oh,  my  poor  lost  brother ! 
And  friend,  more  dear  than  brother ! 

Aib»  More  loud  instruments 
To  disturb  his  slumbers  ?  Go,  go,  take  caroch  I 
Aui.  as  yon  love  me,  you  and  the  girl  retire 
To  oar  snmmer-house  i'  1h*  country :  I'll  be  with 
Witliin  these  two  days.  [you 


Mar.  I  am  yours  in  all  things. 
Though  with  much  sorrow  to  leave  him. 

lExeunt  Maeiaxa  and  Clarissa. 
Alb,  I  pray  you,  gentlemen. 
With  best  observance  tend  your  patient : 
The  loss  of  my  heir-male  lies  now  a-bleeding ; 
And  think  what  payment  his  recovery 
Shall  shower  upon  you. 

lExeunt  Physiolaa  and  Snrgoon. 

Enter  Msmttvolb. 
Of  all  men  breathing, 
"Wherefore  do  you  arrive  here  ?  are  you  mad  ? 
My  injury  begins  to  bleed  afresh 
At  sight  of  you.    Why,  this  affront  of  yours 
I  receive  more  malicious  than  the  other. 
Your  hurt  was  only  danger  to  my  son  ; 
But  your  sight  to  me  is  death  ?    Why  come  you 

hither? 
Do  you  come  to  riew  the  wounds  which  you  have 
And  glory  in  them  ?  [made, 

Ment.  Rather,  worthy  sir. 
To  pour  oil  into  them. 

Alb.  I  am  a  soldier,  sir. 
Least  part  of  a  courtier ;  and  understand 
By  your  smooth  oil,  your  present  flattery— 

Ment,  Sir,  for  my  father's  sake,  acknowledge 
To  be  bom  a  gentleman,  no  slave ;  I  ever        [me 
Held  flatterers  of  that  breed :  Do  not  misconstrue, 
In  your  distaste  of  me,  the  true  intent 
Of  my  coming  hither,  for  I  do  protest 
I  do  not  comie  to  tell  you  I  am  sorry 
For  your  son's  hurt. 

Alb.  Not  sorry  ? 

Merit.  No,  not  sorry : 
I  have  to  the  lowest  ebb  lost  all  my  fury. 
But  I  must  not  lose  my  honesty.    'Twas  he 
Gave  heat  unto  the  injury,  which  returned. 
Like  a  petar  ill  lighted,  into  th'  bosom 
Of  him  gave  Are  to't :  Yet,  I  hope  his  hurt 
la  not  so  dangerous  but  he  may  recover ; 
When,  if  it  please  him  call  me  to  account 
For  the  loss  of  so  much  blood,  I  shall  be  ready 
To  do  him  noble  reason. 

Alb,  You  are  arm'd 
Methinks  with  wond'rous  confidence* 

Ment,  Oh,  with  the  best,  sir ; 
For  I  bring  penitence  and  satisfaction. 

Alb.  Satisfaction  ?    Why,  I  heard  you  say  but 
You  were  not  sorry  for  his  wounds.  [now, 

Ment.  Nor  am  I ; 
The  satisfoction  which  I  bring,  sir,  is  to  you. 
You  are  a  gentleman  ne'er  injured  me ; 
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One  ever  loved  my  father,  the  right  way, 

And  most  approved  of  noble  amity ; 

Yet  I  have  run  my  sword  quite  through  your 

heart, 
And  slightly  hurt  your  son ;  for't  may  be  fear'd, 
A  grief  ta'en  at  these  years,  for  your  son's  loss, 
May  hazard  yours :  Ajxd  therefore  I  am  sent 
By  him  that  has  most  interest  in  your  sorrow, 
Who  having  chid  me  almost  to  the  ruin 
Of  a  disheritance,  for  violating 
So  continued  and  so  sacred  a  friendship 
Of  fifty  winters'  standing ;  such  a  friendship, 
That  ever  did  continue  like  the  spring, 
Ne*er  saw  the  fall  o'  th'  leaf ;  by  him  I  am  sent 
To  say  the  wrong  I  have  done,  sir,  is  to  you, 
And  that  I  have  quite  lost  him  for  a  father, 
Until  I  find  your  pardon.     Nay,  there  follows 
A  weightier  deprivation  :  His  estate 
I  could  with  a  less  number  of  sighs  part  with ; 
Fortune  might  attend  my  youth  and  my  deservings 
In  any  climate ;  but  a  father's  blessing, 
To  settle  and  confirm  that  fortune,  no  where 
But  only  here.     Your  pardon  I  give  me  that ; 
And  when  you  have  done,  kill  me  ;  for  'tis  that 
Takes  from  me  the  effect  of  excommunication, 
A  father's  heavy  curse. 

Alb.  Nay,  may  that  curse 
Light  on  himself,  for  sending  thee  in  this  minute. 
When  I  am  grown  as  deaf  to  all  compassion 
As  the  crueliest  sea-fight,  or  most  horrid  tempest ! 
That  I  had  drowned  i'  th'  sea  a  thousand  ducats, 
Thou  hadst  not  made  this  visit !  Rash  young  man. 
Thou  takest  me  in  an  ill  planet,  and  hast  cause 
To  curse  thy  father ;  for  I  do  protest. 
If  I  had  met  thee  in  any  part  o'  th'  world, 
But  under  my  own  roof,  I  would  have  kill'd  thee. — 
Within  there  1^ 

Enter  Physician,  Surgctin,  and  Servants. 

Look  you  !  Here's  a  triumph  sent  for 
The  death  of  your  young  master. 

Sen.  Shall  we  kiU  him? 

Alb.  No; 
I'll  not  be  so  unhospitable. — ^But,  sir. 
By  my  life,  1  vow  to  take  assurance  firom  you, 
That  right  hand  never  more  shall  strike  my  son. 

Menl.  That  will  be  easily  protested* 

Alb.  Not  easily. 
When  it  must  be  exacted,  and  a  bloody  seal  to't — 
Bind  him,  and  cut  off  his  right  hand  presently : 
Fair  words  shall  never  satisfy  foul  deeds. 
Chop  his  hand  off ! 

Ment.  You  cannot  be  so  unrighteous 
To  your  own  honour. 

Phys,  Oh,  sir,  collect  yourself, 
And  recall  your  bloody  purpose  1 

Alb.  My  intents 
Of  this  nature  do  ever  come  to  action. 

Surg.  Then  I 
Must  fetch  another  stickler.  lExit. 

Alb.  Yet  I  do  grieve  at. heart ; 
And  I  do  curse  thy  father  heartily. 
That's  the  cause  of  my  dishonour,  sending  thee 
In  such  an  hour,  when  I  am  apt  for  mischief, 
Apt  as  a  Dutchman  after  a  sea-fight, 
When  his  enemy  kneels  afore  him.— ^ome,  dis* 
patch! 

Phpt,  Entreat  him,  noble  sir. 

Menu  Yon  shall  excuse  me ; 
Whatsoever  he  dares  do,  that  I  dare  suffer. 


EnUr  CasAiuo  and  Surgeon. 

Cei.  Oh,  sir,  for  honour's  sake,  stay  your  foul 
For  if  you  do  proceed  thus  cruelly,  [pnrpo&e ; 

There  is  no  question,  in  the  wound  you  g;ive  him, 
I  shall  bleed  to  death  for't ! 

Alb.  Thou  art  not  of  my  temper ; 
What  I  purpose,  cannot  be  alter'd. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  duke 
With  all  speed  expects  you :  You  must  instantly 
Ship  all  your  followers,  and  to  sea. 

Alb.  My  blessing 
Stay  with  thee  upon  this  condition, 
Take  away  his  use  of  fighting ;  as  thou  hopest 
To  be  accounted  for  my  son,  perform  it !         lExit, 

Ces.  You  hear  what  I'm  e^join'd  to. 

Ment.  Pray  thee,  take  it  I 
Only  this  ring,  this  best-esteemed  jewel, 
I  will  not  give  't  to  th'  hangman  chops  it  off ; 
It  is  too  dear  a  relic :  I'll  remove  it 
Nearer  my  heart. 

Ces.  Ha !  that  ring's  my  sister's ;  lAyart. 

The  ring  I  enjoin'd  her  never  part  witbal 

Without  my  knowledge. Come,   sir.    we  are 

friends. 
Pardon  my  &ther's  heat  and  melancholy  ; 
Two  violent  fevers  which  he  caught  at  sea. 
And  cannot  yet  shake  off :  Only  one  promise 
I  must  enjoin  you  to,  and  seriously ; 
Hereafter  you  shall  never  draw  a  sword 
To  the  prejudice  of  my  life. 

Ment,  By  my  best  hopes, 
I  shall  not !  I 

Cet.  I  pray  deliver  me  your  sword 
On  that  condition. 

Ment.  I  shall,  sir :  May  it  hereafter 
Ever  fight  on  your  part ! 

Cea,  Noble  sir,  I  thank  you : 
But,  for  performance  of  your  vow,  I  entreat 
Some  gage  from  you. 

Ment.  Any,  sir. 

Cei,  Deliver  me  that  ring. 

Ment.  Ha  !  this  ring  ?  indeed  this  jewel  binds 
If  you  knew  the  virtue  of  it,  never  more  [tne. 

To  draw  my  sword  against  you. 

Cea.  Therefore  I 
Will  have  it. 

Ment.  You  may  not. 

Ces.  Come,  you  must :  [Taket  th<  rimr. 

I  that  by  violence  could  take  your  hand. 
Can  enforce  this  from  you.    This  is  a  token,  sir. 
That  we  may  prove  friends  hereafter.  Pare  yon  w^l:^ 

Phys.  Why  did  you  seise  his  sword,  sir  ? 

Cea.  To  perform 
What  my  father  bade  me ;  I  have  for  the  present 
Ta'en  away  his  use  of  fighting. 

Phy$.  Better  so, 
Than  take  that  which  your  ftither  meant ! 

IBxeunt  aU  but  MmtmrxHj,, 

Ment.  Was  ever  the  like  usage  ?  Oh,  that  rui7« 
Dearer  than  life !  whither  is  honour  fled  ? 
Cesario,  thou'rt  unmanly  in  each  part. 
To  seize  my  sword  first,  and  then  split  my  be«rt. 

^_ 

SCENE  II — A  Boom  in  the  Inn. 
Enter  Host  and  Clown. 
Hoet.  Thy  master,  that  lodges  here  in  my  Oste* 
ria,  is  a  rare  man  of  art ;  they  say  he's  a  witch. 
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Claten,  A  witch  ?  nay,  he's  one  step  of  the  ladder 
to  preferment  higher ;  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Host.  Is  that  his  higher  title  ? 

Clohm.  Yes,  I  assure  you ;  for  a  conjurer  is  the 
deril's  master,  and  commands  him  ;  whereas  a 
witch  is  the  devil's  prentice,  and  obeys  him. 

//of /.  Bcrand  prentice  to  the  devil  ? 

Ciattn,  Bound  and  enroU'd  1  assure  you,  he 
cannot  start ;  and  therefore  I  would  never  wish  any 
geDtleman  to  torn  witch. 

Hast.  Why,  man  ? 

Cioten.  Oh,  he  loses  his  gentility  by  it ;  the 
denl  in  this  case  cannot  help  him  ;  he  must  go  to 
tbe  herald  lor  new  arms,  believe  it. 

H<kti.  As  I  am  true  innkeeper,  yet  a  gentleman 
><vm,  I'll  ne'er  turn  witch  for  that  trick !  And 
tLoa  hast  been  a  great  traveller  ? 

r/otrn.  No,  indeed,  not  I,  sir. 

Host,   Come,  you  are  modest. 

Clown.  No,  I  am  not  modest ;  for  I  told  you  a 
!'e.  that  yon  might  the  better  understand  I  have 
t-eeo  a  trvreller. 

Hnst.  So,  sir  !  They  say  your  master's  a  great 
phjncian  too  ? 

r^nrit.   He  vras  no  fool  told  yon  that,  I  assure 

TOO. 

Hnst.  And  you  have  been  in  England  ?  But  they 
aj  Udiea  in  England  take  a  great  deal  of  physic 

Clown.    Both  ways,  on  my  reputation. 

Hnsi.  So  *ti8  to  be  understood :  But  they  say 
Udies  there  take  physic  for  fashion. 

Clown*  Yes,  sir,  and  many  times  die  to  keep 
fa>iiton. 

Host,  How  !  Die  to  keep  fashion  ? 

Clown.  Yes  ;  I  have  known  a  lady  sick  of  the 
Fmall-pox,  only  to  keep  her  face  from  pit-holes, 
take  cold,  strike  them  in  again,  kick  up  the  heels, 
md  vanish. 

Host.  There  was  a  kicking  up  the  heels  with  a 
vitneAS ! 

Clown,  "ifo,  sir ;  I  confess  a  good  face  has  many 
times  been  the  motive  to  the  kicking  up  of  the 
becls  with  m  witness,  but  this  was  not. 

Enter  Hosten  and  Biawga. 

Host.  Here  come  my  wife  and  daughter. 

Clown.  Yon  have  a  pretty  commodity  of  this 
pjgfat^worm- 

Host.  Why,  man  ? 

Clown.  She  is  a  pretty  lure  to  draw  custom  to 
7  oar  ordinary. 

Host.   Dost  think  I  keep  her  to  that  purpose  ? 

Clown.  When  a  dove-house  is  empty,  there  is 
romin-seed  nsed  to  purloin  from  the  rest  of  the 
ori^boars ;  in  England  you  have  several  adamants 
'n  draw  in  spurs  and  rapiers ;  one  keeps  silk-worms 
in  a  gallery  ;  a  milliner  has  choice  of  monkies  and 
paraketoes  ;  another  shews  bawdy  East  Indian  pic- 
tnreft,  worse  than  ever  were  Aretine's ;  a  goldsmith 
keeps  his  wtfe  wedged  into  his  shop  like  a  mermaid, 
nothing  of  her  to  be  seen  (that's  woman)  but  her 
upper  part.* 

Host.  Nothing  but  her  upper  part  ? 

Clown.  Nothing  but  her  upper  bodice,  and  he 
Lres  at  the  more  heart's  ease. 

Ho9t.  What's  the  reason  ? 

Ci&wn.  Because  her  nether  part  can  give  no 
tempcation.  By  your  leave,  sir,  I'll  tend  my  mas- 
^T.  and  instantly  be  with  you  for  a  cup  of  cherally 
t. lis  hot  weather.  lExit, 


Host,   A  nimble-pated  rascal  I — Come  hither, 
daughter ; 
When  was  Cesario  here  ? 

Bian.  Sir,  not  this  fortnight. 

Host.  I  do  not  like  his  visits ;  commonly 
He  comes  by  owl-light ;  both  the  time  and  manner 
Suspicious  ;  I  do  not  like  it  [is 

Bian.  Sir,  the  gentleman 
Is  every  way  so  noble,  that  you  need  not 
Question  his  intent  of  coming :  Though  you  did, 
Pray,  sir,  preserve  that  good  opinion  of  me, 
That,  though  the  custom  of  the  place  I  was  bom  in 
Makes  me  familiar  to  every  guest, 
I  shall  in  all  things  keep  myself  a  stranger 
-To  the  vices  they  bring  with  them. 

Ho8te$t.  Right,  my  daughter  I 
She  has  the  right  strain  of  her  mother. 

Host.  Of  her  mother  ? 
An  I  would  speak,  I  know  from  whence  she  took  it. 
When  I  was  as  young,  I  was  as  honest. 

Hostess,  Leave  your  prating,  and  study  to  be 
drunk,  and  abuse  your  guests  over  and  over ! 
Enter  Forobomx)  and  Clown. 

Host.  Peace,  wife ;  my  honourable  guest ! 

For.  My  endear'd  landlord,  and  the  rest  of  the 
compliments  o'  the  house  ! 

Host.  Breakfast  is  ready,  sir ;  it  waits  only  the 
tide  of  your  stomach. 

Clown.  And  mine  gapes  for't,  like  a  stale  oyster. 

Host.  Ere  yon  go  to  bed,  fail  not  of  thst  I  pray. 
{Exeunt  all  but  Fohommoo  and  Clown. 

For.  We  will  instantly  be  with  you Now  we 

are  all  fellows :  Nine  o'clock,  and  no  clients  come 
yet  ?  Sure  thou  dost  not  set  up  bills  enough. 

Clown.  I  have  set  up  bills  in  abundance. 

For.  What  bUls  ? 

Clown.  Marry,  for  curing  of  all  diseases,  reco- 
very of  stolen  goods,  and  a  thousand  such  impos- 
sibilities. 

For.  The  place  is  unlucky. 

Clown.  No,  certain  'tis  scarcity  of  money ;  do 
not  you  hear  the  lawyers  complain  of  it  ?  Men 
have  as  much  malice  as  e'er  they  had  to  wrangle, 
but  they  have  no  moneys — Whither  should  this 
money  be  travell'd  ? 

For.  To  the  devU,  I  think. 

Clown.  'Tis  with  his  cofferer  I  am  certain,  that's 
the  usurer. 

For.  6ur  cheating  does  not  prosper  so  well  as 
it  was  wont  to  do. 

Clown.  No,  sure.  Why,  in  England  we  could 
cozen  'em  as  familiarly,  as  if  we  had  travell'd  with 
a  brief,  or  a  lottery. 

For.  In  the  Low-Countries  we  did  pretty  well. 

Clottm.  So,  so,  as  long  as  we  kept  the  mop- 
headed  butter-boxes  sober  ;  marry,  when  they  were 
drunk,  then  they  grew  buzzards :  You  should  have 
them  reel  their  heads  together,  and  deliberate ! 
Your  Dutchman,  indeed,  when  he  is  foxed,  is  like 
a  fox ;  for  when  he's  sunk  in  drink,  quite  earth  to 
a  man's  thinking,  'tis  full  exchange-time  with  him, 
then  he's  subtlest.  But  your  Switzer,  'twas  no- 
thing to  cheat  him. 

For.  Nothing. 

Clown.  No,  nor  conscience  to  be  made  of  it ; 
for  since  nature  aforehand  cozen'd  him  of  his  wit, 
'twas  the  less  sin  for  us  to  cozen  him  of  his  money. 

For,  But  these  Italians  are  most  nimble-pated  ; 
we  must  have  some  new  trick  for  them.  I  protest, 
but  that  our  Hostess'  daughter  is  a  sweet  lass,  and 
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draws  ^reat  resort  to  th'  house,  we  were  as  good 
draw  teeth  a-horseback. 

Clown,  I  told  'em  in  the  market-place  you  could 
conjure,  and  nobody  would  believe  me ;  but,  ere 
long,  I  will  make  'em  believe  you  can  conjure 
with  such  a  figuary  ! 

For.  What  language  shalPs  conjure  in  ?  High- 
Dutch,  I  think,  that's  full  in  the  mouth. 

Chwn.  No,  no,  Spanish ;  that  roars  best,  and 
will  appear  more  dreadful. 

For,  Pr'ythee  tell  me  thy  conceit  thou  hast  to 
gull  them. 

Clown.  No,  no,  I^  will  not  stale  it ;  but,  my 
dear  jew's-trump,  for  thou  art  but  my  instrument, 
I  am  the  plotter,  and  when  we  have  cozen'd  'em 
most  tightly,  thou  shalt  steal  away  the  innkeeper's 
daughter,  I'll  provide  myself  of  another  moveable ; 
and  we  will  most  purely  retire  ourselves  to  Greneva. 

For,  Thou  art  the  compass  I  sail  by.    lExeunU 


SCENE  III^^  SireeL 
Enter  Baftista  and  Mbntiyolk. 

Bapt.  Was  ever  expectation  of  so  noble 
A  requital  answered  with  such  contumely  ! 
A  wild  Numidian,  that  had  suck'd  a  tigress, 
Would  not  have  been  so  barbarous  :  Did  he  threat 
To  cut  thy  hand  off  ? 

Ment,  Yes,  sir ;  and  his  slaves 
Were  ready  to  perform't. 

BapL  Whathinder'dit? 

Ment.  Only  his  son's  entreaty. 

Bapt.  Noble  youth ! 
I  wish  thou  wert  not  of  his  blood  ;  thy  pity 
Gives  me  a  hope  thou  art  not. 

Ment.  You  mistake,  sir ; 
The  injury  that  follow'd  from  the  son 
Was  worse  than  the  fieither's :  He  did  first  disarm^ 
And  took  from  me  n  jewel,  which  I  prize 
Above  my  hand  or  life. 

Bapt.  Take  thy  sword  from  thee  ? 
He  stole  it  like  a  thief  rather ;  he  could  not 
I'  th'  field  deprive  thee  of  it. 

Ment.  He  took  it  from  me, 
And  sent  me  forth  so  thin,  and  lo  unmade-up. 
As  if  I  had  been  a  foot-boy. 

Bapt,  Oh,  my  fury  1 
I  must  now  ask  thee  forgiveness,  that  my  rashness, 
Bred  out  of  too  much  friendship,  did  expose  thee 
To  so  imminent  a  danger ;  which  I  vow 
I  will  revenge  on  the  whole  family. 
All  the  calamities  of  my  whole  life, 
My  banishment  from  Genoa,  my  wife's  losSf 
Compared  to  this  indignity,  is  nothing ; 
Their  family  shall  repair't ;  it  shall  be  to  them 
Like  a  plague,  when  the  dog-star  reigns  most  hot  1 
An  Italian's  revenge  may  pause,  but  is  ne'er  forgot. 

lExiL 

Ment,  I  would  I  had  concealed  this  from  my 
father. 
For  my  interest  in  Clarissa  !  My  care  now 
Must  be  to  untangle  this  division. 
That  our  most  equal  flames  may  be  united : 
And  from  these  various  and  perturbed  streams. 
Rise,  like  a  sweet  mom,  after  terrible  dresms.  lExU, 


SCENE  IV.—^  Room  in  the  Iloute  o/ Alberto. 
Enter  Ciiiaiwu  and  Cibario. 


Clar.  Brother,  I  am  happy  in  your  recorery. 

Ces.  And  I,  sister. 
Am  ever  best  pleased  in  your  happiness. 
But  I  miss  a  toy  should  be  on  your  finger. 

Clar.  My  ring ! 
This  morning  when  I  wash'd,  I  put  it  off; 
'TIS  in  my  window. 

Ces.  Where's  your  looking-glass  ? 

Clar.  Here,  sir. 

Cea,  'Tis  a  fair  one. 

Clar.  'Tis  pure  crystal 

Ces.  Can  a  diamond  cut  in  crystal  ?  Let  me  see ; 
I'U  grave  my  name  in't. 

Clar.  Oh,  you'll  spoil  my  glass. 

Ces,  Would  you  not  have  your  brother  in  your 
eye? 
I  had  thought  he  had  been  planted  in  your  heart. 
Look  you ;  the  diamond  cuts  quaintly ;  you  are! 
Your  crystal  is  too  brittle.  £cozen'd, 

Clar.  'Tis  the  ring  lAsidt. 

I  gave  unto  Mentivole  1  sure,  the  same  !  — 
You  put  me  to  amazement,  sir,  and  horror  ; 
How  came  you  by  that  ring  ? 

Ces.  Does  the  blood  rise  ? 

Clar,  Pray,  sir,  resolve  me,  (oh,  for  pity  do) 
And  take  from  me  a  trembling  at  the  hemrt. 
That  else  will  kill  me  !  for  I  tqo  much  fiear 
Nothing  but  death  could  ravish  it  (rom  his  hand 
That  wore  it. 

Ces.  Was  it  given  to  Mentivole 
On  that  condition  ? 

Clar.  Tell  me  of  his  health  first, 
And  then  I'll  tell  you  anything. 

Ces.  By  my  life,  he's  well ; 
In  better  health  than  I  am. 

Clar.  Then,  it  was,  sir. 

Ces.  Then  shall  I  ever  hate  thee,  oh,  tfaou  fals«j 
Hast  thou  a  faith  to  give  unto  a  friend,  [ 

And  break  it  to  a  brother  ?  Did  I  not. 
By  all  the  ties  of  blood,  importune  thee 
Never  to  part  with  it  without  my  knowledge  ? 
Thou  might' st  have  given  it  to  a  muletteer. 
And  made  a  contract  with  him  in  a  stable. 
At  as  cheap  a  price  of  my  vengeance  I  Nerer  more 
Shall  a  woman  s  trust  beguile  me :  You  are  all 
Like  relics ;  you  may  well  be  look'd  upon. 
But  come  a  man  to  th'  handling  of  yoa  once. 
You  fall  in  pieces  I 

Clar.  Dear  sir,  I  have  no  way 
Look'd  either  beneath  reason,  or  myself. 
In  my  election ;  There's  parity  in  our  blood. 
And  in  our  fortunes ;  ancient  amity 
Betwixt  our  parents ;  to  which  wants  notfaing,  but 
The  fruit  of  blessed  marriage  between  us. 
To  add  to  their  posterities.    Nor  does  now 
Any  impeachment  rise,  except  the  sad 
And  unexpected  quarrel,  which  divided 
So  noble  and  so  excellent  a  friendship, 
Which,  as  I  ne'er  had  magic  to  foresee. 
So  I  could  not  prevent. 

Ces.  Well,  you  must  give  me  leave 
To  have  a  hand  in  your  disposing ;  I  shaU, 
In  the  absence  of  my  father,  be  your  guardiaii  ; 
His  suit  must  pass  through  my  ofiioe.  Mentivole?! 
He  has  too  much  of  my  blood  already ;  he  has. 
And  he  gets  no  more  oft. — ^Wherefimre  weep  yoa. 
mother? 
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Bnter  VLasojma  and  a  Sailor, 

Mar.  Tis  occamon'd'by  a  sorrow 
Wberem  yon  have  a  child's  part,  and  the  mainest ; 
Your  Other's  dead. 

Ct9.  Dewl? 

Mar,  There  Is  one  can  relate  the  rest. 

&tfof .  I  can,  sir ;  your  father's  drown'd. 
Most  nnfortonately  drown'd. 

Ce$,  How  ?  in  a  tempest  ? 

Snhr.  No,  sir,  in  a  calm, 
Calm  u  this  evening :  The  gfonner,  being  dnmk^ 
Porfot  to  £uten  the  ordnance  to  their  ports, 
\^lKn  came  a  sadden  gust,  which  tumbled  them 
All  to  the  starboard  side,  o'ertum'd  the  ship, 
And  nmk  her  in  a  moment ;  some  six  men 
Thit  were  upon  the  deck  were  saved;  the  rest 
Pmsh'd  with  your  fiither. 

Clot,  Oh,  my  dearest  father  1 

Cet.  I  pray  thee,  leave  ns.  iExit  Sailor. 

Mw,  I  have  a  sorrow  of  another  nature 
Eqnal  to  the  former. 

Cn,  And  most  commonly 
Thej  come  together. 

Jfcr.  The  fiunily  of  the  Baptisti 
Are  groim  to  faction,  and  upon  distaste 


Of  the  injury  late  offer'd  in  my  house, 
Have  vowM  a  most  severe  and  fell  revenge 
'Gainst  all  our  family,  but  especially 
'Gainst  you,  my  dear  Cesario. 

Ces,  Let  them  threat ; 
I  am  prepared  to  oppose  them. 

Mar,  And  is  your  loss  then 
Of  so  easy  an  estimation  ?  What  comfort 
Have  I  but  in  your  life?  and  your  late  danger 
Presents  before  me  what  I  am  to  suffer. 
Should  you  miscarry :  Therefore  I'll  advise  you, 
When  the  funeral  is  over,  you  would  travel ; 
Both  to  prevent  their  fury,  and  wear  out 
The  injury. 

Cet,  No,  mother,  I  will  not  travel — 
So  in  my  absence  he  may  marry  my  sister —  lAHde, 
I  will  not  travel,  certain.  lExiU 

Mar.  Oh,  my  Cesario, 
Whom  I  respect  and  love  'hove  my  own  life, 
Indeed  with  a  kind  of  dotage !  he  shall  never 
Go  forth  o'  doors,  but  the  contrary  faction  will 
Endanger  his  life ;  and  then  am  I  most  wretched ! 
I  am  thinking  of  a  strange  prevention. 
Which  I  shall  witness  with  a  bleeding  eye ; 
Fondness  sometimes  is  worse  than  cruelty.     [JSrO. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Room  in  the  Inn. 
£nUr  HMt,  Hostoas,  and  Blanca. 


I 


I 


Bott.  Hannted,  my  house  is  haunted  with  gob- 
Ekb  !  I  shall  be  frighted  out  of  my  wits,  and  set  up 
a  tign  only  to  invite  carriers  and  foot- posts,  scare- 
crows to  keep  off  the  cavalry,  and  gentry  of  the 
Wit  r»nk.  I  will  nail  up  my  doors,  and  wall  up 
*y  S^ri,  wife,  like  an  anchoress,  or  she  will  be 
nTiihed  before  our  faces  by  rascals  and  cacafur 
joes,  wife,  cacafugoes ! 

U^teu.  These  are  your  incomes  1  Remember 
ynx  own  proverb,  The  savour  of  every  gain  smelt 
.««tet :  Thank  nobody  but  yourself  for  this  trouble  ! 

B^tt.  No  galling,  dear  spouse,  no  galling !  every 
^'s  new  vexation  abates  me  two  inches  in  the 
*>»t;  terrible  penance  for  an  host! — Girl,  girl, 
•bich  of  all  this  gallimaufry  of  man*s  flesh  ap- 
pcan  tolerable  to  thy  choice  ?  speak  shortly,  and 
>P«tk  tmly !  I  must  and  will  know,  must  and  will ! 
W  TOQ  that  ? 

Bun.  Sir,  be  not  jealous  of  my  care  and  duty ! 
Um  so  fiv  from  entertaining  thoughts 
Of  liberty,  that  much  more  excellent  objects 
^^  sny  of  such  coarse  contents  as  these  are, 
Cooid  not  betray  mine  eye  to  force  my  heart 
C^occiTc  a  wish  of  any  dearer  happiness 
Than  yoor  direction  warrants.     I  am  yours,  sir. 

Hiuteu.  What  thinks  the  man  now  ?  Is  not  this 
«fr»«g«  at  thirteen  ? 

^/m<.  Very  good  words ;  there's  a  tang  in  'em, 
nd  a  sweet  one ;  'tis  music,  wife ;  and  now  I  come 
tje.  Let  ns  a  little  examine  the  several  conditions 
^  ov  paragraphistical  suitors  !  The  first  a  tra- 
lellin^  tailor,  who,  by  the  mystery  of  his  needle 
ad  thimble,  hath  survey'd  the  fashions  of  the 
French  and  Engluh ;  this  Signor  Gingerbread, 
^b'd  ap  in  the  shreds  of  a  gaudy  outside,  sows 
^Bu^gs  with  his  crosa-l^g'd  compliment,,  like  an 


ape  doing  tricks  over  a  staff,  cringes,  and  crouches, 
and  kisses  his  fore-finger. 

Hostess,  Out  upon  him  1 

Host,  A  second,  a  lavoltetere,  a  saltatory,  a 
dancer  with  a  kit  at  his  bum ;  one  that,  by  teach- 
ing great  madonnas  to  foot  it,  has  miraculously 
purchased  a  ribanded  waistcoat,  and  four  clean  pair 
of  socks ;  a  fellow  that  skips  as  he  walks,  and  in- 
stead of  sensible  discourse,  vents  the  curious  con- 
ceit of  some  new  tune  stolen  from  a  masque,  or  a 
bawdy  ditty,  elevated  for  the  pole  arctick  of  a 
lady's  chamber ;  in  that  file  stands  another  of  your 
inamoratoes. 

Hostess.  Hang  him  and  his  fiddle  together !  he 
never  fiddles  any  child  of  ours. 

Host.  The  third,  a  mongrel*  got  by  a  Switzer 
on  an  Italian  ;  this  puppy,  being  left  well  estated, 
comes  to  Florence,  that  the  world  may  take  notice 
how  impossible  it  is  for  experience  to  alter  the 
course  of  nature ;  a  fool,  wife !  and,  indeed,  a 
clown  tum'd  gallant  seldom  or  never  proves  other 
than  a  gallant  fool ;  this  toy  prates  to  little  pur- 
pose other  than — What's  o  clock  9  SfMWs  go 
drink  $  D'ye  forsooth  $  and  Thank  ye  heartily, 
I  fear  no  art  in  him  to  catch  thee;  and  yet  we 
must  be  tormented  with  this  buzzard  amongst  the 
rest. 

Hostess,  Tis  your  own  folly ;  forbid  him  the 
house. 

Host,  The  fourth^  a  mule-driver,  a  stubborn 
and  a  harsh  knave;  the  fifth,  a  schoolmaster,  a 
very  amorous  pedant,  run  almost  mad  with  study 
of  sonnets,  and  compliments  out  of  old  play-ends ; 
the  last,  an  advocate's  clerk,  that  speaks  pure  fus- 
tian in  law-terms  :  Excellent  courtiers  all,  and  all 
as  neat  as  a  magnifico's  post  new  painted,  at  his 
entrance  to  an  office  1  Thou  shalt  have  none  of 
*em.  LAugh  at  'em,  do  I  I  say,  thou  shalt  have 
none  of  'em. 
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Bian.  Still  your  command  to  me  shall  stand  a 

law. 
HoMt,  Now  they  throng  like  so  many  horse- 
courses  at  a  fair,  in  dusters  about  the  man  of  art, 
for  love-powders,  ingredients,  potions,  counsels, 
postures,  compliments,  philters,  the  devil  and  the 
— How  now  ?  tumults,  batteries,  noise  ? 

[Clown  cries  within. 
For,   [  Within,']  Ha,  get  from  my  sight  1 

Enter  Forobosco,  and  Clown  with  hi*  Head  hloodp. 

Clown.  Murder  me,  do  ;  pound  me  to  mummy, 
do !  see  what  will  come  on't. 

For,   Dog,  leave  thy  snarling,  or  VVL  cut  thy 
tongue  out ! 
Thou  unlick*d  bear,  darest  thou  yet  stand  my  fury, 
My  generous  rage  ?  yet  ?  By  the  sulphurous  damps 
That  feed  the  himgry  and  incessant  darkness, 
Which  curls  around  the  grim  Alastor's  back, 
Mutter  again,  and  with  one  powerful  word, 
ril  call  an  host  up  from  the  Stygian  lakes, 
Shall  waft  thee  to  the  Acherontic  fens ; 
Where,  choak'd  with  mists  as  black  as  tiiy  impos- 
Tbou  shalt  live  still  a-dying  !  [tures, 

Clown.  Conjure  me  to  the  devil,  an  you  can  !  I 
live  in  hell  upon  earth  already :  An  you  had  any 
mercy,  you  would  not  practise  upon  a  kind  heart 
thus. 

Host.  You  have  drawn  blood  from  him,  signor ; 
is  his  offence  tmpardonable  ? 

For,  A  lump  of  ignorance,  (pray  speak  not  for 
him) 
A  drowsy  grossness  !  In  all  Christian  kingdoms. 
The  mention  of  my  art,  my  name,  and  practice, 
Merit,  and  glory,  hath  b^ot  at  once 
Delight  and  wonder. — I'll  not  be  entreated ; 
Spare  intercession  for  him  ! — Oh,  thou  scorn 
0^  learning,  shame  of  duty,  must  thy  sloth 
Draw  my  just  fame  in  question  ?'  I  discharge 
Thee  from  my  service ;   see  me  no  more  hence- 
forth! 

Cloum,  Discharge^  me  ?  Is  that  my  year's  wages  ? 
ril  not  be  so  answered. 

For,  Not,  camel  ?  sirrah,  I  am  liberal  to  thee. 
Thou  hast  thy  life  ;  be  gone  ! 

Clown.  Vengeance,  sweet  vengeance ! 

For,  Do  ye  mumble  ? 

Cloum,  m  be  revenged,  monstrously,  suddenly, 
and  insatiably  :  My  bulk  begins  to  swell. 

For.  Homotolenton,  Prtiffmatophoros,  Heliosty- 
eorax  ! 

Cloum.  Call  up  your  spirits !  I  defy  'em !  Well, 
I'll  have  law  for  my  broken  pate,  (twelve  ounces 
of  pure  blood,  troy- weight)  in  despite  of  thee  my 
master,  and  thy  master  the  grand  devil  himself: 
Vindicta,  vindieta  !  lExU. 

Host.  Signor,  you  are  exceeding  moved. 

Hostess.  Mercy  upon  us,  what  terrible  words 
thoutalk'sti 

For.  A  slave,  a  cur ! — But  be  not  you  affrighted, 
Young  virgin  !  'twere  an  injury  to  sweetneiss, 
Should  any  rough  sound  draw  from  your  cheeks 
The  precious  tincture  which  makes  Nature  proud 
Of  her  own  workmanship. 

Host,  Wife,  mark ;  mark  that,  wife ! 

Bian.  Shake  then  your  anger  off,  sir. 

For.  You  command  it. 
Fair  one.  Mine  Host  and  Hostess,  with  your  leaves, 
I  have  a  motion  jointly  to  you  all. 

Hostess.  An  honest  one,  I  hope. 


Host,  Well  put  in,  wife ! 

For.  A  very  necessary  one :  The  mess 
And  half  of  suitors,  that  attend  to  usher 
Their  love's  sir-reverence  to  your  daughter,  w«t 
With  one  consent,  which  can  best  please  her  eye 
In  offering  at  a  dance :  I  have  provided 
Music ;  and  'twill  be  something,  I  dare  proause. 
Worthy  your  laughter.    Shall  they  have  admit, 
tance? 

Host.  By  any  means ;  for  I  am  persuaded  tke 
manner  will  be  so  ridiculous,  that  it  wiU  confira 
the  assurance  of  their  miserable  fooleries :  Bat 
no  longer  trouble  vrith  'em  here,  than  they  are  in 
these  May-games ! 

For.  Sio  1  am  resolved. 

Hostess,  Nor  any  wise  word  of  senseless  Wife ! 

For,  Not  any ;  I  have  charm'd  tiiem.  Did  joi 
see  how  they  prepared  themselves,  how  thej 
stroke  up  their  foretops,  how  they  justle  for  tU 
looking-glass  to  set  their  faces  by  it,  (see,  ^y 
muster !)  you  would  look  for  some  most  imposibk 
antic. 

Enter  Tailor,  Dancer,  Muletteer,  Schoolmaster,  Clerk, 
Coxcomb ;  all  with  several  Papers,  and  present  tkem 

to  FOBOBOSCO. 

Host.  So,  so,  so,  so  1  here  flutter  the  nett  of 
hornets,  the  hotch-potch  of  rascality :  Now,  dot. 
now,  now  1  The  dunghill  of  corruption  hub 
yawn'd  forth  the  burden  of  abomination.  lam 
vex'd,  vex'd  to  the  soul ;  will  rid  my  boose  of  tMs 
unchristen'd  fry,  and  never  open  my  doors  again. 

For,  Some  other  time ;  I'll  give  no  answer  nov, 
But  have  preferred  your  suits;  here  shewjwr 

cunning. 
First,  every  one  in  order  do  his  honour 
To  the  fair  mark  you  shoot  at ;  courtly,  courtly, 
Convey  your  several  loves  in  lively  measure : 
Come,  let  us  take  our  teats.     Some  sprig)itij 
music ! 

Host,  Dance  all  and  part ;  'tis  a  very  nece«6in 
farewell.  V*^ 

Thep  all  make  ridiculofis  congees  to  Biamca,  rank  Ikea- 
selvest  and  dance  in  several  postures  ;  dvri»§  it' 
dancct  enter  Cksario,  and  stands  <if. 

Host,  Well  done,  my  lusty  bloods,  predoo^ 
well  done !  One  lusty  rouse  of  wine,  and  takt 
leave  on  all  sides  ! 

Ces,  Thanks  for  your  revels,  gentlemen !  accept 
This  gold,  and  drink  as  freely  as  you  danced. 

Host,  My  noble  Lord  Cesario  ?  Clear  the  hkhhs. 

For,  Away ;  attend  your  answers.  [«" 

lExeunt  FoaoBosoo  ami  Solw*- 

Ces,  With  your  favour, 
Rolando,  I  would  change  a  word  or  two 
With  your  fair  daughter. 

Host.  At  your  lordship's  pleasure. — Come,  wife- 
no  muttering !  Have  a  care,  girl  I — My  Iotc,  kt- 
vice,  and  duty  to  your  good  lordship ! 

lExeunt  Hort  aiidTic^» 

Ces,  My  often  visits,  sweet  Bianca,  cannot 
But  constantly  inform  thy  judgment  wherein 
Thy  happiness  consists  :  For  to  steal  minutes 
From  great  employments,  to  converse  with  besctfi 
Lodged  in  so  mean  a  fortune ;  to  lay  by 
Consideration  of  the  unequal  distance 
Between  my  blood  and  thine ;  to  shun  occssioos 
Of  courtship  with  the  ladies  of  the  time, 
Noble  and  ndr,  only  for  love  to  thee ;  , 

Must  of  necessity  invite  a  tenderness,    l^*"^^^ 
As  low  as  Nature  could  have  atunp'd  t  bond- 


KEXE  II. 


THE  FAIR  MAID  OF  THE  INN. 


367 


To  entertain  qaick  motions  of  rare  gratitude 
For  mj  uncommon  favoora. 

Bwn,  'Deed,  my  lord, 
As  &r  u  my  simplicity  can  lead  me, 
1  freelj  thank  your  courteuea. 

Ce$.  To  thank  them 
Is  to  reward  them,  pretty  one. 

Bian.  Then  teach  me 
Eom  I  may  give  them  back  again :  In  truth 
1  Dever  yet  receiTed  a  pair  of  gloves, 
i  trifling  ring,  from  any  that  expected 
An  equal  satisfaction,  but  as  willingly 
1  puted  with  the  gift  unto  the  owner, 
As  he  bestow'd  it. 

Ce$,  Bat  I  pour  before  thee 
Such  plenties,  as  it  lies  not  in  the  ability 
Of  thy  whole  kindred  to  return  proportionable^ 
Ooe  for  a  thousand. 

Bian,  You,  my  lord,  conclude 
For  my  instruction :  To  engage  a  debt 
Beyond  a  possibility  of  payment, 
I  ever  thought  a  sin  ;  and  therefore  justly, 
^ithoat  conceit  of  scorn,  or  curious  rudeness, 
I  most  refiue  your  bounty. 

Cm.  Canst  thou  love  ? 

Bum,  Love !  is  there  such  a  word  in  any  Ian- 

Thit  carries  honest  sense  ? 

Ce».  Never  dwelt  ignorance  lA$id€, 

In  »  sweet-shaped  a  building ! — Love,  Bianca, 
1^  that  firm  knot  which  ties  two  hearts  in  one : 
i^btil  ours  be  tied  so  ? 

Bian,  Use  a  plainer  word, 
Mt  lord ;  instead  of  tietf  say  martiet  hearts  ; 
Then  1  may  understand. 

Ces.  Their  hearts  are  married, 
^ose  interchange  of  pleasures  and  embraces. 
Soft  kisses,  and  Uie  privacies  of  sweets, 
Keeps  constant  league  together ;  when  temptation 
Of  great  men's  oaths  and  gifts  shall  urge  contempt, 
utber  than  batter  resolution :  Novelty 
^  sights,  or  taste  of  new  delights  in  wantonness. 
Breeds  snrfeit  more  than  appetite  in  any 
K^^erred  to  noble  vows  :  My  excellent  maid, 
l^^e  thoQ  but  true  to  me,  and  my  contents. 
Mine  only,  that  no  partner  may  partake 
Tbe  treasure  of  those  sweets  tby  youth  yet  glories 
^<i  I  will  raise  thy  lovmess  to  abundance         [in, 
l^f  >il  varieties ;  and  more  triumph 
I&sBch  a  mistress,  than  great  princes  doting 
On  ^th-betraying  wives. 

^iott.  Thus  to  yield  up  then 
The  cottage  of  my  virtue,  to  be  swallow'd 
jij  some  hard-neigbbouring  landlord,  such  as  you 
I*  ia  effcqt  to  love  ?  A  lord  so  vicious  ?  [are, 

Oh^  where  shall  Innocence  find  some  poor  dwell- 
free  from  Temptation's  tyranhy  ?  [ing, 

r«.  Nay,  pr^y thee ! 

^iaji.  Gay  clothes,  high  feeding,  easy  beds  of 
lust, 
^nge  of  unseemly  sights,  with  base  discourse, 
Dj»w  cnrses  on  3rour  palaces :  For  my  part, 
ij»  1  will  be  confirm'd  in ;  I  will  eat 
]^e  bread  of  labour,  know  no  other  rest 
"^  what  is  earned  from  honest  pains,  ere  once 

more 
^^  ear  to  your  vile  toils !  Sir,  'would  you  were 
Y  noble  in  desires,  as  1  could  be 
Inlmowingvirtuel  Pray  do  not  afflict 
Apoorsonltiius. 


Enter  a  Gentlaman. 

Cei,  I  swear To  me  ?  [Bianca  gots  off. 

Gent.  The  duke,  my  lord,  demands  your  speedy 
presence. 
For  answering  aggrievances  late  urged 
Against  you  by  your  mother. 
Ces,  By  my  mother? 
Gent,  The  court  is  near  on  sitting. 
Cea,  I  wait  on  it,  sir.  iBxeunt. 


SCENE  li,— 'An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

DiTKB,  MogiBtrates,  Secretary,  and  Baptista  discovered 
sitting.  MKNTnrouB  standing  6y,  wiih  Attendants. 

Duke,  What  waste  of   blood,  what  tumtdts, 
what  divisions. 
What  outrages,  what  uproars  in  a  state. 
Factions,  though  issuing  from  mean  springs  at 

first. 
Have  (not  restrain'd)  flowed  to,  the  sad  example 
At  Rome,  between  the  Ursins  and  Colonnas, 
Nay,  here  at  home,  in  Florence,  'twixt  the  Neri 
And  the  Bianchi,  can  too  mainly  witness. 
I  sit  not  at  the  helm,  my  lords,  of  sovereignty, 
Deputed  pilot  for  the  commonwealth. 
To  sleep  whilst  others  steer,  as  their  wild  fancies 
Shall  counsel,  by  the  compass  of  disorders. 
Baptista,  this  short  preface  is  directed 
Chiefly  to  you  :  The  petty  brawls  and  quarrels 
Late  urged  betwixt  the  Alberti  and  your  family, 
Must  (yes  and  shall)  like  tender  unknit  joints. 
Fasten  again  together  of  themselves ; 
Or,  like  an  angry  surgeon,  we  will  use 
The  roughness  of  our  justice,  to  cut  off 
The  stubborn  rancour  of  the' limbs  offending ! 

Bapt.  Most  gracious  Florence 

Duke.  Our  command  was  signified. 
That  neither  of  the  followers  of  each  party 
Should  appear  here  with  weapons. 

Bapt.  'Tis  obey'd,  sir. 
On  my  side. 

Duke.  We  must  leave  the  general  cause 
Of  state  employments,  to  give  ear  to  brawls 
Of  some  particular  grudges  ;  politic  government 
For  tutor  d  princes !  But  no  more  !  henceforth 
Our  frown  shall  check  presumption,  not  our  cle- 
mency. 

Enter  Mariawa  and  Clakissa  at  one  Door,  Cksario  at 

the  other. 

Mar.  All  blessings  due  to  unpartial  princes 
Crown  Florence  with  eternity  of  happiness ! 

[Theff  kneel. 

Ces,  If  double  prayers  can  double  blessings, 
great  sir. 
Mine  join  for  your  prosperity  with  my  mother's. 

Duke.  Rise  both !     Now  briefly,  lady,  without 
circumstance, 
Deliver  those  aggrievances,  which  lately 
Your  importunity  possessed  our  counsel 
Were  fit  for  audience,  wherein  you  petition'd 
You  might  be  heard  without  an  advocate. 
Which  boon  you  find  is  granted. 

Mar.  Though  divided 
I  stand  between  the  laws  of  truth  and  modesty, 
Yet  let  my  griefs  have  vent  I  yet  the  clearness 
Of  strange  necessity  requires  obedience 
To  nature  and  your  mercy  I     In  my  weeds 
Of  mourning,  emblems  of  too  dear  misfortunes, 
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Badges  of  griefs,  and  widowhood,  the  burden 

Of  my  charged  soul  must  be  laid  down  before  you  ; 

Wherein*  if  strict  opinion  cancel  shame. 

My  frailty  is  my  plea. — Stand  forth,  young  man. 

And  hear  a  story  that  will  strike  all  reason 

Into  amazement ! 

Cea,  I  attend. 

Mar.  Alberto, 
(Peace  dwell  upon  his  ashes !  still  the  husband 
Of  my  remembrance  and  unchanging  vows) 
Has,  by  his  death,  left  to  his  heir  possession 
Of  fkir  revenue,  which  this  young  man  claims 
As  his  inheritance.     I  urged  him  gently. 
Friendly,  and  privately,  to  grant  a  partage 
Of  this  estate  to  her  who  owns  it  all. 
This  his  supposed  sister. 

Bapt.  How!  supposed? 

Ces,  Pray,  madam,  recollect  yourself. 

Mar,  The  relish 
Of  a  strange  truth  begins  to  work  like  physic 
Already :  I  have  bitterness  to  mingle 
With  ^ese  preparatives,  so  deadly  loathsome 
It  will  quite  choak  digestion ;  shortly  hear  it : 
Cesario,  (for  I  dare  not  rob  unjustly 
The  poor  soul  of  his  name)  this,  this  Cesario, 
Neither  for  father  had  Alberto,  roe 
For  mother,  nor  Clarissa  for  his  sister. 

Clar,  Mother,  oh,  mother ! 

Ment,  I  am  in  a  dream  sure ! 

Duke.  No  interruptions ! — Lady,  on. 

Mar.  Mistake  not. 
Great  Duke  of  Tuscany,  or  the  beginning 
Or  process  of  this  novelty :  My  husband, 
The  now  deceased  Alberto,  from  his  youth 
Inured  to  an  impatiency  and  roughness 
Of  disposition,  when  not  many  months 
After  our  marriage  were  worn  out,  repined 
At  the  unfruitful  barrenness  of  youth, 
Which,  as  he  pleased  to  term  it,  cut  our  hopes  off 
From  blessing  of  some  issue :  To  prevent  it, 
I  grew  ambitious  of  no  fairer  honour 
Than  to  preserve  his  love  ;  and  as  occasions 
Still  call'd  him  from  me,  studied  in  his  absence 
How  I  might  frame  his  welcome  home  with  comfort. 
At  last  I  feign'd  myself  with  child ;  the  message 
Of  freedom,  or  relief,  to  one  half  starved 
In  prison,  is  not  utterM  with  such  greediness 
Of  expectation  and  delight,  as  tins  was 
To  my  much-affected  lord :  His  care,  Ids  goodness 
(Pardon  me,  that  I  use  the  word)  exceeded 
All  former  fears.    The  hour  of  my  deliverance. 
As  I  pretended,  drawing  near,  I  fashioned 
My  birth  rites  at  a  country  garden  house. 
Where  then  my  falconer's  wife  was  brought  a-bed 
Of  this  Cesario :  Him  I  own'd  for  mine. 
Presented  him  unto  a  joyful  father 

Dfike.  Can  you  prove  this  true  ? 

Mar.  Proofs  I  have  most  evident. 
But  oh,  the  curse  of  my  impatience  I  shortly, 
Ere  three  new  moons  had  spent  their  borrow'd 

lighto, 
I  grew  with  child  indeed ;  so  just  is  Heaven  I 
The  issue  of  which  burden  was  this  daughter. 
Judge  now,  most  gracious  prince,  my  lords,  and 

you. 
What  combats  then,  and  since,  I  have  endured, 
Between  a  mother's  piety,  and  weakness 
Of  a  souU trembling  wife' 1  To  have  reveai'd 
This  secret  to  Alberto,  had  been  danger 
Of  ruin  to  my  fame,  besides  the  conflict 


Of  his  distractions ;  now  to  have  sappress'd  it. 

Were  to  defeat  my  child,  my  only  child. 

Of  her  most  lawful  honours,  and  inheritance*—- 

Cesario,  thou'rt  a  man  still;  education 

Hath  moulded  thee  a  gentleman ;  contiinie  so  ! 

Let  not  this  fall  from  greatness  sink  thee  lower 

Than  worthy  thoughts  may  warrant !  yet  disclaim. 

All  interest  in  All^rto's  blood ;  thou  haat  not 

One  drop  of  h!s  or  mine. 

Duke.  Produce  your  witness  I 

Mar.,  Tho  falconer's  wife  his  mother,  and  such 
women 
As  waited  then  upon  me,  sworn  to  die  piiTBcy 
Of  this  great  secret. 

Duke.  Give  them  all  their  oaths. 

Ceg.  Oh,  let  me  crave  fori)earanoe,  gractoos  air ! 
Vouchsafe  me  hearing ! 

Duke.  Speak,  Cesario. 

Ces.  Thus  long 
I  have  stood  silent,  and  with  no  unwiDingBess 
Attended  the  relation  of  my  fall 
From  a  fair  expectation :  What  I  fear'd 
(Since  the  first  syllable  this  lady  utter'd 
Of  my  not  being  hers)  benevolent  fatea 
Have  eased  me  of:  For  to  be  basely  bom. 
If  not  base-bom,  detracts  not  from  the  bounty 
Of  Nature's  freedom,  or  an  honest  birth. 
Nobility  claimed  by  the  right  of  blood 
Shews  chiefly,  that  our  ancestors  deaerred 
What  we  inherit ;  but  that  man  whose  ^^rtifflfis 
Purchase  a  real  merit  to  himself. 
And  ranks  him  in  the  file  of  Praise  and  Honour, 
Creates  his  own  advancement ;  Let  me  want 
The  fuel  which  best  feeds  the  fires  of  greatness. 
Lordly  possessions !  yet  shall  still  my  gnttitade. 
By  some  attempts,  of  mention  not  unworthy* 
Endeavour  to  return  a  fit  acquittance 
To  that  \MTge  debt  I  owe  your  fiivonrs,  madam. 
And  great  Alberto's  memory  and  goodnesa. 
Oh,  that  I  could  so  gently  shake  off  paaaion 
For  the  loss  of  that  great  brave  man,  aa  I  can 

shake  off 
Remembrance  of  what  once  I  was  reputed  ! 
I  have  not  much  to  say ;  this  princely  presence 
Needs  not  too  strictly  to  examine  fnrthuer 
The  truth  of  this  acknowledgment :  A  mother 
Dares  never  disavow  her  only  son ; 
And  any  woman  must  come  short  of  piety. 
That  can  or  disinherit  her  own  issue. 
Or  fears  the  voice  of  rumour  for  a  stranger.^-. 
Madam,  yon  have  confessed  my  fiither  was 
A  servant  to  your  lord  and  you :  By  interest 
Of  being  his  son,  I  cannot  but  claim  justly 
The  honour  of  continuing  still  my  service 
To  you  and  yours ;  which  granted,  I  beg  leanre 
I  may  for  this  time  be  dismiss'd. 

Duke.  Bold  spirit! 

Bapi.  I  love  thee  now  with  pity. 

Duke,  Go  not  yet  !-^ 
A  sudden  tempest  that  might  shake  a  rock, 
Yet  he  stands  firm  against  it ;  much  it  moves  ne  !^ 
He  not  Alberto's  son,  and  she  a  widow  ? 
And  she  a  widow  ?  Liords,  your  ear  I 

All,  Your  pleasure  ?  [ITAmimt 

Duke.  So,  lady;   what  yoa  have  svoach'd  u 

Mar.  Truth  only,  gracious  sir.  [truth  .^ 

Duke.  Hear  then  our  sentence : 
Since  from  his  cradle  you  have  fed  and  foster'd 
Cesario  as  your  son,  and  trained  him  up 
To  hopes  of  greatness,  which  now  in  a  moment 
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Yoa  utterly  again  have  min'd,  this  way 

We  with  our  connBel  are  resolved ;  you,  being 

A  widow,  shall  accept  him  for  a  husband. 

Mar.  Husband  to  me,  sir  ? 

Duke,  lis  in  us  to  raise  him 
To  honours ;  and  his  virtues  will  deserve  'em. 

Mar.  But,  sir,  'tis  in  no  prince,  nor  his  pre- 
rogative. 
To  (broe  a  woman's  choice  against  her  heart. 

Ihtke.  True;    if    then  you  appeal  to  higher 
justice. 
Oar  doom  includes  this  clause  upon  refusal : 
Oat  of  your  lord's  revenues  shall  Cesario 
Assure  to  aAy^.Whom  he  takes  for  wife. 
The  inherituice  of  three  parts ;  the  less  remainder 
Is  dowiy  large  enough  to  marry  a  daughter ; 
And  we,  by  our  prerocative,  which  you  question, 
Will  publicly  adopt  bim  into  the  name 
Of  your  deceased  Alberto,  that  the  memory 
Of  so  approved  a  peer  may  live  in  him 
That  can  preserve  his  memory :  'Less  you  find  out 
Some  other  means,  which  may  as  amply  satisfy 
His  wrong,  our  sentence  stands  irrevocable. — 
What  think  you,  lords  ? 

AB.  The  Duke  is  just  and  honourable. 

Bapt.  Let  me  embrace  Cesario !  henceforth  ever 
I  TOW  a  constant  friendship. 

Ment.  I  remit 
All  f&rmer  difference. 

Ce*.  I  am  too  poor 
In  words  to  thank  this  justice. — Madam,  always 
My  studies  shall  be  love  to  you,  and  duty. 

Duke.  Replies  we  admit  none.     Cesario,  wait 
onus  ! 
iEjeeutU  alt  but  Mmimvohm,  BAPnarrA,  Mariaka,  and 
Clabissa. 

Bapt.  Mentivolel 

Ment.  My  lord. 

Bapt.  Look  on  Clarissa ; 
She's  noble,  rich,  young,  fair. 

Ment.  My  lord,  and  virtuous. 

Bapt.  Mentivole,  and  virtuous. — Madam ! 

Mar.  Tyranny 
Of  JQstioe  I  I  shall  live  report's  derision 
That  am  compell'd  to  exchange  a  graceful  widow- 
For  t  continual  martyrdom  in  marriage,         [hood 
With  one  so  much  beneath  me. 

Bapt.  I'U  plead  for  ye 


Boldly  and  constantly,  let  your  daughter  only 
Admit  my  son  her  servant :  At  next  visit. 
Madam,  I'll  be  a  messenger  of  comfort — 
Mentivole,  be  confident  and  earnest !  {Exit. 

Mar.  Married  again  ?  to  him  too  ?  better  it  had 
been 
The  young  man  should  have  still  retain'd  the 
Of  old  Alberto's  son,  than  I  the  shame     [honours 
Of  making  him  successor  of  his  bed : 
I  was  to  blame. 

Ment,  Indeed,  without  offence. 
Madam,  I  think  you  were. 

Clar.  You  urge  it  fairly. 
And  like  a  worthy  friend. 

Mar,  Can  you  say  anything 
In  commendation  of  a  mushroom,  withered 
As  soon  as  started  up  ? 

Ment.  You  scorn  an  innocent 
Of  noble  growth ;  for  whilst  your  husband  lived 
I  have  heard  you  boast,  Cesario  in  all  actions 
Gave  matter  of  report,  of  imitation, 
Wonder,  and  envy  ;  let  not  discontinuanoe 
Of  some  few  days  estrange  a  sweet  opinion 
Of  virtue,  chiefly  when  in  such  extremity ! 
Your  pity,  not  contempt,  will  argue  goodness. 

Mar.  Oh,  sir! 

Clar.  If  you  would  use  a  thriring  courtship. 
You  cannot  utter  a  more  powerful  language, 
That  I  shall  listen  to  with  greater  greediness. 
Than  the  argument  you  prosecute:  This  speaks 
A  man  complete  and  excellent.  [you 

Ment.  I  speak  not ; 
They  are  his  own  deserts. 

Mar.  Good  sir,  forbear ! 
J  am  now  fully  sensible  of  running 
Into  a  violent  lethargy,  whose  deadliness 
Locks  up  all  reason ;  I  shall  neverhcefor^ 
Remember  my  past  happiness  ! 

Ment,  These  clouds 
May  be  dispersed. 

Mar.  I  fear  continual  night 
Will  overshroud  me  !  Yet,  poor  youth,  his  trespass 
Lies  in  his  fortune,  not  the  cruelty 
Of  the  duke*s  sentence. 

Clar.  I  dare  think  it  does. 

Mar.  If  all  fkil,  1  will  learn  then  to  conquer 
Adversity  with  sufferance. 

Ment.  You  resolve  nobly.  lExeunt. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENB  I. — A  Room  in  Albbkto's  House. 

Enter  C«&aiuo  and  a  Servant. 

C«f .  Let  any  friend  have  entrance. 

Serv.  Sir,  he  shall. 

Ces.  Any,  I  except  none. 

Serv.  We  know  your  mind,  sir.  ISxit. 

Cet.  Pleasures  admit  no  bounds.     I  am  pitch'd 
iohigh. 
To  such  a  growth  of  full  prosperities. 
That  to  conceal  my  fortunes  were  an  injury 
To  gratefulness,  and  those  more  liberal  favours 
By  whom  my  glories  prosper.     He  that  flows 
la  gracious  and  swoln  tides  of  best  abundance. 
Yet  will  be  ignorant  of  his  own  fortunes, 
I^^Mrves  to  live  contemn*d,  and  die  forgotten : 

▼Ot.  II. 


The  harvest  of  my  hopes  is  now  already 
Ripen'd  and  gather'd ;  I  can  fatten  youth 
With  choice  of  plenty,  and  supplies  of  comforts ; 
My  fate  springs  in  my  own  hand,  and  I'll  use  it. 

Enter  two  Servants  and  Bianca. 

1  Serv,  'Tis  my  place. 

2  Serv.  Yours  ? — Here,  fair  one  ;  I'll  acquaint 
My  lord. 

1  Serv.  He's  here ;  go  to  him  boldly. 

2  Serv.  Please  you 

To  let  him  understand  how  readily 
I  waited  on  your  errand ! 

1  Serv.  Saucy  fellow ! — 
You  must  excuse  his  breeding. 

Cet.  What's  the  matter  ?— 
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Biaaca  ?  my  Bianca  ?— To  your  offices ! — 

lExeunt  Servanto. 

This  visit,  sweet,  from  thee,  my  pretty  dear, 
By  how  much  more  'twas  unexpected,  comes 
So  much  the   more  timely  :   Witness  this  free 

welcome, 
Whatever  occasion  led  thee  ! 

Bian.  You  may  guess,  sir  ; 
Yet  indeed  'tis  a  rare  one. 

Ces.  Pr'ythee  speak  it, 
My  honest  virtuous  maid. 

Bian.  Sir,  I  have  heard 
Of  your  misfortunes  ;  and  I  cannot  tell  you 
Whether  I  have  more  cause  of  joy  or  sadness. 
To  know  they  are  a  truth. 

Cet.  What  truth,  Bianca  ? 
Misfortunes  ?  how  ?  wherein  ? 

Bian,  You  are  disclaimM 
For  being  the  Lord  Alberto's  son,  and  publicly 
Acknowledged  of  as  mean  a  birth  as  mine  is : 
It  cannot  c^use  but  grieve  you. 

Ces.  XSrieve  me  ?  Ha,  ho,  ha,  ha ! 
Is  this  all  ? 

Bian.  This  all  ? 

Cee.  Thou  art  sorry  for't, 
I  warrant  thee  :  Alas,  good  soul,  Bianca ! 
That  which  thou  call'st  misfortune  is  my  happiness ! 
My  hi^piness,  Bianca  I 

Bian.  If  you  love  me, 
It  may  prove  mine  too. 

Ces.  May  it  ?  I  will  love  thee. 
My  good,  good  maid,  if  ihat  can  make  thee  happy. 
Better  and  better  love  thee. 

Bian.  Without  breach  then 
Of  modesty,  I  oome  to  claim  the  interest 
Your  protestations,  both  by  vows  and  letters. 
Have  made  me  owner  of  :  From  the  first  hour 
I  saw  you,  I  confess  I  wish'd  I  had  been 
Or  not  so  much  below  your  rank  and  greatness, 
Or  not  so  much  above  those  humble  flames 
That  should  have  warmed  my  bosom  with  a  tern- 
Equality  of  desires  in  equal  fortunes.  [perate 
Still  as  you  uttered  language  of  affection, 
I  courted  Time  to  pass  more  slowly  on, 
That  I  might  turn  more  fool  to  lend  attention 
To  what  I  durst  not  credit,  nor  yet  hope  for ; 
Yet  still  as  more  I  heard,  I  wish'd  to  hear  more. 

Ces.  Didst  thou  in  troth,  wench  ? 

Plan.  Willingly  betray'd 
Myself  to  hopeless  bondage' 

Ces.  A  good  girl ! 
I  thought  I  should  not  miss,  whatever  thy  answer 

Bian.  But  as  I  a  am  maid,  sir,  (and  i'faith  [was. 
You  may  believe  me,  for  I  am  a  maid) 
So  dearly  I  respected  both  your  fame 
And  quality,  that  I  would  first  have  perish'd 
In  my  sick  thoughts,  than  e'er  have  given  consent 
To  have  undone  your  fortunes,  by  inviting 
A  marriage  with  so  mean  a  one  as  I  am  : 
I  should  have  died  sure,  and  no  creature  known 
The  sickness  that  had  kill'd  me. 

Ces.  Pretty  heart ! 
Good  soul,  alas,  alas ! 

Bian.  Now  since  I  know 
There  is  no  difference  'twizt  your  birtii  and  mine, 
Not  much  'twixt  our  estates,  (if  any  be, 
The  advantage  is  on  my  side)  I  come  willingly 
To  tender  you  the  lAvt-fruits  of  my  heart. 
And  am  content  to  accept  you  for  my  husband^ 
Now  when  you  are  at  lowest* 


Ces.  For  a  husband  P 
Speak  sadly ;  dost  thou  mean  so  ? 

Bian.  In  good  deed,  sir, 
'Tis  pure  love  makes  thia  proffer. 

Ces.  I  believe  thee. 
What  counsel  urged  thee  on  ?  tell  me  ;  thy  fadier  ? 
My  worshipful  smug  Host  ?  Was't  not  he,  wench  ? 
Or  mother  Hostess  ?  ha  ? 

Bian.  Do  you  mock  my  parentage  ? 
I  do  not  scorn  yours  :  Mean  folks  are  as  worthy 
To  be  well  spoken  of,  if  they  deserve  well. 
As  some  whose  only  fame  lies  in  their  blood. 
Oh,  you're  a  proud  poor  man !  all  your  oaths  false- 
hood, 
Your  vows  deceit,  your  letters  forged  and  wicked ! 

Ces.  Thou'dst  he  my  wife,  I  dare  swear. 

Bian.  Had  your  heart, 
Your  hand  and  tongue  been  twins,  you  had  reputed 
This  courtesy  a  benefit. 

Ces.  Simplicity, 
How  prettily  thou  mov'st  me !    Why,  Bianca, 
Report  has  oozen'd  thee  ;  I  am  not  fallen 
From  my  expected  honours  or  possessions^ 
Though  from  the  hope  of  birth-right. 

Bian,  Are  you  not  ? 
Then  I  am  lost  again  !  I  have  a  suit  too  ; 
You'll  grant  it,  if  you  be  a  good  man. 

Ces,  Any  thing. 

Bian.  Pray  do  not  talk  of  aught  what  1  ha\e 
said  to  you. 

Ces,  As  I  wish  health,  I  will  not ! 

Bian,  Pity  me;  isautoeeps. 

But  never  love  me  more ! 

Ces.  Nay,  now  you  are  cruel : 
Why  all  these  tears  ? — ^Thou  shalt  not  go. 

Bian.  I'll  pray  for  you, 
That  you  may  have  a  virtuous  wife,  a  fair  one ; 
And  when  I  am  dead j 

Ces.  Fy,  fy  I  , 

Bian.  Think  on  me  sometimes^ 
With  mercy  for  this  trespass  ! 

Ces.  Let  us  kiss  | 

At  parting  as  at  coming ! 

Bian.  This  I  have 
As  a  free  dower  to  a  viigin's  grave*' 
All  goodness  dwell  with  yon  I 

Ces.  Harmless  Biaaca  * 
Unskill'd !  what  handsome  toys  are  maids  to  plav 
with!  ' 

How  innocent ! — But  I  have  other  thoughts 
Of  nobler  meditation. — 

Enter  Mariaka  and  Claksssa, 

My  feUcity, 
Thou  com'st  as  I  could  wish :  Lend  me  a  lip 
As  soft,  as  melting,  as  when  old  Alberto, 
After  his  first  night's  trial,  taking  farewell 
Of  thy  youth's  conquest,  tasted  I 

Mar.  You  are  uncivil ! 

Ces,  I  will  be  lord  of  my  o?m  pleasures,  madam : 
You  are  mine,  mine  freely  :  Come,  no  whimpering 

henceforth  I 
New-con  the  lessons  of  Love's  beat  experience. 
That  our  delights  may  meet  in  equal  measure 
Of  resolutions  and  desires  !  this  suUenaess 
Is  scurvy  ;  I  like  it  not. 

Mar,  Be  modest ; 
And  do  not  learn,  Cesario,  how  to  prostitute 
The  riot  of  thy  hopes  to  common  foUy. 
Take  a  sad  woman's  word  1  howe'er  thou  dot'st 
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Upon  the  present  graces  of  thy  greatnesSt 
Yet  I  am  not  fallen  so  below  my  constancy 
To  virtue,  nor  the  care  which  I  once  tendered 
For  thj  behoof,  that  I  prefer  a  sentence 
Of  cruelty  before  my  honour. 

C^*.  Honour? 

Afar,  Hear  me :  Thou  seest  this  girl,  now  the 
comfort 
Of  my  last  days  !  she  is  the  only  pledge 
Of  a  bed  truly  noble  :  She  had  a  father 
(I  need  not  speak  him  more  than  thou  remem- 
Wbom  to  dishonour  by  a  meaner  choice    [ber*st) 
Were  injury  and  infamy. 

Clar.  To  goodness. 
To  time,  and  virtuous  mention. 

Afar.  I  hare  vowed, 
(Observe  me  now,  Cesario  !)  that  howe'er 
I  may  be  forced  to  marry,  yet  no  tyranny. 
Persuasions,  flattery,  gifts,  intreats,  or  tortures. 
Shall  draw  me  to  a  second  bed. 

Clar.  'Tb  just  too. 

Afar,  Yes,  and  'tis  just,  Clarissa. — I  allow 
Tlie  duke's  late  sentence,  am  resolved,  yoang  man, 
To  be  thy  wife ;  but  when  the  ceremony 
Of  marriage  is  performed,  in  life  1  will  be, 
Though  not  in  name,  a  widow. 

Ces.  Pray  a  word  to  you ! 
Shall  1  in  earnest  never  be  your  bedfellow  ? 

Afar.  Never,  oh,  never  !  and  'tis  for  your  good 

Ces.  Prove  that.  [too. 

Afar,  Alas,  too  many  years  are  number'd 
In  my  account  to  entertain  the  benefit 
Which  youth  in  thee,  Cesario,  and  ability, 
Might  hope  for  and  require :  It  were  injustice 
To  rob  a  gentleman  deserving  memory, 
Of  issue  to  preserve  it. 

Ces.  No  more  !  Herein 
You  are  an  excellent  pattern  of  true  piety. 
Let  me  now  turn  your  advocate.     Pray  look  into 
The  order  of  the  duke  enjoined ;  admit 
I  satisfy  the  sentence,  without  marriage 
With  you  ?  how  then? 

Afar.  Cesario ! 

Cet.  If  I  know 
How  to  acquit  your  fears,  yet  keep  th*  injunction 
In  every  clause  whole  and  entire,  your  charity 
Will  call  me  still  your  servant  ? 

Afar.  Still  my  son. 

Ces.  Right,  inadam,  now  you  have  it,  still  your 
The  genius  of  your  blessings  hath  instructed  [son : 
Year  tongue  oraculously :  We  will  forget 
How  once  I  and  Clarissa  interchanged 
The  ties  of  brother  and  of  sister !  henceforth 
New-style  us  man  and  wife. 

Clar.  By  what  authority  ? 

Ces.  Heaven's  great  appointment.     Yet,  in  all 
my  dotage 
On  thy  perfections,  when  I  thought,  Clarissa, 
We  had  been  pledges  of  one  womb,  no  loose, 
No  wanton  heat  of  youth  desired  to  claim 
Priority  in  thy  affections,  other 
Than  Nature  might  commend :  chastely  I  tender'd 
Thy  welfare  as  a  brother  ought :  But  since 
Cor  bloods  are  strangers,  let  our  hearts  contract 
A  long  life- lasting  unity !  for  this  way 
The  Boitence  is  to  be  observed,  or  no  way. 

Afar.  Then  no  way  ! 

Ce9.  I  expected  other  answer, 
Madam,  from  you. 

Mar»  No ;  every  age  shall  curse  me, 


The  monster  and  the  prodigy  of  Naturt ! 
Horrors  beyond  extremity 

Clar,  Pray,  mother, 
Confine  the  violence  of  grief ! 

Ces,  Yes,  mother. 
Pray  do! 

Mar.  Thus  some  catch  at  a  matron's  honour 
By  flying  lust,  to  plot  incestuous  witchcrafts, 
More  terrible  than  whoredoms :  Cruel  mercy ! 
When,  to  preserve  the  body  from  a  death, 
The  soul  is  strangled ! 

Ces,  This  is  more  than  passion ; 
It  comes  near  to  distraction. 

Mar,  I  am  quieted. 
Cesario,  thou  mayst  tell  the  duke  securely, 
Alberto's  titles,  honours,  and  revenues. 
The  duke  may  give  away ;  enjoy  them  thou  ! 
Clarissa's  birth-right,  Mariana's  dower, 
Thou  shalt  be  lord  of ;  turn  us  to  the  world 
Unpitied  and  unfriended ;  yet  my  bed 
Thou  never  sleep'st  in.  As  for  her,  (she  hears  me) 
If  she  as  much  as  in  a  thought  consent, 
That  thou  mayst  call  her  wife,  a  mother's  curse 
Shall  never  leave  her. 

Clar.  As  a  brother  once 
I  loved  you,  as  a  noble  friend  yet  honour  you  ; 
But  for  a  husband,  sir,  I  dare  not  own  you  : 
My  faith  is  given  already. 

Ces.  To  a  villain  ; 
I'll  cut  his  throat. 

JIfar.  **  Why  this  is  more  than  passion ; 
It  comes  near  a  distraction." 

Clar.  Call  to  mind,  sir, 
How  much  you  have  abated  of  that  goodness 
Which  once  reign'd  in  you,  which  appear'd  so 

lovely, 
That  such  as  friendship  led  to  observation, 
Courted  the  great  example ! 

Ces.  Left,  and  flatter'd 
Into  a  broad  derision ! 

JIfar.  Why  d'ye  think  so — 

Enter  Baptista  and  MsimvouB. 

My  lord  Baptista,  is  your  son  grown  cold 
In  hasting  on  the  marriage,  which  his  vows 
Have  seal'd  to  my  wrong'd  daughter? 

Bapt.  We  come,  lady. 
To  consummate  the  contract. 

Ces.  With  Mentivole  I 
Is  he  the  man  t 

Ment.  Clarissa's  troth  and  mine, 
Cesario,  are  recorded  in  a  character 
So  plain  and  certain,  that  except  the  hand 
Of  Heaven,  which  writ  it  first,  would  blot  it  out 

again, 
No  human  power  can  raze  it. 

Ces.  But  say  you 
So  too,  young  lady  ! 

Clar.  I  should  else  betray 
My  heart  to  falsehood,  and  my  tongue  to  perjury. 

Ces.  Madam,  you  know  the  sentence. 

Bapt.  From  the  duke 
I  have  particular  comforts,  which  require 
A  private  ear. 

Mar.  I  shall  approve  it  gladly. — 
We  are  resolved,  Cesario. 

Bapt.  Be  not  insolent 
Upon  a  prince's  favour  I 

Clar.  Lose  no  glory. 
Your  younger  years  have  purchased ! 
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ACT  IT. 


Ment,  And  deserved  too ; 
You  have  many  worthy  friendt. 

Bapt.  Preserve  and  use  them ! 

lExeunt  all  but  CcsAiua 

Cea,  Goody  very  good !  why,  here's  a  compli- 
Of  mirth  in  desperation  !  I  could  curse         [ment 
My  fate  t  Oh,  with  what  speed  men  tumhle  down 
From  hopes  tiiat  soar  too  high  I  Bianca  now 
May  scorn  me  justly  too  ;  Clarissa  married, 
Alberto^s  widow  resolute,  Bianca 
Refused,  and  I  forsaken.    Let  me  study  ! — 
I  can  but  die  a  bachelor,  that's  the  worst  on't. 

IBxU, 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  the  Inn, 

Enter  Host,  Ti^r,  Muleteer,  Danoer,  Pedant,  Cozoomb. 

Ho$U  Come,  gentlemen ;  this  is  the  day  that 
our  great  artist  hath  promised  to  give  all  your 
several  suits  satisfaction. 

Dancer,  Is  he  stirring  ? 

Ho8t.  He  hath  been  at  his  book  these  two  hours. 

Pedant,  He's  a  rare  physician. 

Host,  Why,  1*11  tell  you ;  were  Paracelsus  the 
German  now  living,  he'd  take  up  his  single  rapier 
against  his  terrible  long  sword :  He  makes  it  a 
matter  of  nothing  to  cure  the  gout ;  sore  eyes  he 
takes  out  as  fiuniliarly,  washes  them,  and  puts 
them  in  again,  as  you*d  blanch  almonds. 

Tailor,  They  say  he  can  make  gold. 

Hoet.  Ay,  ay,  he  learnt  it  of  Kelly  in  Grermany. 
There's  not  a  chemist  in  Christendom  can  go 
beyond  him  for  multiplying. 

Pedant,  Take  heed  then  he  go  not  up  your 
daughter's  belly,  my  host  t 

Host,  You  are  a  merry  gentleman,  and  the  man 
of  art  will  love  you  the  better. 

Dancer.  Does  he  love  mirth  and  crotchets  ? 

Host,  Oh,  he's  the  most  courteous  physician  ! 
you  may  drink  or  drab  in's  company  ^eely ;  the 
better  he  knows  how  your  disease  grows,  the  better 
he  knows  how  to  cure  it. 

Dancer,  But  I  wonder,  my  Host,  he  has  no 
more  resort  of  ladies  to  him. 

Hott,  Why,  sir? 

Dancer,  Oh,  divers  of  'em  have  great  belief  in 
conjurors  :  Lechery  is  a  great  help  to  the  quality. 

Hott.  He's  scarce  known  to  be  in  town  yet ; 
ere  long  we  shall  have  'em  come  hurrying  hither 
in  feather-beds. 

Dancer.  How  !  bed-ridden? 

Host.  No,  sir  ;  in  feather-beds  that  move  upon 
four  wheels,  in  Spanish  caroches. 

Pedant,  Pray  acquaint  him  we  give  attendance. 

Host.  I  shaU,  gentlemen. — I  would  fain  be  rid 
of  these  rascals,  but  that  they  raise  profit  to  my 
wine-cellar.  When  I  have  made  use  of  them  suf- 
ficiently, I'll  entreat  the  conjuror  to  tie  crackers  to 
their  tails,  and  send  them  packing. 

Enter  FoaoBoeoo  <u  studying. 

For,  Come  hither,  mine  Host  1     Look  here. 

Host,  What's  that? 

For,  A  challenge  from  my  man. 

Host.  For  breaking's  pate  ? 

For,  He  writes  here,  if  I  meet  him  not  i'  th' 
field  within  this  half-hour,  I  shall  hear  more  from 
him. 

Host,  Oh,  sir,  mind  your  profit ;  ne'er  think  of 
the  rascal ;  Here  are  the  gentlemen. 


For,  'Morrow,  my  worthy  clients !  what,  are  yoa 
all  prepared  of  your  questions,  that  I  may  give  mj 
resolution  upon  them  ? 

All,  We  are,  sir. 

Pedant.  And  have  brought  our  money. 

For,  Each  then  in  order !  and  difo  not  for 
precedency. 

Dancer,  I  am  buying  of  an  office,  air,  and  to 
that  purpose  I  would  fun  learn  to  dissemble  coa- 

ninffly. 

For,  Do  you  come  to  me  for  tiiat  ?  yon  shotU 
rather  have  gone  to  a  cunning  woman. 

Dancer,  Ay,  sir,  but  their  instructions  are  bit 
like  women ;  pretty  well,  but  not  to  the  depdi,  is 
I'd  have  it :  You  are  a  conjuror,  the  devil's  masttr, 
and  I  would  learn  it  from  you  so  exactly 

For,  That  the  devil  himself  might  not  go  beyoad 
you? 

Dancer,  You  are  i'  th'  right,  sir. 

For,  And  so  your  money  for  your  purcbsse 
might  come  in  again  within  a  twdvemonth  ? 

Danoer.  I  would  be  a  graduate,  sir,  no  £resk> 
man. 

For,  Here's  my  hand,  sir :  I  vrill  make  you  dis- 
semble so  methodically,  as  if  the  devil  sboold  be 
sent  from  the  Great  Turk,  in  the  shape  of  in 
ambassador,  to  set  aU  the  Christian  piinoes  at 
variance. 

Dancer,  I  cannot  with  any  modesty  dears  say 
more.    There's  your  money,  sir  I 

For,  For  the  art  of  dissembling.  iWrita. 

Coso.  My  suit,  sir,  will  be  news  to  you  whea  1 
tell  it. 

For.  Pray,  on  ! 

Coxo,  1  would  set  up  a  press  hete  in  Italy,  to 
write  all  the  corantoes  for  Christendom. 

For,  That's  news  indeed ;  and  how  would  jov 
employ  me  in't  ? 

Coxo.  Marry,  sir,  from  you  I  would  gain  ny 
intelligence. 

For.  I  conceive  you  :  You  would  have  me  fsr> 
nish  you  with  a  spirit  to  inform  you. 

Coxc.  But  as  quiet  a  devil  as  the  woman  tk 
first  day  and  a  half  after  she's  married  ;  I  cao  bf 
no  means  endure  a  terrible  one. 

For.  No,  no,  I'll  qualify  him  :  he  shall  not 
fright  you:  It  shall  be  the  ghost  of  some  hiag 
stationer,  a  spirit  shall  look  as  if  butter  would  not 
melt  in  his  mouth;  a  new  Mercurius  G^lh- 
Belgicus  I 

Cojec.  Oh,  there  was  a  captain  was  rare  at  it 

For.  Ne'er  think  of  him.  Thou^  that  captiii 
writ  a  fuU  hand-gallop,  and  wasted  indeed  inore 
harmless  paper  than  ever  did  laxative  physic,  jet 
will  I  make  you  to  out-scribble  }um  ;  and  set 
down  what  you  please,  the  world  shaU  belter 
believe  you. 

Cojfc.  Worthy  sir,  I  thank  you  1  there's  mooej! 

For,  A  new  office  for  irriting  pragmstwal 
corantoes.  [WrOa^ 

Pedant,  I  am  a  schoolmaster,  sir,  and  would 
fain  confer  with  you  about  erecting  four  new  secti 
of  religion  at  Amsterdam. 

For.  What  the  devil  should  new  sects  of  religion 
do  there  ? 

Pedant,  I  assure  you  I  would  get  a  great  deal 
of  money  by  it. 

For.  And  what  are  the  four  new  sects  of  rotigiao 
you  would  plant  there  ? 

Pedant.  Why,  that's  it  I  come  about,  sir;  'tk 
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A  deril  of  jovr  raising  most  invent  'em ;  I  confess 
I  am  too  weak  to  compass  it. 

I^'or.  So  sir !  Then  yon  make  it  a  matter  of  no 
difficulty  to  have  them  tolerated  ? 

Redant,  Trouble  not  yourself  for  that ;  let  but 
your  devil  set  them  a-foot  once,  I  have  weavers, 
and  gingerbread-makers,  and  mighty  aquavit«e-men, 
shall  set  them  a-going. 

P<tr,  This  is  somewhat  difficult;  and  will  ask 
some  conference  with  the  devil. 

Pedant,  Take  your  own  leisure,  sir.  I  have 
another  business  too,  because  I  mean  to  leave 
Italy,  and  bury  myself  in  those  nether  parts  of  the 
Low- Countries. 

For,  What's  that,  sir? 

Pedant.  Marry,  I  would  fain  make  nine  days  to 
the  week,  for  the  more  ample  benefit  of  the  captain. 

/"or.  You  have  a  shrewd  pate,  sir  ! 

Pedant,  But  how  this  might  be  compaas'd 

For,  Compass'd  easily ;  it  is  but  making  a  new 
almanack,  and  dividing  the  compass  of  the  year 
into  larger  penny-worths,  as  a  chandler  with  his 
compass  makes  a  geometric  proportion  of  the 
Holland  cheese  he  retails  by  stivers.  But,  for 
getting  of  it  licensed  ? 

Pedant,  Trouble  not  yourself  with  that,  sir ; 
there's  your  money. 

For,  For  four  new  sects  of  religions,  and  nine 
days  to  the  week.  [  Writes. 

Pedant,  To  be  brought  in  at  general  pay-days, 
write,  I  beseech  you. 

For,  At  general  pay-days. 

Tailor,  I  am  by  profession  a  tailor ;  yon  have 
heard  of  me. 

For,  Yes,  sir,  and  will  not  steal  from  you  the 
least  part  of  that  conunendation  I  have  heard 
uttered. 

Tailor.  I  take  measure  of  your  worth,  sir  ;  and 
because  I  wUl  not  afflict  you  with  any  large  bill 
of  circumstances,  I'll  snip  off  particulars  :  I  would 
fain  invent  some  strange  and  exquisite  new  fashions. 

For.  Are  you  not  traveU'd,  sir  ? 

Tailor.  Yea,  sir,  but  have  observed  all  we  can 
see,  or  invent,  are  but  old  ones  with  new  names 
to  'em ;  now  I  would  some  way  or  other  grow 

m 

more  cunons. 

For,  Let  me  see ;  to  devise  new  fashions ! — 
Were  you  never  in  1^  moon  ? 

TaUor,  In  the  Moon  tavern  ?    Yes,  sir,  often. 

For,  No,  I  do  mean  in  the  new  world,  in  the 
werid  that's  in  the  moon  yonder. 


th' 


moon 


for 


Tailor.  How  1    A  new  world  i 

For,  Yes,  I  assure  you. 

Tailor,  And  peopled  ? 

For.  Oh,  most  fkntastically  peopled. 

Tailor.   Nay,  certain  then    there's  work 
tailors  i 

For,  That  there  is,  I  assure  you. 

TaUoT,  Yet  I  have  talked  with  a  Scotch  tailor 
that  never  discovered  so  much  to  me,  though  he 
has  taavelled  far,  and  was  a  pedlar  in  Poland. 

For.  That  was  out  of  his  way ;  this  lies  beyond 
China.  You'd  study  new  fashions,  you  say  ?  Take 
my  eounsel,  make  a  voyage,  and  discover  that  new 
vroiid. 

Tailor.  Shall  I  be  a  moon-man  ? 

For.  I  am  of  opinion,  the  people  of  that  world, 
if  they  be  like  the  nstture  of  that  climate  they  live 
in,  do  vary  the  fashion  of  their  clothes  oftener  than 
any  quick -silver 'd  nation  in  Europe. 


Tailor.  Not  unlikely  ;  but  what  should  that  be 
we  call  the  man  in  the  moon,  then  ? 

For.  Why,  it  is  nothing  but  an  Englishman  that 
stands  there  stark  naked,  with  a  pair  of  sheers  in 
one  hand,  and  a  great  bundle  of  broad-doth  in 
t'other,  (which  resembles  the  bush  of  thorns)  cut- 
ting out  of  new  fashions. 

Tailor.  I  have  heard  somewhat  like  this ;  but 
how  shall  I  get  thither  ? 

For.  I'll  make  a  new  compass  shall  direct  yon. 

Tailor.  Certain? 

For.  Count  me  else  for  no  man  of  direction. 

Tailor.  There's  twenty  ducats  in  hand ;  at  my 
return  I'll  give  you  a  hundred. 

For,  A  new  voyage  to  discover  new  fashions. 

IWriUt. 

Mulet.  I  have  been  a  traveller  too,  sir,  that 
have  shew'd  strange  beasts  in  Christendom,  and 
got  money  by  them,  but  I  find  the  trade  to  decay ; 
your  camelion,  or  East-Indian  hedgehog,  gets  very 
little  money ;  and  your  elephant  devours,  so  much 
bread,  brings  in  so  little  profit,  his  keeper  were 
better  every  morning  cram  fifteen  tailors  with 
white  manchet :  I  would  have  some  new  spectacle, 
and  one  that  might  be  more  attractive. 

For.  Let  me  see  I  Were  you  ever  in  Spain  ? 

Mulet.  Not  yet,  sir. 

For.  I  would  have  you  go  to  Madrill ;  and 
against  some  great  festival,  when  the  court  lies 
there,  provide  a  great  and  spacious  English  ox, 
and  roast  him  whole,  with  a  pudding  in's  belly ; 
that  would  be  the  eighth  wonder  of  the  world  in 
those  parts,  I  assure  you. 

Mulet,  A  rare  project  without  question  ! 

For,  Go  beyond  all  their  garUck  oUa  podridas, 
though  you  sod  one  in  Gaigantua's  cauldron ! 
Bring  in  more  money  than  aU  the  monsters  of 
Afnc! 

Host.  Good  sir,  do  your  best  for  him ;  he's  o' 
my  acquaintance,  and  one,  if  you  knew  him 

For.  What  is  he? 

Host,  He  was  once  a  man  of  infinite  letters. 

For,  A  scholar  ? 

Host,  No,  sir,  a  packet-carrier,  which  is  always 
a  man  of  many  letters,  you  know;  then  he  was 
a  mule-driver ;  now  he's  a  gentleman,  and  feeds 
monsters. 

For,  A  most  ungrateful  calling ! 

Mulet.  Theresa  money  for  your  direction  !  The 
price  of  the  ox,  sir  ? 

For.  A  hundred  French  crowns,  for  it  must  be 
a  Lincolnshire  ox,  and  a  prime  one. — For  a  rare 
and  monstrous  spectacle,  to  be  seen  at  Madrill. 

IWHtes, 
Enter  Clown,  HostesB,  and  Bianca. 

Hostess.  Pray  forbear,  sir !  We  shall  have  a 
new  quarreL 

Clown,  Yon  durst  not  meet  me  i'  th'  field !  I 
am  therefore  come  to  spoil  your  market. 

For.  What's  the  news  with  you,  sir  ? 

Clown.  Gentlemen,  you  that  come  hither  to  be 
most  abominably  cheated,  listen,  and  be  as  wise  as 
your  planet  wUl  suffer  you :  Keep  your  money,  be 
not  gulled,  be  not  laughed  at ! 

Pedant,  What  means  this  ?  'would  I  had  my 
money  again  in  my  pocket ! 

Host,  The  fellow  is  full  of  malice  ;  do  not  mind 
him. 

Clown,  This  professed  cheating  rogue  was  my 
master,  and  I  coxifess  myself  a  more  pretemotorious 
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rogue  than  himself,  in  so  long  keeping  hb  ?illain- 
ous  counsel. 

For,  Come,  come,  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Clown.  No,  cozener,  though  thou  wouldest  not 
hear  me;  I  do  but  dare  thee  to  suffer  me  to  speak, 
and  then  thou  and  all  thy  devils  spit  fire,  and  spout 
aquafortis ! 

For^  Speak  on ;  I  freely  permit  thee. 

Clown,  Why  then,  know,  all  you  simple  ani- 
mals, you  whese  purses  are  ready  to  cast  the  calf, 
if  they  have  not  cast  it  already,  if  you  give  any 
credit  to  this  juggling  rascal,  vou  are  worse  than 
simple  widgeons,  and  will  be  drawn  into  the  net 
by  this  decoy-duck,  this  tame  cheater. 

For,  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  Pray  mark  him  ! 

Chum,  He  does  profess  physic,  and  conjuring  ; 
for  his  physic,  he  has  but  two  medicines  for  all 
manner  of  diseases ;  when  he  was  in  the  Low 
Countries,  he  used  nothing  but  butter'd  beer, 
coloured  with  Alligant,  for  all  kinds  of  maladies, 
and  that  he  called  his  catholic  medicine :  Sure  the 
Dutch  smelt  out  it  was  buttered  beer,  else  they 
would  never  have  endured  it,  for  the  name's  sake ! 
Then  does  he  minister  a  grated  dog's  turd  instead 
of  rhubarb,  many  times  of  unicorn's  horn,  which, 
working  strongly  with  the  conceit  of  the  patient, 
would  make  them  bescummer  to  the  height  of  a 
mighty  purgation. 

For.  The  rogue  has  studied  this  invective. 

Clown.  Now  for  his  conjuring,  the  witches  of 
Lapland  are  the  devil's  chairwomen  to  him,  for  they 
wiU  sell  a  man  a  wind  to  some  purpose ;  he  sells 
wind,  and  tells  you  forty  lies  over  and  over. 

Hottest.  I  thought  what  we  should  find  of  him. 

Host.  Hold  your  prating ;  be  not  you  an  heretic ! 

Clown,  Conjure  ?  I'll  tell  you  ;  all  the  devils' 
names  he  calls  upon  are  but  fustian  names,  gather'd 
out  of  Welsh  heraldry  ;  in  brief,  he  is  a  rogue  of 
six  reprieves,  four  pardons  of  course,  thrice  pil- 
loried, twice  sung  LacrynuB  to  the  virginals  of  a 
cart's  tail,  he  has  five  times  been  in  the  gallies,  and 
will  never  truly  run  himself  out  of  breath  till  he 
oomes  to  the  gallows. 

For.  You  have  heard,  worthy  gentlemen,  what 
this  lying,  detracting  rascal  has  vomited. 

Tailor.  Yes,  certain ;  but  we  have  a  better  trust 
in  you ;  for  you  have  ta'en  our  money. 

For,  I  have  so.  Truth  is,  he  was  my  servant, 
and  for  some  chastisement  I  gave  him,  he  does 
practise  thus  upon  me.  Speak  truly,  sirrah,  are 
you  certain  I  cannot  conjure  ? 

Clown.  Conjure  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

For.  Nay,  nay,  but  be  very  sure  of  it. 

Clown.  Sure  of  it?  why,  I'll  make  a  bargain 
with  thee,  before  all  these  gentlemen,  use  all  thy 
art,  all  thy  roguery,  and  make  me  do  anything  be- 
fore all  this  company  I  have  not  a  mind  to,  Til 
first  give  thee  leave  to  claim  me  for  thy  bond-slave, 
and,  when  thou  hast  done,  hang  me  ! 

For.  'Tis  a  match  ;  sirrah,  I'll  make  you  caper 
i'  th'  air  presently. 

Clown.  I  have  too  solid  a  body ;  and  my  belief 
is  like  a  puritan's  on  Good-Friday,  too  high  fed 
with  capon. 

For,  I  will  first  send  thee  to  Greenland  for  a 
haunch  of  venison,  just  of  the  thickness  of  thine 
own  tallow. 

Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I'll  not  stir  an  inch  for  thee! 

For,  Thence  to  Amboyna  i'  th'  East  Indies,  for 
pepper  to  bake  it. 


Clown.  To  Amboyna  ?  to  I  might  be  pepper'd. 

For.  Then  will  I  convey  thee  stark  naked  to 
Develing,  to  beg  a  pair  of  brogs,  to  hide  thy  moun- 
tainous buttocks. 

Clown,  And  no  doublet  to  'em  ? 

For.  No,  sir ;  I  intend  to  send  you  of  a  sleeve- 
less errand :  But  before  you  vanish,  in  regard  jou 
say  I  cannot  conjure,  and  are  so  stupid  and  opi- 
nionated a  slave,  that  neither  I  nor  my  art  can 
compel  yon  to  do  anything  that  is  beyond  your 
own  pleasure,  the  gentlemen  shall  have  some  sport: 
You  cannot  endure  a  cat,  sirrah  ? 

Clown,  What's  that  to  thee,  juggler  ? 

For,  Nor  you'll  do  nothing  at  my  entreaty  ? 

Clown,  I'U  be  hanged  first. 

For,  Sit,  gentlemen ;  and  whatsoe'er  yon  see, 
be  not  frighted. 

Hottest,  Alas,  I  can  endure  no  oonjuring. 

Host,  Stir  not,  wife  1 

Bian,  Fray  let  me  go,  sir ;  I  am  not  fit  for  these 
fooleries. 

Host,  Move  not,  daughter  1 

For,  I  will  make  yon  dance  a  new  danoe*  called 
leap-frog. 

Clown,  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

For,  And  as  naked  as  a  frog. 

Clown,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  defy  thee  ! 

£FoiioBoaco  looks  in  a  book,  strikes  with  his  teattd , 
music  plajfs. 

Enter /our  Boys,  shaped  like  Frogs,  and  donee. 

Pedant,  Spirits  of  the  water  in  the  likeness  of 
frogs! 

Tailor,  He  has  fished  fair,  belie%'e  me. 

Mulet,  See,  see !  he  sweats  and  trembles. 

For.  Are  you  come  to  your  quavers  ? 

Clown.  Oh,  ho,  ho  ! 

For,  111  make  you  run  division  on  those  0*s, 
ere  I  leave  you !  Look  you,  here  are  the  play- 
fellows that  are  so  endeared  to  you :  Come,  sir. 
first  uncase,  and  then  dance ;  nay,  I'U  make  him 
dance  stark  naked. 

Host,  Oh,  let  him  have  his  shirt  on,  and  his 
mogul's  breeches  ;  here  are  women  i'  th'  house. 

For.  Well,  for  their  sakes  he  shall. 

[Clown  tears  qf  his  doublet,  making  strange  facts 
as  if  compelled  to  it^faUs  into  flu  dance. 

Tailor.  He  dances;  what  a  lying  rogue  was  tlu2 
to  say  the  gentleman  could  not  conjure  ! 

For,  He  does  prettily  well ;  but  'tis  Tolontsry, 
I  assure  you,  I  have  no  hand  in't. 

Clown.  As  you  are  a  conjurer,  and  a  rare  artist, 
free  me  from  these  couplets !  Of  all  creatures  1  caa- 
not  endure  a  frog. 

For,  But  your  dancing's  voluntaiy;  I  can  com- 
pel you  to  nothing. 

Hostess,  Oh,  me,  daughter,  let's  take  heed  of  j 
this  fellow !  hell  make  us  dance  naked,  an  wf 
vex  him.  IBxeHnt  Hoitew  <t«wf  DtAm  \ 

For,  Now  cut  capers,  sirrah !  I'll  plague  that 
chine  of  yours. 

Clown.  Ho,  ho,  ho !  my  kidnies  are  roasted ;  1 
drop  away  like  a  pound  of  butter  roasted ! 

Tailor,  He'll  dance  himself  to  death. 

For,  No  matter  ;  I'll  seU  his  &t  to  tike  'potbe- 
caries,  and  repair  my  injury  that  way. 

Host.  Enough,  in  conscience  I 

jPor.  Well,  at  your  entreaty — Vanish !  [-£*«•* 
BojB.]  And  now  1  wiU  only  make  him  break  hia 
neck  in  doing  a  somersault,  and  that's  all  the  rt« 
venge  I  mean  to  take  of  him. 
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Clown,  Oh»  gentlemen,  what  a  rogue  was  I  to 
belie  ao  an  approved  master  in  the  nohle  dark 
Bcieiice !  Yon  can  witness,  this  I  did  only  to  spoil 
his  practice,  and  deprive  you  of  the  happiness  of 
enjoying  his  worthy  labours :  Rogue  that  I  was  to 
do  It  I  Pray,  sir,  forgive  me  ! 

J^ar,  With  what  face  canst  thou  ask  it  ? 

Clown.  With  such  a  face  as  I  deserve,  with  a 
banging  look,  as  all  here  can  testify. 

J^'itr.  Well,  gentlemen,  that  you  may  perceive 
the  goodness  of  my  temper,  I  will  entertain  this 
rogue  again,  in  hope  of  amendment ;  for,  should  I 
torn  bim  off,  he  would  be  hanged. 

Clown,  You  may  read  that  in  this  foul  copy. 

For.  Only  with  this  promise,  you  shall  never 
coxen  any  of  my  patients. 

Clown.  Never. 

For.  And  remember  henceforward,  that  though 
1  cannot  conjure,  I  can  make  you  dance,  sirrah. 
Go,  get  yourself  into  thy  cottage  again. 

Clown.  I  will  never  more  dance  leap-frog. — 
Now  I  have  got  you  into  credit,  hold  it  up,  and 
cozen  them  in  abundance.  [Atide  to  FonoBoaco. 

For,  Oh,  rare  rascal  I  iExU  Clown. 


Eniw  CssARio. 


CeM. 


How  now  ?    a  Fankford  mart  here  ?    a 
mountebank 
And  bis  worshipful  auditory  ? 

Ho»t.  They  are  my  guests,  sir. 

CeM.  A  pox  upon  tbiem !  Shew  your  juggling  tricks 
In  some  other  room. 

Host.  And  why  not  here,  sir  ? 

Ces.  Hence, 
Or,  airrah,  I  shall  spoil  your  figure-flinging, 
And  all  their  radical  questions  ! 

All.  Sir,  we  vanish. 

[^Exeunt  ail  b%U  Host  and  Cssarto. 

Ho$t.  Signor  Cesario,  you  make  bold  with  me, 
And  somewhat,  I  must  tell  you,  to  a  degree 
Of  ill-manners  :  They  are  my  guests,  and  men  I 

live  by. 
And  I. would  know  by  what  authority 
Yon  command  thus  &r. 

Ce*.  By  my  interest  in 
Tour  daughter. 

Ho9t,  Interest,  do  you  call't  ?    As  I  remember, 
I  never  put  her  out  to  usury 
On  that  condition. 

Ces.  Pray  thee  be  not  angry ; 
I  am  come  to  make  thee  happy,  and  her  happy. 

EnUr  BiANCA  and  OoiiteaB. 

She's  here :  Alas,  my  pretty  soul !  I  am  come 
To  give  assurance  that  s  beyond  thy  hope, 
Or  thy  belief;  I  bring  repentance  'bout  me. 
And  satisfaction :  I  will  marry  thee. 

Bian.  Ha! 

CeM.  As  I  live,  I  will ;  but  do  not  entertain  it 
With  too  quick  an  apprehension  of  joy. 
For  that  may  hurt  thee ;  I  have  heard  some  die  oft 

Bian.  Do  not  fear  me. 

Ces.  Then  thou  think'st  I  feign 
This  protestation  ?     I  vrill  instantly^ 
Before  these,  testify  my  new  alliance. 
Contract  myself  unto  thee  ;  then  I  h(^ 
We  may  be  more  private. 

Hott.  But  thou  shalt  not,  sir; 
For  so  has  many  a  maidenhead  been  lost. 
And  many  a  bastard  gotten. 


Cet.  Then  to  give  you 
The  best  of  any  assurance  in  the  world. 
Entreat  thy  father  to  go  fetch  a  priest, 
We  wil\  instantly  to  bed,  and  there  be  married. 

Bian.  Pride  hath  not  yet  forsaken  you  I  see, 
Though  prosperity  has. 

Host.  Sir,  you  are  too  confident 
To  fashion  to  yourself  a  dream  of  purchase, 
When  you're  a  beggar. 

Ces.  You  are  bold  with  me  ! 

Hostess.  Do  we  not  know  your  value  is  cried 
down 
Fourscore  i'  th'  hundred  ? 

Bian,  Oh,  sir,  I  did  love  you 
With  such  a  fised  heart,  that  in  that  minute 
Wherein  you  slighted,  or  contemfl'd  me  rather, 
I  took  a  vow  to  obey  your  last  decree, 
And  never  more  look  up  at  any  hope 
Should  bring  me  comfort  that  way ;  and  though, 

since, 
Your  foster-mother  and  the  fair  Clarissa 
Have,  in  the  vray  of  marriage,  despised  you». 
That  hath  not  any  way  bred  my  revenge, 
But  compassion  rather.     I  have  found 
So  much  sorrow  in  the  way  to  a  chaste  wedlock, 
That  here  I  will  sit  down  and  never  wish 
To  come  to  th'  journey's  end :  Your  suit  to  m9 
Henceforth  be  ever  silenced  \ 

Ces,  My  Bianca  I 

Hostess.  Henceforward,  pray,  forbear  her  and 
my  house  I 
She's  a  poor  virtuous  wench ;  yet  her  estate 
May  weigh  with  yours  in  a  gold  balance. 

Host,    Yes,    and    her  birth    in    any  herald's 
office 
In  Christendom. 

Hostess.  It  may  prove  so ;  when  you'll  say, 
You  have  leap'd  a  whiting.   [£:'tf«iit  aU  but  Cbsakio, 

EMer  BApnsTA  and  MsitTivoLa, 

Ces.  How  far  am  I 
Grown  behind-hand  with  fortune !      / 

Bapt.  Here's  Cesario  1 — 
My  son,  sir,  is  to-morrow  to  be  married 
Unto  the  fair  Clarissa. 

Ces.  So! 

Ment.  We  hope 
You'll  be  a  guest  there. 

Ces,  No ;  I  will  not  grace 
Your  triumph  so  much. 

Bapt.  I'll  not  tax  your  breeding. 
But  it  alters  not  your  birth,  sir ;  fare  you  well ! 
-^^Afent.  Oh,  sir,  do  not  grieve  him ; 
He  has  too  much  a£Biction  already.  {.Exiunt, 

Ces.  Every  way  scom'd  and  lost !     Shame  fol- 
low you  ! 
For  I  am  grown  most  miserable. 

EnUr  a  Sailor, 

Sailor,  Sir,  do  you  know 
A  lady's  son  in  town,  here,  they  call  Cesario  ? 

Ces.  There's  none  such,  I  assure  thee. 

Sailor.  I  was  told 
You  were  the  man. 

Ces.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Sailor,  A  pox  on't ! 
You  are  melancholy ;  vrill  you  drink,  sir  ? 

Ces.  With  whom  ? 

Sailor,  With  me,  sir ;  despise  not  this  pitch'd 
canvas ! 
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The  time  was  we  have  known  them  lined  with  Spa- 

nish  ducats. 
I  have  news  for  you. 

Ces.  For  me  ? 

Sailor,  Not  unless  you'll  drink  : 
We  are  like  our  sea  proyision, 
Once  out  of  pickle,  we  require  abundance 
Of  drink.     I  have  news  to  tell  you, 


That,  were  you  prinoei  wcnild  make  you  Mnd  your 

mandate 
To  have  a  thousand  bonfires  made  i'  tfa'  city» 
And  piss'd  out  again  with  nottiing  but  Greek 
wine. 
Ces,  Come,  I  will  drink  with  thee  howsoever. 
Sailor.  And  upon  these  terms  I  will  ntter  my 
mind  to  you«  C-B*v«0i(. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I A  Room  m  the  Inn. 

Enter  Albbrto,  Pbospbho,  Julian  a,  and  Bailors. 

Sailor,  Shall  we  bring  your  necessaries  ashore, 
my  lord  ? 

Alb.  Do  what  you  please ;  I  am  land-sick  worse 
Than  e'er  I  was  at  sea.  [by  far 

Proa.  Collect  yourself. 

Alb.  Oh,  my  most  worthy  Prospero,  my  best 
ThQ  noble  faTOur  I  received  from  thee,        [Mend, 
In  freeing  me  from  the  Turks,  I  now  account 
Worse  than  my  death ;  for  I  shall  never  live 
To  make  requital. — What  do  you  attend  for  ? 

Sailor.  To  understand  your  pleasure. 

Alb.  They  do  mock  me ! — 
I  do  protest  I  have  no  kind  of  pleasure 
In  anything  i'  th'  world,  but  in  thy  friendship ; 
I  must  ever  except  that. 

Pros.  Pray  leave  himi  leave  him ! 

iExeunt  Saflora. 

Alb.  The  news  I  heard  related  since  my  landing. 
Of  the  division  of  my  family, 
How  is  it  possible  for  any  man 
To  bear  it  with  a  set  patience  ? 

Proa.  You  have  suffered, 
Since  your  imprisonment,  more  weighty  sorrows. 

Alb.  Ay,  theu  I  was  a  man  of  flesh  and  blood  ; 
Now  I  am  made  up  of  fire,  to  the  fhll  height 
Of  a  deadly  calenture :  Oh,  these  vile  women. 
That  are  so  ill  preservers  of  men's  honours, 
They  cannot  g6yem  their  own  honesties  ! 
That  I  should  thirty  and  odd  winters  feed 
My  expectation  of  a  noble  heir. 
And  by  a  woman's  falsehood  find  him  now 
A  fiction,  a  mere  dream  of  what  he  was  ! 
And  yet  I  love  him  still. 

Prot.  In  my  opinion. 
The  sentence  on  this  trial,  from  the  duke. 
Was  noble,  to  repair  Cesario's  loss 
With  the  marriage  of  your  wife,  had  you  been 
dead. 

Alb.  By  your  favour,  but  it  was  not !  I  conceive 
'Twas  disparagement  to  my  name,  to  have  my 

widow 
Match  with  a  falconer's  son  :  And  yet,  believe  it, 
1  love  the  youth  still,  and  much  pity  him. 
I  do  remember,  at  my  going  to  sea, 
Upon  a  quarrel,  and  a  hurt  received 
From  young  Mentivole,  my  rage  so  far 
O'er-topt  my  nobler  temper,  I  gave  charge 
To  have  his  hand  cut  off ;  which  since  I  heard, 
And  to  my  comfort,  brave  Cesario 
Worthily  prevented. 

Proa.  And  'twas  nobly  done. 
Alb.  Yet  the  revenge  for  this  intent  of  mine  - 
Hath  bred  much  slaughter  in  our  families  ; 


rt- 
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And  yet  my  wife  (wiiidi  infinitely  moans  me) 
Intends  to  marry  my  sole  heir,  Clarissa, 
To  the  head  branch  of  the  other  Action. 

Proa,  It  is  the  mean  to  work  reooncilenient. 

Alb*  'Tweenwhom? 

Proa.  Yourself  and  the  worthy  Baptista. 

Alb.  Never. 

Proa.  Oh,  you  have  been  of  a  noble  and 
markable  friendship ; 
And,  by  this  match,  *tis  generally  in  Florence 
Hoped,  will  folly  be  reconciled ;  to  me 
'Twould  be  absolute  content. 

Jul.  And  to  myself; 
I  have  main  interest  in  it. 

Alb.  Noble  sir. 
You  may  command  my  heart  to  break  for  you. 
But  never  to  bend  that  way.    Poor  Cesario, 
When  thou  putt'st  on  thy  moumlul  willow  gaztand. 
Thy  enemy  shall  be  suited,  I  do  vow, 
In  the  same  livery !     My  Cesario, 
Loved  as  my  foster-child,  though  not  my  son. 
Which  in  some  countries  formeriy  vrere  barbarous, 
Was  a  name  held  most  affectionate ;  tiioa  art  lo^t. 
Unfortunate  young  man  !  not  only  ali^bted 
Where  thou  reoeivedst  thy  breeding,    but 

scorned, 
I'  th'  way  of  marriage,  by  the  poor  Bianca, 
The  innkeeper's  daughter. 

Proa,  I  have  heanl  of  that,  too ; 
But  let  not  that  afflict  you  !  for  this  ladj 
May  happily  deliver,  at  more  leisure, 
A  circumstance  may  draw  a  fair  event. 
Better  than  you  can  hope  for.     For  this  prcaent. 
We  must  leave  you,  and  shall  visit  yon  again 
Within  these  two  hours. 

Alb.  Ever  to  me  most  welcome ! — 

IExeunt  Paoapaao  amd  Jcuaxa. 

Enter  Cbsabio. 

Oh,  my  Cesario ! 

Cea.  I  am  none  of  yours,  sir. 
So  'tis  protested ;  and  I  humbly  beg. 
Since  *tis  not  in  your  power  to  preserve  me 
Any  longer  in  a  noble  course  of  life. 
Give  me  a  worthy  death ! 

Alb.  The  youth  is  mad. 

Cea.  Nay^  sir,  I  will  instruct  3roa  in  a  way 
To  kill  me  honourably. 

Alb.  That  were  most  strange. 

Cea.  I  am  turning  pirate ;  you  may  be  employ^ 
Bj  the  duke  to  fetdi  me  in,  and  in  a  sea-fight 
Give  me  a  noble  grave. 

Alb.  Questionless  he's  mad ! 
I  would  give  any  doctor  a  thousand  crowns 
To  firee  him  from  this  sorrow. 

Cea,  Here's  the  physician. 
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Alb.  Hold,  or;  I  did  say 
To  free  yoa  (torn  the  sorrow,  not  from  life. 

Ces,  Why,  Ufb  and  sorrow  are  unseparable. 

Alb.  Be  comforted,  Cesario !    Mentivole 
Sliall  not  many  Clarissa. 

Cet,  No,  sir ;  ere  he  shall, 
ru  kiU  him. 

Alb.  Bot  Toa  forfeit  yonr  own  Ute  then. 

Ce».  That  8  worth  nothing. 

Alb.  Cesario,  be  thyself;  be  mine,  Cesario ! 
Mike  not  thysdf  nncapable  of  that  portion 
I  have  foil  purpose  to  confer  upon  thee, 
By  hX&a%  into  madness ;  bear  thy  wrongs 
With  noble  patience,  the  afflicted's  friend, 
Which  ever  in  all  actions  crowns  the  end  1 

Cei.  Yon  [have]  well  awaked  me,  nay,  recoTer'd 
me 
Both  to  seme  and  fnll  life*    Oh,  most  noble  sir, 
Though  I  bare  lost  my  fortune,  and  lost  yon 
For  a  worthy  father,  yet  I  will  not  lose 
My  former  virtue ;  my  int^^ty 
Shall  not  yet  forsaJce  me  :  Bat  as  the  wild  ivy 
^resds  and  thrives  better  in  some  piteons  min 
Of  tower,  or  defused  temple,  than  it  does 
PUnted  by  a  new  building,  so  shall  I 
Make  my  adversity  my  instrument 
To  wind  me  up  into  a  full  content. 
Alb.  Tis  worthily  resolved  !    Our  first  adven. 
tore 
Ii  to  itop  the  marriage :  For  thy  other  losses, 
Pnctiaed  by  a  woman's  malice,  but  account  them 
like  conjures  vrinds,  raised  to  a  fearful  blast, 
And  do  some  mischief,  but  do  never  last  I 

^ExeufU. 

SCENE  U,— Another  in  the  same. 
EmUr  FoaoBOfloo  and  Clown. 

Clettn.  Now,  sir,  will  not  you  acknowledge  that 
I  haTe  mightily  advanced  your  practice  ? 

For*  'TIs  confessed ;  and  I  will  make  thee  a  great 
Btaoforit. 

Chwn,  I  take  a  course  to  do  that  myself,  for  I 
<Hik  lack  in  abundance. 

For.  Oh,  my  rare  rascal !   We  must  remove. 

Ckwn,  Whither  ? 

For.  Any  whither;  Europe  is  too  little  to  be 
<^*»eaed  by  us  :  I  am  ambitious  to  go  to  the  East 
l^s,  thou  and  I  to  ride  on  our  brace  of 
elephants. 

Chttn.  And  for  my  part  I  long  to  be  in  Eng- 
iaad  again;  you  will  never  get  so  much  as  in 
England;  we  have  shifted  many  countries,  and 
o»ny  names,  but  traunce  the  world  over,  you  shall 
i^er  purse  up  so  much  gold  as  when  yon  were  in 
£B8;Uad,  and  called  younelf  Doctor  Lambstones. 

For,  'Twas  an  attractive  name,  I  confess  ; 
»Mnen  were  then  my  only  admirers. 

Ciown.  And  all  their  visits  were  either  to 
fudier  their  lust,  or  revenge  injuries. 

For,  You  shinild  have  forty  in  a  morning  be- 
leaguer my  closet,  and  strive  who  should  be 
cckzened  lint :  'Mongst  fourscore  love*sick  waiting- 
"omoi  that  have  come  to  me  in  a  morning  to 
^^what  fortune  should  betide  'em  in  their  first 
iBirriage,  I  have  found  above  ninety-four  to  have 
het  their  maidenheads. 

Clown.  By  their  own  confession  :  but  I  was  fain 
to  be  your  male  mid^wife,  and  work  it  out  of  them 
oy  drcvmstance. 


For.  Thou  wast ;  and  yet  for  all  this  frequent 
resort  of  women,  and  thy  handling  of  their  urinals 
and  their  cases,  thou  art  not  given  to  lechery. 
What  should  be  the  reason  of  it?  Thou  hast 
wholesome  flesh  enough  about  thee ;  and  methinks 
the  devil  should  tempt  thee  to't. 

Clown.  What  need  he  do  that,  when  be  makes 
me  his  instrument  to  tempt  others  ? 

For,  Thou  canst  not  choose  but  utter  thy  rare 
good  parts.  Thou  wast  an  excellent  bawd,  I 
acknowledge. 

Clown.  Well,  and  what  I  have  done  that  way — 
I  wUl  spare  to  speak  of  all  you  and  I  have  done, 
sir ;  And  though  we  should— 

For.  We  will  for  England,  that's  for  certain. 

Clown.  We  shall  never  want  there. 

For.  Want?  their  Court  of  Wards  shall  want 
money  first ;  for  I  profess  myself  lord  paramount 
over  fools  and  mad  folks. 

Clown.  Do  but  store  yourself  with  lies  enough 
against  you  come  thither. 

For.  Why,  that's  all  the  familiarity  I  ever  had 
with  the  devil,  my  gift  of  lying ;  they  say  he's  the 
father  of  lies ;  and  though  I  cannot  conjure^  yet  I 
profess  myself  to  be  one  of  his  poor  gossips.  I 
will  now  reveal  to  thee  a  rare  piece  of  service. 

Clown.  What  is  it,  my  most  worshipful  Doctor 
Lambstones  ? 

For.  There  is  a  captain  come  lately  from  sea, 
they  call  Prosper ;  I  saw  him  this  morning,  through  a 
chink  of  wainscot  that  divides  my  lodging  and  the 
Host  of  the  house,  withdraw  my  Host  and  Hostess, 
the  fair  Bianca,  and  an  ancient  gentlewoman  into 
their  bedchamber :  I  could  not  overhear  their  con- 
ference, but  I  saw  such  a  mass  of  gold  and  jewels  1 
And,  when  he  had  done,  he  locked  it  up  into  a 
casket.  Great  joy  there  was  amongst  them,  and 
forth  they  are  gone  into  the  city,  and  my  Host 
told  me  at  his  going  forth,  he  thought  he  should 
not  return  till  after  supper:  Now,  sir,  in  their 
absence  will  we  fall  to  our  picklocks,  enter  the  cham- 
ber, seize  the  jewels,  make  an  escape  from  Florence, 
and  we  are  made  for  ever  I 

Clown.  But  if  they  should  go  to  a  true  ooi^urer, 
and  fetch  us  back  in  a  whirlwind  ? 

For.  Do  not  believe  there  is  any  such  fetch  in 
astrology  I  And  this  may  be  a  means  to  make  us 
live  honest  hereafter. 

Clown.  'Tis  but  an  ill  road  to't,  that  lies  through 
the  highway  of  thieving. 

For,  Indeed  I  am  weary  of  this  trade  of  fortune- 
telling,  and  mean  to  give  all  over,  when  I  come 
into  England ;  for  it  is  a  very  ticklish  quality. 

Clown,  And  i'  th'  end  will  hang  by  a  twine 
thread. 

For.  Besides,  the  island  has  too  many  of  the 
profession  ;  they  hinder  one  another's  market. 

Clown.  No,  no,  the  pillory  hinders  their  market. 

For.  Yon  know  there  the  juggling  captain. 

Clown,  Ay ;  there's  a  sure  card  ! 

For.  Only  the  foreman  of  their  jury  is  dead ; 
but  he  died  like  a  Roman. 

Clown.  Else  'tis  thought  he  had  made  work  for 
the  hangman. 

For.  And  the  very  Ball  of  your  false  prophets, 
he's  quashed  too. 

Clown.  He  did  measure  the  stars  with  a  false 
ysrd,  and  may  now  travel  to  Rome  with  a  mortar 
on's  head,  to  see  if  he  can  recover  his  money  that 
way. 
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For,  Come,  come,  let's  fish  for  this  casket,  and 
to  sea  presently ! 

Clown,  We  shall  never  reach  London,  I  fear ; 
my  mind  runs  so  much  of  hanging,  landing  at 
Wapping.  iExeuwt. 

SCENE  III. — A  Room  in  Alberto's  House* 
Enter  Mariana. 

Mar»  This  well  maybe  a  day  of  joy  long-wish'd 
To  my  Clarissa  ;  she  is  innocent,  [for 

Nor  can  her  youth  but  with  an  open  bosom 
Meet  Hymen's  pleasing  bounties  r  but  to  me, 
That  am  euTiron'd  with  black  guilt  and  horror, 
It  does  appear  a  funeral :  Though  promising  much 
In  the  conception   ---------- 

..-....-.  were  hard  to  manage, 

But  sad  in  the  event.    It  was  not  hate. 

But  fond  indulgence  in  me,  to  preserve 

Cesario's  threaten'd  life,  in  open  court 

That  forced  me  to  disclaim  him,  choosing  rather 

To  rob  him  of  his  birth-right,  and  honour, 

Than  suffer  him  to  run  the  hazard  of 

Enraged  Baptista's  fiiry :  While  he  lives, 

I  know  I  have  a  son ;  and  the  duke's  sentence 

A  while  deluded,  and  this  tempest  over. 

When  he  assures  himself  despair  hath  seized  him, 

I  can  relieve  and  raise  him.   IKnoek*  within.'] 

Speak,  who  is  it 
That  presses  on  my  privacies  ? — 

Enter  BAPnarA. 

Sir,  your  pardon ! 
You  cannot  come  unwelcome,  though  it  were 
To  read  my  secret  thoughts. 

Bapt.  Lady,  to  you 
Mine  shall  be  ever  open :  Lady,  said  I  ? 
That  name  keeps  too  much  distance !  sitter  rather 
I  should  have  styled  you ;  and  I  now  may  claim  it^ 
Since  our  divided  families  are  made  one 
By  this  bless'd  marriage  ;  to  whose  honour  comes 
The  duke  in  person,  waited  on  by  all 
The  braveries  of  his  court,  to  witness  it. 
And  then  to  be  our  guests.     Is  the  bride  ready 
To  meet  and  entertain  him  ? 

Mar.  She  attends 
The  coming  of  your  son. 

Bapt.  Pray  you  bring  her  forth. 
The  duke's  at  hand :  Music,  in  her  loud  voice, 
Speaks  his  arrival. 

Mar.  She's  prepared  to  meet  it  lExit. 

Enter  Mariaita,  Cjjiiii8M  led  bjf  two  Maids ;  at  the  other 
door^  fiApnsTA  meets  with  MBurTivoLB  led  by  two 
Courtiers;  the  Duke,  Bishop,  and  divers  Attendants. 
A  Song,  whilst  they  salute. 

Duke.  It  were  impertinent  to  wish  you  joy. 
Since  all  joys  dwell  about  you :  Hymen's  torch 
Was  never  lighted  with  a  luckier  omen, 
"Nor  burnt  with  so  much  splendour.    To  defer 
With  fruitless  compliment  the  means  to  make 
Your  certain  pleasures  lawful  to  the  world, 
(Since  in  the  union  of  your  hearts  they  are 
Confirm'd  already)  would  but  argue  us 
A  boaster  of  our  favours :  To  the  temple ! 
And  there  the  sacred  knot  once  tied,  all  triumphs 
Our  dukedom  can  afford  shall  grace  your  nuptiab. 
Snitr  Albbrto  and  Cbbario. 

Bapt.  On  there  1 

Meni.  I  hope  it  is  not  in  the  power 
Of  any  to  cross  us  now. 


Alb.  But,  in  the  breath 
Of  a  wrong'd  father,  I  forbid  the  bans  I 

Ces,  What,  do  you  stand  at  gaze  ? 

Bapt.  Risen  from  the  dead  ? 

Mar,  Although  the  sea  had  vomited  np  the 
figure 
In  which  thy  better  part  lived  long  imprison'd, 
True  love,  despising  fear,  runs  thus  to  meet  it. 

Clar.  In  duty  I  kneel  to  it.  IKneeit. 

Alb.  Hence,  vile  wretches  ! 
To  you  I  am  a  substance  incorporeal. 
And  not  to  be  profaned  with  your  vile  toa<^. 
That  could  so  soon  forget  me ;  bat  sacfa  things 
Are  neither  worth  my  anger  nor  reproof. — 
To  you,  great  sir,  I  turn  myself,  and  these 
Immediate  ministers  of  your  government ; 
And  if  in  my  rude  language  I  transgress. 
Ascribe  it  to  the  cold  remembrance  of 
My  services,  and  not  my  rugged  temper ! 

Duke.  Speak  freely ;  be  thy  language  ne'er  so 
bitter, 
To  see  thee  safe,  Alberto,  aigns  thy  pardon. 

Alb.  My  pardon  ?  I  can  need  none,  if  it  be  not 
Received  for  an  offence ;  I  tamely  bear 
Wrongs,  which   a   slave-bom  Muscovite  wo&14 

check  at. 
Why,  if  for  treason  I  had  been  delivered 
Up  to  the  hangman's  aze,  and  this  dead  tronk. 
Unworthy  of  a  Christian  sepulchre, 
EjLposed  a  prey  to  feed  the  ravenous  Tultnre, 
The  memory  of  the  much  I  oft  did  for  yon, 
rHad  you  but  any  touch  of  gratitude, 
Or  thought  of  my  deservings)  would  have  stopped 
From  these  unjust  proceedings.  [yoa 

Duke.  Hear  the  motives, 
That  did  induce  us. 

Alb.  I  have  heard  them  all ; 
Your  highness'  sentence,  the  whole  court  abused, 
By  the  perjuries  and  practice  of  this  womaa  ; 
(Weepest  thou,  crocodile  ?)  my  bopefdi  son. 
Whom  I  dare  swear  mine  own,  degraded  of 
The  honours  that  descend  to  him  from  me  ; 
And  from  that,  in  his  love  scom'd  by  a  creatore 
Whose  base  birth,  though  made  eminent  by  her 

beauty, 
Might  well  have  mark'd  her  out  Cesario's  semmt ! 
AU  this  I  could  have  pardon'd  and  forgot ; 
But  that  my  daughter,  with  my  whole  estate 
(So  hardly  purchased)  is  assigned  a  dower, 
To  one  whose  father  and  whose  family 
I  so  detest  that  I  would  lose  my  essence. 
And  be  transformed  to  a  basilisk 
To  look  them  dead,  to  me's  an  injury 
Admits  no  satisfaction  I 

Bapt.  There's  none  offered. 

Alb.  Nor  would  it  be  accepted,  though  upon 
Thy  knees  *twere  tendered. 

Mar.  Now  the  storm  grows  high. 

Bapt.  But  diat  1  thought  thee  dead,  and  in  thj 
The  briny  ocean  had  entomb'd  thy  name,        [death 
I  would  have  sought  a  wife  in  a  bordello 
For  my  Mentivole,  and  gladly  hugg'd 
Her  spurious  issue  as  my  lawful  nephews. 
Before  his  blood  should  e'er  have  mix'd  with  thine ; 
So  much  I  scorn  it. 

Alb.  I'll  not  bandy  words; 
But  thus  dissolve  the  contract. 

Bapt.  There  I  meet  thee : 
And  seise  on  what's  mine  own* 

Alb.  For  all  my  service, 
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Great  or,  grant  me  the  combat  with  this  wretch, 
That  I  maj  soonrge  his  insolence ! 

B9pt,  I  kneel  for  it. 

Ces.  And  to  approve  myself  Alberto's  son, 
rn  be  his  secood  npon  any  odds, 
'Gtinst  him  that  dsire  most  of  Baptista's  race. 

Meni.  Already,  upon  honourable  terms, 
Id  me  thoa  hast  met  thy  better ;  for  her  sake 
m  add  BO  more. 

Alb.  Sir,  let  our  swords  decide  it ! 

Mar.  Oh,  stay,  sir ;  and  as  you  would  hold  the 
Of  a  just  prince,  ere  you  grant  licence  to        [title 
These  madmen's  fury,  lend  your  priYate  ear 
To  the  most  distressed  of  women ! 

Dvke,  Speak ;  'tis  granted. 

IHe  taku  BIariaiva  aaide. 

Ckr.  In  the  mean  time,  let  not  Clarissa  be 
A  patient  looker-on  !  Though  as  yet  doubtful 

\_KneeU. 

To  vhom  to  bend  her  knee  first,  yet  to  all 

I  stoop  thus  low  in  duty,  and  would  wash 

The  dust  of  fory  with  my  virgin  tears, 

From  his  bless'd  feet,  and  make  them  beautiful, 

That  vodd  move  to  conditions  of  peace, 

TboQgh  with  a  snail-like  pace ;  they  all  are  wing'd 

Tj  bar  yon  to  destruction '.  Reverend  sirs, 

Tmnk  on  your  ancient  friendship,  cemented 

With  10  much  blood,  but  shed  in  noble  action. 

Divided  now  in  passion  for  a  brawl 

The  makers  blush  to  own  !  Much-loved  Cesario, 

Bruther,  or  friend,  (each  title  may  prevail) 

Rf'member  with  what  tenderness  from  our  child- 

We  bred  together,  you  preferring  me  [hood 

Before  yourself,  and  I  so  fond  of  you 

That  it  begot  suspicion  in  ill  minds, 

That  oor  affection  vras  incestaous : 

Think  of  that  happy  time,  in  which  I  know 

That  vith  your  dearest  blood  you  had  prevented 

Th;?  shower  of  tears  from  me !  Mentivole, 

Mj  husband,  r^^ter'd  in  that  bright  star-chamber. 

Though  now  on  earth  made  strangers,  be  the  ex- 

Aiid  offer  in  one  hand  the  peacefid  olive      [ample  ! 

Of  concord ;  or,  if  that  can  be  denied, 

By  poverfal  intercession,  in  the  other 

Ciny  the  Hermian  rod,  and  force  atonement ! 

iRUet. 
^^It  ve  will  not  be  all  marble  ;  death's  the  worst 
then,  [qffiBr§  to  Mil  her$e\f. 

And  be  shall  be  my  bridegroom. 

Vfli/.  Hold,  CUirissa  I 
TV*  loving  violence  [I]  needs  must  offer : 

»a  *pite  of  honour 

l^^  auUcku  away  her  ia»ife,  and  «d#  it  to  hi*  own 
^east ,'  she  stay*  hii  hand. 

l>uke.  Was  it  to  that  end  then  ? 
Oa  TOUT  religion  ? 

Mar.  And  my  hope  in  heaven,  sir  ! 

/)ttire.  We  then  will  leave  entreaties,  and  make 
^oor  authority.— Must  I  cry  aim  [use 

To  this  unheard  of  insolence  ?  in  my  presence 
To  draw  your  swords,  and,  as  all  reverence 
That's  due  to  majesty  were  forfeited, 
therish  this  wildoess  ?  Sheathe  them  instantly, 
Ajid  shew  an  alteration  in  your  looks ; 
Or.  by  my  power 

Alb.  Cut  off  my  head  I 

^«p/.  And  mine ! 
KaU^er  than  hear  of  peace  with  this  bad  man, 
H  not  alooe  give  up  my  throat,  but  suffer 
1'^  rage  to  reach  mv  fiBunilv. 


Alb.  And  my  name 
To  be  no  more  remember'd. 

Enter  Paospsno,  Juuaica,  and  Biamca,  in  brave  Apparel. 

Duke,  What  are  these? 

Ces.  Bianca  ?  'tis  Bianca,  still  Bianca  ! 
But  strangely  alter'd. 

Bapt.  If  that  thirteen  years 
Of  absence  could  raze  from  my  memory 
The  figure  of  my  friend,  I  might  forget  thee ; 
But  if  thy  image  be  graven  on  my  heart. 
Thou  art  my  Prospero. 

Pros,  Thou  my  Baptista. 

Duke.  A  sudden  change  ! 

Bapt,  I  dare  not  ask,  dear  friend. 
If  Juliana  live ;  for  that*s  a  blessing 
I  am  unworthy  of !  but  yet  deny  not 
To  let  me  know  the  place  she  hath  made  happy, 
By  having  there  her  sepulchre. 

Pros.  If  your  highness 
Please  to  vouchsafe  a  patient  ear, 
We  shall  make  a  true  relation  of  a  story 
That  shall  call  on  your  wonder. 

Duke,  Speak  ;  we  hear  you. 

Pros.  Baptista's  fortune  in  the  Genoa  court. 
His  banishment,  with  his  fair  wife's  restraint. 
You  are  acquainted  with  ;  what  since  hath  followed 
I  faithfully  will  deliver.     Ere  eight  moons 
After  Baptista's  absence  were  complete. 
Fair  Juliana  foond  the  pleasures,  that 
They  had  enjoyed  together,  were  not  barren. 
And,  blushing  at  the  burden  of  her  womb. 
No  father  near  to  own  it,  it  drew  on 
A  violent  sickness,  which  call'd  down  compassion 
From  the  angry  duke ;  then,  careful  of  her  health. 
Physicians  were  inquired  of,  and  their  judgment 
Prescribed  the  baths  of  Lucca  as  a  means 
For  her  recovery  :  To  my  charge  it  pleased  her 
To  be  committed ;  but  as  on  the  way 
We  joumied,  those  throes,  only  known  to  women. 
Came  thick  upon  her :  In  a  private  village 

Bapt.  She  died? 

Pros,  Have  patience ! — She  brought  to  the  world 
A  hopeful  daughter :  For  her  body's  sickness. 
It  soon  decayed  ;  but  the  grief  of  her  mind 
Hourly  increased,  and  life  grew  tedious  to  her ; 
And,  desperate  e'er  to  see  you,  she  enjoin'd  me 
To  place  her  in  a  Greekish  monastery, 
And  to  my  care  gave  up  her  pretty  daughter. 

Bapt.  What  monastery  ?  as  a  pilgrim  bare-foot, 
I'll  search  it  out. 

Pros,  Pray  you  interrupt  me  not. 
Now  to  my  fortunes  !  The  girl  well  disposed  of 
With  a  faithful  friend  of  mine,  my  cruel  fieite 
Made  me  a  prisoner  to  the  Turkish  gallies. 
Where  for  twelve  years  these  hands  tugg'd  at  the 

oar; 
But  Fortune  tired  at  length  with  my  afflictions. 
Some  ships  of  Malta  met  the  Ottoman  fleet. 
Charged  them,  and  boarded  them,  and  gave  me 
With  my  deliverers  I  served,  and  got       [freedom. 
Such  reputation  with  the  Great- Master, 
That  he  gave  me  command  over  a  tall 
And  lusty  ship,  where  my  first  happy  service 
Was  to  redeem  Alberto,  rumour'd  dead. 
But  was,  like  me,  surprised  by  Cortugogli. 

Alb,  I  would  I  had  died  there ! 

Pros,  And  from  him  learning 
Baptista  lived,  and  their  dissolved  friendship, 
I  hois'd  up  sails  for  Greece,  found  Juliana 


A  votary  at  her  beads  :  Having  made  known 
Both  that  yon  lived,  and  where  you  were,  she 

borrowed 
So  much  from  her  devotion,  as  to  wish  me 
To  bring  her  to  you.     If  the  object  please  yon, 
With  joy  receive  her  1 

BapL  Rage  and  fury,  leave  me ! 

IThrouft  away  hit  noord,  and  embraett  her. 

I  am  SO  full  of  happiness,  there's  no  room  left 
To  entertain  you. — Oh,  my  long-lost  jewel, 
light  of  ipine  eyes,  my  soul's  streng^  1 

Jul,  My  best  lord  I 
Having  embraced  you  thus,  death  cannot  fright  me. 

BapL  Live  long  to  do  so  I  though  I  should  fix 
here. 
Pardon  me,  Prospero,  though  I  inquire 
My  daughter's  fortune  1 

PrM,  That  your  happiness 
May  be  at  all  parts  perfect,  here  she  is  ! 

Ces.  Bianca  daughter  to  a  princess  ? 

Pros,  True. 
With  my  faithful  Host  I  left  her,  and  with  him 
Till  now  she  hath  resided,  ignorant 
Both  of  her  birth  and  greatness. 

BapU  Oh,  my  blest  one ! 
Joy  upon  joy  overwhelms  me  ! 

Duise,  Above  wonder ! 

Alb.  I  do  begin  to  melt  too ;  this  strange  story 
Works  much  upon  me. 

Duke.  Since  it  hath  pleased  Heaven 
To  grace  us  with  this  miracle,  I  that  am 
Heaven's  instrument  here,  determine  thus :    Al- 
berto, 
Be  not  unthankful  for  the  blessings  shewn  you. 
Nor  you,  Baptista  1    Discord  was  yet  never 
A  welcome  sacrifice ;  therefore,  rage  laid  by, 
Embrace  as  friends,  and  let  pass'd  difference 
Be  as  a  dream  forgotten  I 

Bapt.  'Tis  to  me. 

Alb,  And  me  ;  I  thus  confirm  it.    [27k<y  embrace. 

Duke,  And  to  tie  it 
In  bonds  not  to  be  broken,  with  the  marriage 
Of  young  Mentivole  and  fidr  Clarissa, 
So  you  consent,  great  lady,  your  Bianca 
Shall  call  Cesario  husband. 

Jul.  'Tis  a  motion 
I  gladly  yield  to. 

Ces.  One  in  which  yon  make 
A  sad  man  happy.  lOffer*  to  kneel, 

Bian,  Kneel  not !  all  forgiven. 

Duke,  With  the  duke  your  uncle  I  will  make 
atonement. 
And  will  have  no  denial. 


Mar.  Let  this  day 
Be  still  held  sacred ! 

Enter  Host,  Foboboiwo  and  Clown  bound  oMdffMrdad 

fry  Officers. 

Host,  Now  if  you  can  conjure, 
Let  the  devil  unbind  you. 

For,  We  are  both  undone ! 

Clown.  Already  we  fed  it. 

Hosl.  Justice,  sir ! 

Duke.  What  are  they  ? 

Pros,  I  can  resolve  you;  slaves  freed  frum tltf 
By  the  viceroy  of  Sidlia.  [gaOtei 

Duke.  What's  their  offence  ? 

Host.  The  roU>iog  me  of  all  my  plate  and  jeweb; 
I  mean,  the  attempting  of  it. 

Chum.  Please  your  grace,  I  will  now  dtscofcr 
this  varlet  in  earnest ;  this  honest  pestilent  rog« 
professed  the  art  of  conjuring ;  but  all  tiie  AHi 
that  ever  he  had  in  the  black  art,  was  in  makiag  t 
sea-coal  fire  $  only  with  wearing  strange  shapes  he 
begot  admiration  'mongst  fools  and  womoi. 

For.  Wilt  thou  peach,  thou  varlet  ? 

Duke.  Why  does  he  goggle  widi  his  eyes,  ad 
stalk  so? 

Clown.  This  is  one  of  his  magical  raptures. 

For.  I  do  vilify  your  censure  !  You  demand,  if 
I  am  guilty ;  whir — says  my  doak,  by  a  trick  cf 
legerdemain  !  Now  I  am  not  guilty ;  I  am  guarded 
with  innocence,  pure  silver  lace,  1  assure  yo«. 

Clown.  Thus  have  I  read  to  you  your  virtues, 
which,  notwithstanding,  I  would  not  have  yoi 
proud  oL 

For.  Out,  thou  concealment  of  tallow,  sad 
counterfeit  mummy  I 

Duke.  To  the  gaUies  with  them  both  ! 

Clown,  The  only  sea-physic  for  a  knave,  is  to 
be  basted  in  a  galley,  with  the  oil  of  a  baD's 
pixzle. 

For,  And  will  not  yon  make  a  sour  face  at  ^ 
same  sauce,  sirrah?  I  hope  to  find  thee  so  lean  ii 
one  fortnight,  thou  mayst  be  drawn  by  the  eus 
through  the  hoop  of  a  firkin. 

Duke.  Divide  them,  and  away  with  them  to  the 
gallies ! 

Clown,  This  will  take  down  your  fnide,  jugsier. 

[They  art  takm  # 

Duke.  This  day. 
That  hath  given  birth  to  blessings  beyond  hope, 
Admits  no  criminal  sentence.    To  the  temple. 
And    there    with    humbleness    praise    HesTcn'i 

bounties ! 
For  blessings  ne'er  descend  from  thence,  but  wbea 
A  sacrifice  in  thanks  ascends  from  men.     [fMmt- 


CUPID'S    REVENGE. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


CcrtD. 

Lnmos,  tk€  aid  Duke  qf  Lpeia, 
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Urania'b  Blaid. 
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ACT   I. 


SCENE  h—An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Domalub,  Aosnor,  and  Nibub. 
Agenor.   Trust  me,   my  lord  Dorialos,  I  had 
BBsed  of  this,  if  yon  had  not  called  me ;  I  thought 
tbc  princess's  birth-day  had  been  to-morrow. 

yiiut.  Why,  did  yow  lordship  sleep  out  the 
dar? 

Aor.  I  marrel  what  the  duke  meant  to  make 
neh  an  idle  tow. 

A'i«ttt.  Idle  .'  why  ? 

l>or.  Is't  not  idle,  to  swear  to  grant  his  daughter 
^ythiDg  she  shall  ask  on  her  birth -day  ?  she  may 
t>k  an  imposaible  thing  ;  and  I  pray  Heaven  she 
^  not  ask  an  unfit  tluxig,  at  one  time  or  other : 
Tis  dangerous  trusting  a  man's  tow  upon  the  dis- 
erttion  of  his  daughter. 

Age.  I  wonder  most  at  the  marquis  her  brother, 
^0  U  always  vehemently  forward  to  have  her 
6«res  granted. 

^or.  He's  acquainted  with  'em  before. 

Age.  She's  doubtless  very  chaste  and  virtuous. 

I>or.  So  is  Leucippus  her  brother. 

A'iftM.  She's  twenty  years  old ;  I  wonder  she  ask 
u>t  1  husband. 

2>or.  That  were  a  folly  in  her,  having  refused  all 
4t  great  princes  in  one  part  of  the  world ;  she'll 
w  a  maid. 

Age.  She  may  ask  but  once,  may  she  ? 

yifU9.  A  hundred  times  this  day,  if  she  will : 
^•xl,  indeed,  erery  day  is  such  a  day ;  for  though 
*«  dake  has  vowed  it  only  on  this  day,  he  keeps  it 
«ei7  day  ;  he  can  deny  her  nothing. 

^'rttU.  Enter  Hxdabpbb,  LsixnppuB,  haojmvs,  Timantdb, 

and  TsLAMOK. 
Leon.  Come,  fair  Hidaspes!  thou  art  duchess 
to*day. 


Art  thou  prepared  to  ask  ?  thou  know'st  my  oath 
WilL force  performance.    And,  Leucippus,  if 
She  now  ask  aught  that  shall  or  would  have  per* 

formance 
After  my  death,  when  by  the  help  of  Heaven 
This  land  is  thine,  accursed  be  thy  race. 
May  every  one  forget  thou  art  my  son. 
And  so  their  own  obedience 

Leue,  Mighty  sir, 
I  do  not  wish  to  know  that  fatal  hour. 
That  is  to  make  me  king :  But  if  I  do, 
I  shall  most  heartily,  (and  like  a  son) 
Perform  your  grants  to  all,  chiefly  to  her, — 
Remember  that  you  ask  what  we  agreed  upon. 

lApart  to  her. 

Leon.  Are  yon  prepared  ?  then  speak. 

Hid.  Most  royal  sir, 
I  am  prepared,  nor  shall  my  will  exceed 
A  virgin's  bounds  ;  what  I  request  shall  both 
At  once  bring  me  [and  you]  a  full  content. 

Leon.  So  it  ever  does. 
Thou  only  comfort  of  my  feeble  age. 
Make  known  thy  good  desire  1  for  I  dare  swear 
Thou  lovest  me. 

Hid.  This  is  it  I  beg, 
And  on  my  knees :  The  people  of  your  land, 
The  Lycians,  are,  through  adl  the  nations 
That  know  their  name,  noted  to  have  in  use 
A  vain  and  firuitless  superstition  ; 
So  much  more  hateful,  that  it  bears  the  show 
Of  true  religion,  and  is  nothing  else 
But  a  self-pleasing  bold  lasciviousness. 

Leon.  What  is  it  ? 

Hid.  Many  ages  before  this. 
When  every  man  got  to  himself  a  trade, 
And  was  laborious  in  that  chosen  course, 
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Hating  an  idle  life  far  worse  than  death. 

Some  one  that  gave  himself  to  wine  and  sloth, 

Which  breed  Usdyions  thoughts,  and  foond  him- 

Contemn'd  for  that  by  every  painful  man,        [self 

To  take  his  stain  away,  framed  to  himself 

A  god,  whom  he  pretended  to  obey. 

In  being  thus  dishonest ;  for  a  name 

He  call'd  him  Cupid.    This  created  god 

(Man's  nature  being  ever  credulous 

Of  any  vice  that  takes  part  with  his  blood) 

Had  ready  followers  enow ;  and  since 

In  every  age  they  grew,  especially 

Amongst  your  subjects,  who  do  yet  remain 

Adorers  of  that  drowsy  deity. 

Which  drink  invented  ;  and  the  winged  boy 

(For  so  they  call  him)  has  his  sacrifices, 

And  these  loose  naked  statues  through  the  land, 

In  every  village ;-  nay  the  palace 

Is  not  free  from  'em.    This  is  my  request, 

That  these  erected  obscene  images 

May  be  pluck'd  down  and  burnt,  and  every  man 

That  offers  to  *em  any  sacrifice 

May  lose  his  life. 

Leon,  But  be  advised, 
My  fairest  daughter  I  If  he  be  a  god. 
He  vrill  express  it  upon  thee,  my  child ; 
Which  Heaven  avert  1 

Leuc.  There  is  no  such  power ; 
But  the  opinion  of  him  fills  the  land 
With  lustful  sins :  Every  young  man  and  maid, 
That  feel  the  least  desire  to  one  another, 
Dare  not  suppress  it,  for  they  think  it  is 
Blind  Cupid  s  motion  ;  and  he  is  a  god  ! 

Leon.  This  makes  our  youth  unchaste :  I  am 
resolved. — 
Nephew  Ismenus,  break  the  statues  down 
Here  in  the  palace,  and  command  the  city 
To  do  the  like :  Let  proclamations 
Be  drawn,  and  hastily  sent  through  the  land, 
To  the  same  purpose  ! 

I»m,  Sir,  I'll  break  down  none 
Myself,  but  I'll  deliver  your  command : 
Hand  I'll  have  none  in't,  for  I  like  it  not. 

Leon,  Go  and  command  it. — Pleasure  of  my 
life, 
Wouldst  thou  aught  else  ?  Make  many  thousand 
They  must  and  shall  be  granted.  [suits ; 

Hid,  Nothing  else. 

Leon.  But  go  and  meditate  on  other  suits  : 
Some  six  days  hence  VVL  give  thee  audience  again, 
And,  by  a  new  oath,  bind  myself  to  keep  it. 
Ask  largely  for  thyself :  Dearer  than  life. 
In  whom  I  may  be  bold  to  call  myself 
More  fortunate  than  any  in  my  age, 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing ! 

Leuo.  'Twas  well  done,  sister. 

{^Exeunl  all  but  Doiualua,  Aobnor,  and  Nraus. 

Nmu.  How  like  you  this  request,  my  lord  } 

Dor,  I  know  not  yet,  I  am  so  full  of  wonder ! 
We  shall  be  gods  ourselves  shortly. 
An  we  pull  'em  out  of  Heaven  o'  this  fashion. 

Age,  We  shall  have  wenches  now  when  we  can 
An  we  transgress  thus.  [catch  'em, 

Nietu.  An  we  abuse  the  gods  once,  'tis  a  justice 
We  should  be  held  at  hard  meat.    For  my  part, 
I'll  e'en  make  ready  for  mine  own  affection ; 
I  know  the  god  incensed  must  send  a  hardness 
Through  all  good  women's  hearts,  and  then  we 
have  brought 


Our  eggs  and  muscadine  to  a  fni  market : 
'Would  I  had  given  an  hundred  pound  for  a  tole- 
ration, 
That  I  might  but  use  my  conscience  in  mine  own 

house ! 
Dor,  The  duke,  he's  old  and  past  it;  he  would 

never 
Have  brought  such  a  plague  upon  the  land  else ; 
'TIS  worse  than  sword  and  famine  1  Yet,  to  say 

truth. 
We  have  deserved  it,  we  have  lived  so  wickedly. 
Every  man  at  his  livery ;  and  'would  that 
Would  have  sufficed  us  !  we  murmured  at 
This  blessing,  that  'twas  nothing ;  and  cried  out 
To  the  god  for  endless  pleasures :  He  heard  us,  and 
Supplied  us,  and  our  women  were  new  still, 
As  we  needed  'em  ;  yet  we,  like  beasts, 
Still  cried,  "  Poor  men  can  number  their  where*, 

give  us 
Abundance  !"  we  had  it,  and  this  curse  withal. 
Age.  By'r  lady,  we  are  like  to  have  a  long  Leot 

on't; 
Flesh  shall  be  flesh  now  I  Gentlemen,  I  had  rather 
Have  anger*  d  aU  the  gods  than  that  blind  gunner. 
I  remember,  once  the  people  did  but  alight  him 
In  a  sacrifice,  and  what  foUow'd :  Women  kept 
Their  houses,  grew  good  huswives,  honest  for* 

sooth ! 
Was  not  that  fine .'  wore  their  own  fiices,  nay. 
They  [let  us]  wear  gay  clothes  without  surveying; 
And,  which  was  most  lamentable,  they  loved  thdr 

husbands. 
Nieus,  I  do  remember  it  to  my  grief. 
Young  maids  were  as  cold  as  cucumbers. 
And  much  of  that  complexion ;  bawds  were  abo' 
And  (to  which  misery  it  must  come  again)  [E^h'd ; 
There  were  no  cuckolds.  Well,  we  had  need  to  pnv 
To  keep  these  devils  from  us ;  the  times  grov 
There  he  goes  !  Lord  !  [mischievous  !— 

Enter  one  with  an  Image,  andpauee  over  the  St^. 

This  is  a  sacrilege  I  have  not  heard  of ! 
'Would  I  were  gelt,  that  I  might  not  feel  wbat 
follows. 

Age,  And  I  too.    You  shall  see,  witlun  these 
few  years, 
A  fine  confusion  in  the  country ;  mark  it! 
Nay,  an  we  grow  for  to  depose  the  powers. 
And  set  up  Chastity  again — ^Well,  I  have  done ! 
A  fine  new  goddess  certainly,  whose  blessings 
Are  hunger  and  hard  beds  ! 

Nitui,  This  comes  of  fulness,  ^ 
A  sin  too  frequent  vrith  us ;  I  belieTe  now 
We  shall  find  shorter  commons. 

Dor.  'Would  I  were  married!    somewhat  lua 
some  favour ; 
The  race  of  gentry  will  quite  run  out,  now 
'Tis  only  left  to  husbands ;  if  younger  sisters 
Take  not  the  greater  charity,  'tis  lawful. 

Age,  Well,  let  come  what  will  come,  I  am  oof 
And  as  the  plague  faUs,  1  will  shape  myself:  [osc^ 
If  women  vrill  be  honest,  I'll  be  soundL 
If  the  god  be  not  too  unmerciful, 
I'll  take  a  little  still,  where  I  can  get  it. 
And  thank  him,  and  say  nothing. 

Nisfu,  This  ill  wind  yet  may  blow  the  city  good^ 
And  let  them  (if  they  can)  get  their  own  children, 
They  have  hung  long  enough  in  doubt :  But,  how- 
soever. 
The  old  way  was  the  surer ;  then  they  had  'em. 
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Dor,  Farefwdl,  my  lords  \  VU  e^ea  take  up  what 
I  can  before  the  day ;  I  fear  the  year  [rent 

WfllfiUoatilL 

Age,  We'll  vith  you,  sir.    And,  Love,  so  fa> 
TOUT  us, 
As  «e  ire  still  thy  servants  I  Come,  my  lords ; 
Let's  to  the  duke,  and  tell  him  to  what  folly 
flis  doting  now  has  brought  him.  lExeunt, 


SCENE  11.—^  Temple  of  Cupid, 

Inter  Priest  of  Cnpid,  with  four  young  Men  and  Maids. 

Friett.  Come,  my  children,  let  your  feet 
In  an  even  measure  meet ! 
And  your  chearfiil  voices  rise, 
For  to  present  this  sacrifice 
To  great  Cupid  !  in  whose  name, 
I  his  priest  begin  the  same. 
Young  men,  take  your  loves  and  kiss ; 
Thus  our  Cupid  honoured  is. 
Kiss  again,  and  in  your  kissing 
Let  no  promises  be  missing  1 
Nor  let  any  maiden  here 
Dare  to  turn  away  her  ear. 
Unto  the  whisper  of  her  love  ; 
Bat  give  bracelet,  ring,  or  glove, 
As  a  token  to  her  sweeting. 
Of  an  after  secret  meeting  I 
Now,  boy,  sing,  to  stick  our  hearts 
Fuller  of  great  Cupid's  darts ! 

fiONO. 

I^TWs,  r^loe !  your  pains  shall  be  rewarded, 
Tbe  jpod  of  love  himself  grieves  at  your  crying : 
^0  more  shall  frinten  honour  be  regarded, 
N'.>r  the  coy  fmces  of  a  maid's  denying. 
>'9  more  shall  -rirgins  sigh,  and  say  **  We  dare  not. 
Far  men  are  false,  and  what  they  do  they  care  not." 
All  tball  be  well  again ;  then  do  not  grieve ; 
Mta  ihall  be  true,  and  women  shall  believe, 

I^^T«n,  njoioe !  what  you  shall  say  henceforth, 

^licR  you  have  caught  your  sweethearts  in  your  arms, 

It  dull  be  accounted  oracle,  and  worth : 

NV-  more  faint-hearted  girls  shall  dream  of  harms, 

Aad  ery  "  They  are  too  young :"  The  god  hath  said, 

Fifteen  shall  make  a  mother  of  a  maid : 

^^tea^  wise  men,  pull  your  roses  yet  unblown  ! 

Ljtc  hates  the  too-ripe  fruit  that  falls  alone. 

[^  measure. 

Enter  Niu>,  aa<f  oOur  Gentlemen. 

M^.  Ko  more  of  this  I  here  break  your  rites  for 
ever; 
Ik  dake  commands  it  so.      Priest,  do  not  stare  ! 
I  cost  device  your  temple,  though  unwilling, 
^  ;oar  god  Cupid  here  must  make  a  scarecrow. 
For  anything  I  know,  or,  at  the  best, 
4»iora  a  chimney-piece. 

Prieit,  Oh,  sacrilege  unheard-of  I 

A'i/o.  This  will  not  help  it. — 
Tike  down  their  images,  and  away  with  'em ! — 
^^i^  change  your  coat,  you  had  best ;  all  service 

now 
^?i»en  to  men  ;  prayers  above  their  hearing 
»i!J  prove  bat  babblings ;  learn  to  lie  and  thrive, 
TvUi  prove  your  best  profession  :  For  the  gods, 
He  tbat  lives  by  'em  now  mast  be  a  beggar, 
[^'s  better  holiness  on  earth,  they  say ; 
^7  God  it  ask  not  greater  sacrifice  I  Go  home ; 
^ad  if  yoar  god  be  not  deaf  as  well  as  blind, 
lie  aiU  make  some  smoke  for  it. 


Gent,  Sir- 


NUo,  Gentlemen, 
There  is  no  talking;    this  must  be  done  and 

speedily : 
I  have  commission  that  I  must  not  break. 

Gent,  We  are  gone  to  wonder  what  shall  follow. 

Nilo,  On 
To  the  next  temple  I  lExeunU 

Cometi.    Cupm  deecendt. 

Cupid,  Am  I  then  8com*d  %  is  my  all-doing  will 
And  power,  that  knows  no  limit,  nor  admits  none. 
Now  look'd  into  by  less  than  gods,  and  weakened  ! 
Am  I,  whose  bow  struck  terror  through  the  earth 
No  less  than  thunder,  and  in  this  exceeding 
Even  gods  themselves,  whose  knees  before  my 

altars, 

♦  •  a  «       '     a  •  * 

Now  shook  off  ?  and  condemned  by  such,  whose 
Are  but  my  recreation  1    Anger,  rise  !  [lives 

My  sufferance  and  myself  are  made  the  subject 
Of  sins  against  us.     Go  thou  out,  displeasure  ! 
Displeasure  of  a  great  god,  fly  thyself 
Through  all  this  kingdom  ;  sow  whatever  evils 
Proud  flesh  is  taking  of,  amongst  these  rebels ; 
And  on  the  first  hearts  that  despise  my  greatness 
Lay  a  strange  misery,  that  all  may  know 
Cupid's  Revenge  is  mighty  !    With  this  arrow, 
Hotter  than  plagues  of  mine  own  anger,  will  I 
Now  nobly  right  myself ;  nor  shall  the  prayers. 
Nor  sweet  smokes  on  my  altars,  hold  my  hand. 
Till  I  have  left  this  a  moat  wretched  land.  lAacende, 


SCENE  \\l,~-A  Hoom  in  the  Palace, 
Enter  Hidaspxs  and  Cueophila. 

Hid,  Cleophila,  what  was  he  that  went  hence  ? 

Cleo,  What  means  your  grace  now  ? 

Hid,  I  mean  that  handsome  man. 
That  something  more  than  man,  I  met  at  door. 

Cleo,  Here  was  no  handsome  man. 

Hid,  Come,  he's  some  one 
You  would  preserve  in  private  ;  but  you  want 
Cunning  to  do  it,  and  my  eyes  are  sharper 
Than  yoars,  and  can  with  one  neglecting  glance 
See  all  the  graces  of  a  man.    Who  was  it  ? 

Cleo,  That  went  hence  now  1 

Hid,  That  went  hence  now  t  ay,  he  ! 

Cleo,  'Faith,  here  was  no  such  one  as  your  grace 
thinks ; 
Zoilus,  your  brother's  dwarf,  went  out  but  now. 

Hid.  I  think  'twas  he  :  How  bravely  he  pass'd 
Is  he  not  grown  a  goodly  gentleman  ?  [by  ! 

Cleo,  A  goodly  gentleman,  madam  ?  He  is 
The  most  deformed  fellow  in  the  land. 

Hid,  Oh,  blasphemy  !  he  may  perhaps  to  thee 
Appear  deformed,  for  he  is  indeed 
Unlike  a  man  :  His  shape  and  colours  are 
Beyond  the  art  of  painting ;  he  is  like 
Nothing  that  we  have  seen,  yet  doth  resemble 
Apollo,  as  I  oft  have  fancied  him. 
When  rising  from  his  bed  he  stirs  himself, 
And  shakes  day  from  his  hair. 

Cleo,  He  resembles  ApoUo's  recorder. 

Hid,  Cleophila,  go  send  a  page  for  him. 
And  thou  shalt  see  thy  error,  and  repent. 

[BjM  Cubophila. 
Alas,  what  do  I  feel  ?  My  blood  rebels. 
And  1  am  one  of  those  I  used  to  scorn ; 
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My  maiden-thoughts  are  fled ;  against  myself 
I  harhour  traitors  ;  my  yirginity, 
That  from  my  childhood  kept  me  company, 
Is  heavier  than  I  can  endm-e  to  hear. 
Forgive  me,  Cupid  1  for  thou  art  a  god, 
And  I  a  wretched  creature :  I  have  sinn'd ; 
But  be  thou  merciful,  and  grant  that  yet 
I  may  enjoy  what  thou  wilt  have  me  love  I 

Enter  CLaoraiLA  and  Zoildb. 

Cleo»  ZoiluB  is  here,  madam. 

Hid.  He's  there  indeed. 
Now  be  thine  own  judge  ?  see,  thou  worse  than 
Is  he  deformed  t    Look  upon  those  eyes,       [mad, 
That  let  all  pleasure  out  into  the  world, 
Unhappy  that  they  cannot  see  themselves ! 
Look  on  his  hair,  that  like  so  many  beams, 
Streaking  the  east,  shoot  light  o'er  half  the  world ! 
Look  on  him  altogether,  who  is  made 
As  if  two  natures  had  contention 
About  their  skill,  and  one  had  brought  forth  him ! 

Zoilus.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
Madam,  though  Nature  hath  not  given  me 
So  much  as  others  in  my  outward  show, 
I  bear  a  heart  as  loyal  unto  you 
In  this  unsightly  body  (which  you  please 
To  make  your  mirth)  as  many  others  do 
That  are  far  more  befriended  in  their  births. 
Yet  I  could  wish  myself  much  more  deform'd 
Than  yet  I  am,  so  I  might  make  your  grace 
More  merry  than  you  are — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Hid,  Beshrew  me  then 
If  I  be  merry  !  but  I  am  content 
Whilst  thou  art  with  me ;  thou  that  art  my  saint ; 
By  hope  of  whose  mild  favour  I  do  live 
To  tell  thee  so :  I  pray  thee,  scorn  me  not ! 
Alas,  what  can  it  add  unto  thy  worth 
To  triumph  over  me,  that  am  a  maid 
Without  deceit !  whose  heart  doth  guide  her  tongue  ? 
Drown'd  in  my  passions  ?  Yet  I  will  take  leave 
To  call  it  reason,  that  1  dote  on  thee. 

Cleo,  The  princess  is  beside  her  grace,  I  think. 
To  talk  thus  with  a  fellow  that  will  hardly 
Serve  i'  the  dark  when  one  is  drunk. 

Hid.  What  answer  wilt  thou  give  me  ? 

Zoiitu.  If  it  please  your  grace  to  jest  on,  I  can 
abide  it. 

Hid.  If  it  be  jest,  not  to  esteem  my  lifo 
Compared  with  thee ;  if  it  be  jest  in  me, 
To  hang  a  thousand  kisses  in  an  hour 
Upon  £ose  lips,  and  take  'em  off  again ; 
If  it  be  jest  for  me  to  marry  thee. 
And  take  obedience  on  me  whilst  I  live ; 
Then  all  I  say  is  jest : 
For  every  part  of  this,  I  swear  by  those 
That  see  my  thoughts,  I  am  resolved  to  do  ! 
And  I  beseech  thee,  by  thine  own  white  hand, 
(Which,  pardon  me  that  I  am  bold  to  kiss 
With  so  unworliiy  lips)  that  thou  wilt  swear 
To  marry  me,  as  I  do  here  to  thee, 
Before  the  face  of  Heaven  ! 

Zoiitu.  Marry  you  '    Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Hid,  Kill  me,  or  grant  1      Wilt  thou  not  speak 
at  all? 

Zoiitu.  Why,  I  inll  do  your  will  for  ever. 

Hid.  I  ask  no  more :     But  let  me  kiss  that 
That  is  so  merciful !  tiiat  is  my  will ;  [mouth 

Next,  go  with  me  before  the  king  in  haste. 
That  is  my  will ;  where  I  will  make  our  peers 
Know,  that  thou  art  their  better. 


Zoiitu.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
That  is  fine  I  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Cleo,  Madam,  what  means  your  grace  ? 
Consider,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  to  whst 
You  run  madly  !  will  you  take  this  viper 
Into  your  bed ! 

Hid.  Away  I  hold  off  thy  hands  ! 
Strike  her,  sweet  ZoUus :  for  it  is  my  will, 
Which  thou  hast  sworn  to  do. 

Zoiitu,  Away,  for  shame ! 
Know  you  no  manners  ? — ^Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

lExU  wUh  HnMmj 

Cleo,  Thou  know'st  none,  I  fear. — 
This  is  just  Cupid's  anger :  Venus  look 
Down  mildly  on  us  1  and  command  thy  son 
To  spare  this  lady  once,  and  let  me  be 
In  love  with  all ;  and  none  in  love  with  me ! 


SCENE  iy,-^Anotherinthetame. 
Enter  Ibmchus  and  TiMAimm. 

THm,  Is  your  lordship  for  the  wars  this  summer 

Ism.  Timantus, 
Wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Tim.  If  I  had  a  company. 
My  lord. 

I9fn.  Of  fiddlers  t  Thou  a  company  ? 
No,  no ;   keep  thy  company  at  home,  and  esBi 

cuckolds ; 

The  wars  will  hurt  thy  face :  TTiere  are  no  semstet^ 
Shoemakers,  nor  tailors,  nor  almond-milk  i'd 

morning. 
Nor  poached  eggs  to  keep  your  worship  Bolable, 
No  man  to  warm  your  shirt,  and  blow  your  rosei! 
Nor  none  to  reverence  your  round  lace  breecbei 
If  thou  wilt  needs  go,  and  go  thus,  get  a  case 
For  thy  captainship  !  a  shower  will  spoil  ther  ds< 
Thus  much  for  thee. 

Tim.  Your  lordship's  wondrous  witty ; 
Very  pleasant,  believe't. 

Enter  Tbuimon,  Dosialob.  Aomoa,  Nmos,  «m{ 

LaoimUB. 

Leon.  No  news  yet  of  my  son  t 

Tel.  Sir,  there  be  divers  out  in  search  ;  no  do«]i 
They'll  bring  the  truth  where  he  is,  or  the  occasu 
That  led  him  hence. 

THm.  They  must  have  good  eyes  then,     l^f^ 

Leon.  The  gods  go  with  them ! — ^Who  are  tba 
that  wait  tiiere  ? 

Tel.  The  lord  Ismenus,  your  general,  for  b 
dispatch. 

Leon.  Oh,  nephew,  we  have  no  use  to  &a^ 
your  virtue 
In  our  war ;  now  the  province  is  vrell  settled. 
Hear  you  aught  of  the  marquis  ? 

Igm.  No,  sir. 

Leon.  'Tis  strange  he  should  be  gone  thus 
These  five  da3rs  he  was  not  seen. 

Tim.  I'll  hold  my  life,  U"j 

I  could  boult  him  in  an  hour. 

Leon.  Where's  my  daughter  ? 

Dor.  About  the  purging  of  the  temples,  nr 

Leon.  She's  chaste  and  virtuous.  Fetch  btf 
And  tell  her  I  am  pleased  to  grant  her  now  [n 
Her  last  request,  without  repenting  me, 
Be  it  what  it  wlU.—  [&r^  >»! 

She's  wise,  Dorialos, 
And  will  not  press  me  further  than  a  £stber. 
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lUfr,  I  pray  the  best  may  follow  1  yet,  if  your 
grace 
Had  taken  the  opinioos  of  your  people, 
At  least  of  sach  whose  wisdoms  erer  wake 
About  your  safety,  I  may  say  it,  sir, 
Under  your  noble  pardon,  that  this  change 
Cither  had  been  more  honour  to  the  gods. 
Or  I  think  not  at  alL     Sir,  the  princess. 

Enter  H/oaspbs,  Nibus,  ai^  Zoilus. 

L^eon.  Oh,  my  daughter. 
My  health  I  and  did  I  say  my  soul,  I  lied  not, 
Thou  art  so  near  me !  Speak,  and  have  whatever 
Thy  wise  will  leads  thee  to !  Had  I  a  Heaven, 
It  were  too  poor  a  place  for  such  a  goodness! 

2>or.  What's  here? 

^g0.  An  ape's  skin  stufiTd  I  think. 
It  is  so  plump. 

Hid,  Sir,  you  have  past  your  word ; 
Still  be  a  prince,  and  hold  you  to  it.  Wonder 
Not  I  press  you ;  my  life  lies  in  your  word ; 
If  yon  break  that,  yon  have  broke  my  heart !  I 

must 
Ask  that's  my  shame,  and  your  will  must  not  deny 

me; 
Now,  for  Heaven,  be  not  forsworn ! 

l^ean.  By  the  gods, 
I  will  not !  I  cannot,  were  there  no  other 
Power  than  my  love  called  to  a  witness  of  it. 

I>€iT*  They  have  much  reason  to  trust;    you 
have  forsworn 
One  of  'em  out  o'  th'  country  already. 

Hid.  Then  this  is  my  request :  This  gentleman — 
Be  not  ashamed,  sir :  you  are  worth  a  kingdom. 

L,eim.  In  what  ? 

Mid.  In  the  way  of  marriage. 

Lemi.  How? 

Hid.  In  the  way  of  marriage ;  it  must  be  so ! 
Yonr  oath  is  tied  to  Heaven,  as  my  love 
To  him. 

Veon.  I  know  thou  dost  but  try  my  age  ; 
Come,  ask  again  ! 

Hid,  If  I  should  ask  all  my  life-time, 
This  is  all  still.  Sir,  I  am  serious ;  I  roust  have 
This  worthy  man,  without  enquiring  why ; 
And  suddenly,  and  freely :  Do  not  look 
For  reason  or  obedience  in  my  words  ; 
My  love  admits  no  wisdom ;  only  haste 
And  hope  hangs  on  my  fury.  Speak,  sir,  speak  ! 
Bat  not  as  a  father ;  I  am  deaf  and  dull  to  counsel ; 
InilsLmed  blood  hears  nothing  but  my  will. 
For  God's  sake,  speak  ! 

I>4jT,  Here's  a  brave  alteration ! 

NituM.  This  comes  of  chastity. 

Hid.  Will  you  tiot  speak,  sir  ? 

Age.  The  god  begins  his  vengeance :   What  a 
sweet  youth 
He  has  sent  us  here,  with  a  pudding  in's  belly  1 

Xeon.  Oh,  let  me  never  speak. 
Or  with  my  words  let  me  speak  out  my  life  ! 
Tfaon  power  abused,  great  Love,  whose  vengeance 

now 
We  Mi  and  fear,  have  mercy  on  this  land ! 

Kistu.  How  does  your  grace  ? 

/>ofi.  Sick ;  very  sick,  I  hope.  * 

2>or.  Gods  comfort  you  ! 

Hid.  Will  not  you  speak?  is  tiiis  your  royal 
word? 
Do  not  pull  perjury  upon  yonr  soul  I 
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Sir,  you  are  old,  and  near  your  punishment ; 
Remember ! 

Leon.  KyrKj,  base  woman  ! 

Hid.  Then  be  no  more  my  father,  but  a  plague 
I  am  bound  to  pray  against !  be  any  sin 
May  force  me  to  despair,  and  hang  myself ! 
Be  thy  name  never  more  remember'd,  king. 
But  in  example  of  a  broken  fedth. 
And  cursed  even  to  forgetfulness  !  may  thy  land 
Bring  forth  such  monsters  as  thy  daughter  is  !— 
I  am  weary  of  my  rage.     I  pray  forgive  me, 
And  let  me  have  him !  will  you,  noble  sir  ? 

Leon,  Mercy,  mercy.  Heaven  ! 
Thou  heir  of  all  dishonour,  sham'st  thou  not 
To  draw  this  little  moisture  left  for  life, 
Thus  rudely  from  me  ? — Carry  that  slave  to  death  ! 

Zoiius.  For  Heaven's  sake,  sir !  it  is  no  fault  of 
mine 
That  she  will  love  me. 

Leon.  To  death  with  him,  I  say ! 

[Exit  ZoiLUB,  guarded. 

Hid.  Then  make  haste,  tyrant,  or  I'll  be  before 
him  ! 
This  is  the  way  to  HelL 

Leon.  Hold  fast,  I  charge  you  ! 
Away  with  him  1 

Hid.  Alas,  old  man,  death  hath  more  doors  than 
one. 
And  I  vrill  meet  him  !  lExit. 

Leon.  Dorialus,  pray 
See  her  in  her  chamber,  and  lay  a  guard  about  her. 
The  greatest  cur^e  the  gods  lay  on  our  frailties 
Is  will  and  disobedience  in  our  issues. 
Which  we  beget,  as  well  as  them,  to  plague  us. 
With  our  fond  loves.    Beasts,  you  are  only  blest. 
That  have  that  happy  dulness  to  forget 
What  you  have  made  !  your  young  ones  grieve  not 

you; 
They  wander  where  they  list,  and  have  their  ways 
Without  dishonour  to  you ;  and  their  ends 
Fall  on  'em  without  sorrow  of  their  parents. 
Or  after  ill  remembrance.  Oh,  this  woman  I 
'Would  I  had  made  myself  a  sepulchre. 
When  I  made  her  1 — Nephew,  where  is  the  prince  ? 
Pray  God  he  have  not  more  part  of  her  baseness 
Than  of  her  blood  about  him  1  Gentlemen, 
Where  is  he  ? 

Ism.  I  know  not,  sir.    He  has  his  ways  by 
himself. 
Is  too  wise  for  my  company. 

Leon.  I  do  not  like 
This  hiding  of  himself,  from  such  society 
As   [fits]    his  person,   some  of  you  needs  must 
know. 

Ism,  I'm  sure  not  I,  nor  have  known  twice  these 
ten  days ; 
Which,  if  I  were  as  proud  as  some  of  'em, 
I  should  take  scurvily  :  But  he's  a  youog  man, 

Let  him  have  his  swinge !  'twill  make  him 

ITuiAHTOB  whispers  tc  theDvKZ. 

There's  some  good  matter  now  in  hand : 

How  the  slave  jeers  and  grins !  the  duke  is  pleased ; 

There's  a  new  pair  of  scarlet  hose  now,  and  as 

much 
Money  to  spare,  as  will  fetch  the  old  from  pawn, 
A  hat  and  a  doak  to  go  out  to-morrow  ! 
Garters  and  stockings  come  by  nature. 

Leon,  Be  sure  of  this ! 

THm.  I  durst  not  speak  else,  sir.  lExeunt. 
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SCENE  h—The  Temple. 
Comets.    Cupio  detctnds. 


Cupid.  Leucippus,  thou  art  shot  through  with  a 
shaft 
That  will  not  rankle  long,  yet  sharp  enough 
To  sow  a  world  of  helpless  misery 
In  this  unhappy  kingdom !  Dost  thou  thiok. 
Because  thou  art  a  prince,  to  make  a  part 
Against  my  power  ?  But  it  is  all  the  fault 
Of  thy  old  father,  who  believes  his  age 
Is  cold  enough  to  quench  my  burning  darts  ; 
But  he  shall  know  ere  long,  that  my  dart  loose 
Can  thaw  ice,  and  inflame  the  withered  heart 
Of  Nestor :  Thou  thyself  art  lightly  struck  ; 
But  his  mad  love  shall  publish,  that  the  rage 
Of  Cupid  has  the  power  to  conquer  age.    lA$cends. 


SCENE  U.—The  House  c/Bacua. 
Enter  LmuarFm  and  Bacea, 

Leuo.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 
Bacha.  Have  you  got  the  spoil 
You  thirsted  for  r  Oh,  tyranny  of  men ! 
Leue.  I  pray  thee  leave  1 
Bacha.  Your  envy  is,  Heaven  knows. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  all  our  feeble  sex : 
What  pain,  alas,  could  it  have  been  to  you, 
If  I  haid  kept  mine  honour?  You  might  still 
Have  been  a  prince,  and  still  this  country's  heir. 
That  innocent  guard  which  I  till  now  had  kept, 
For  my  defence,  my  virtue,  did  it  seem 
So  dangerous  in  a  state,  that  [yon]  younelf 
Came  to  suppress  it  ? 

Leue*  Dry  thine  eyes  again ! 
I'll  kiss  thy  tears  away  :  This  is  but  foUy ; 
'Tis  past  all  help. 

Baeha.  Now  yon  have  won  the  treasure, 
'Tis  my  request  that  you  would  leave  me  thus, 
And  never  see  these  empty  walls  again : 
I  know  you  wUl  do  so;  and  well  you  may. 
For  there  is  nothing  in  them  that  is  worth 
A  glance  :  I  loath  myself,  and  am  become 
Another  woman !  one,  methinks,  with  whom 
I  want  acquaintance. 

Leue.  If  I  do  offend  thee, 
I  can  be  gone  :  And  though  I  love  thy  sight, 
So  highly  do  I  prize  thine  own  content. 
That  I  wUl  leave  thee. 

Baeha.  Nay,  you  may  stay  now ; 
You  should  have  gone  before :  I  know  not  now 
Why  I  should  fear  you  :  All  I  should  have  kept 
Is  stol'n ;  nor  is  it  in  the  power  of  man 
To  rob  me  further.     If  you  can  invent, 
Spare  not  1  No  naked  man  fears  robbing  lest 
Than  I  do  ;  now  you  may  for  ever  stay. 
Leva.  Why,  I  could  do  thee  further  wrong. 
Baeha^  Yon  have  a  deeper  reach  in  evil  than  I ; 
'Tis  past  my  thoughts. 

Leue.  And  past  my  will  to  act ; 
But  trust  me  I  could  do  it. 

Baeha.  Good  sir,  do ; 
That  I  may  know  there  is  a  wrong  beyond 
What  you  have  done  me. 

Leuo.  I  could  tell  all  the  world 
What  thou  hast  done. 


Baeha.  Yes,  you  may  tell  the  world; 
And  do  you  think  I  am  so  vain  to  hope 
You  will  not  ?  You  can  tell  the  world  but  this. 
That  I'm  a  widow,  full  of  tears  in  show, 
(My  husband  dead,  and  one  that  loved  me  so, 
Hardly  a  week)  forgot  my  modesty, 
And,   caught    with    youth    and  greatness,  gave 

myself 
To  live  in  sin  with  yon :  This  yon  may  tell ; 
And  this  I  do  deserve ! 

Leue.  Why,  dost  thou  think  me 
So  base  to  tell  ?  These  limbs  of  mine  shall  part 
From  one  another  on  a  rack. 
Ere  I  disclose.    But  thon  dost  utter  words 
That  much  afflict  me ;  you  did  seem,  as  ready, 
Sweet  Baeha,  as  myself. 

Baeha.  You  are  right  a  man ; 
When  they  have  witch'd  us  into  misery, 
Poor  innocent  souls,  they  lay  the  fisnlt  on  na» 
But  be  it  so  I  for  prince  Leucippns'  sake, 
I  will  bear  anything. 

Leue.  Come,  weep  no  more! 
I  wrought  thee  to  it ;  it  was  my  £uilc. 
Nay,  see  if  thon  wilt  leave  !  Here,  take  this  pearl ! 
Kiss  me,  sweet  Baeha,  and  receive  this  purse. 

Baeha.  What  should  I  do  with   these  ?  the] 
My  mind.  [will  not  ded 

Leue.  Why,  keep  'em  to  remember  me. 
I  must  be  gone ;  I  have  been  absent  long : 
I  know  the  duke  my  father  is  in  rage, 
But  I  will  see  thee  suddenly  again. 
Farewell,  my  Baeha ! 

Baeha.  Gods  keep  yoa  I — ^Do  yon  hear,  sir? 
Pr^  give  me  a  point  to  wear. 

Leuo,  Alas,  good  Baeha, 
Take  one,  I  pray  thee»  where  thou  wilt. 

Baeha.  Coming 
From  you,  this  point  is  of  as  high  ealWm 
With  me,  as  all  pearl  and  gold.     Nothing  but  goo( 
Be  ever  with  or  near  you ! 

Leue.  Fare  thee  well, 
Mine  own  good  Baeha !  I  will  maJce  all  haste. 

Baeha,  Just  as  yon  are  a  dosen  I  esteem  yoo ; 
No  more  :  Does  he  think  I  would  prostitnte 
Myself  for  love  ?    It  was  the  love  of  these  pea^ 
And  gold  that  won  me.     I  confess  I  lust 
More  after  him  than  any  other. 
And  would  at  any  rate,  if  I  had  store, 
Purchase  his  fellowship ;  but  being  poor, 
rU  both  enjoy  his  body  and  his  purse, 
And,  he  a  prince,  ne'er  think  myself  the  worse* 

Ent^  LBoimai,  Lxdcippus,  lootHtra,  end  Tausr^ 

Leon.  Nay,  you  must  back  and  shew  us  whit 
That  witches  you  out  of  your  honour  tiias. 

Baeha,  Who's  that  ? 

Tim.  Look  there,  sirl 

Leon.  Lady,  never  fly  ; 
You  are  betray'd. 

Baeha.  Leave  me,  my  tears,  a  while, 
And  to  my  just  rage  give  a  little  place  !— 
What  saucy  man  are  you,  that  without  lesve 
Enter  apon  a  widow's  moumfol  house  ? 
You  hinder  a  dead  man  from  many  tears. 
Who  did  deserve  more  than  the  world  can 
Though  they  should  weep  themselves  to 
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If  not  for  lore  of  me,  yet  of  yourself^ 
Amj,  for  joa  can  bring  no  comfort  to  me  ! 
Bat  yoa  maf  carry  hence,  yon  know  not  what : 
Naj,  sorrow  is  infectiooB. 

Lem.  Thou  thyself 
Art  grown  inficctioua  !    Wonldst  thou  know  my 

name? 
I  am  the  duke,  father  to  this  young  man 
Whom  thou  comipt'st. 

Boeha.  \And€.^  Has  he  then  told  him  all  ? 

Leue.  You  do  her  wrong,  sir  ! 

Baeha.  Oh,  he  has  not  told. — 
Sir,  I  beseech  you  pardon  my  wild  tongue, 
Directed  by  a  weak  distempered  head, 
Madded  with  grief!  Alas,  I  did  not  know 
Yoa  were  my  soTcreign ;  but  now  you  may 
Command  my  poor  unworthy  life,  which  will 
Be  none,  I  hope,  ere  long. 

LwH.  All  thy  dissembling 
Will  nerer  hide  thy  shame :  And  were't  not  more 
Respecting  womanhood  in  genera]. 
Than  anything  in  thee,  thou  should'st  be  made 
Soch  an  example,  that  posterity, 
When  tiiey  would  speak  most  bitterly,  should  say, 
"Thou  ait  as  impudent  aa  Bacha  was." 

Badia,  Sir,  though  you  be  my  king,  whom  I 
will  serve 
la  an  just  causes,  yet  when  wrongfully 
Yoa  seek  to  take  mine  honour,  I  will  rise 
Thos,  and  defy  you ;  for  it  is  a  jewel 
Dearer  than  yon  can  gire,  which  whilst  I  keep, 
(Though  in  this  lowly  house)  I  shall  esteem 
Mjseif  above  the  princes  of  the  earth 
That  are  without  it.    If  the  prince  your  son, 
Whom  you  accuse  me  with,  know  how  to  speak 
Di^ODour  of  me,  if  he  do  not  do  it, 
The  plagues  of  hell  light  on  him,  xdaj.  he  never 
Govern  this  kingdom  1  Here  I  challenge  him 
Before  the  face  of  Heaven,  my  liege,  and  these, 
To  speak  the  worst  he  can  !  If  he  will  lie, 
To  loae  a  woman's  fame,  I'll  say  he  is 
like  you  (I  think  I  cannot  call  him  worse). 
He's  dead,  that  vrith  his  life  would  have  defended 
Mf  reputation,  and  I  forced  to  play 
(That  which  I  am)  the  fooUsh  woman, 
Afid  ose  my  liberal  tongue. 

levc.  Is*t  possible  ?  lAside. 

We  men  are  children  in  our  carriages, 
Compared  with  women.    Wake  thyself,  for  shame, 
And  leave  not  her  (whose  honour  thou  shouldst 

keep 
Safe  as  thine  own)  alone  to  free  herself ! 
&t  I  am  pressed,  I  know  not  how,  with  guilt, 
And  fed  my  conscience  (never  used  to  lie) 
iiOth  to  allow  my  tongue  to  add  a  lie 
To  that  too  much  I  did :  But  it  is  lawful 
To  defend  her,  that  only  for  my  love 
I^edcvil. 

Lem,  Ten  me,  why  did  you,  Leucippus, 
Stay  here  so  long  ? 

Leue,  If  I  can  urge  aught  from  me 
But  a  truth,  HeU  take  me !  lAtide. 

Um.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Why  speak  you  not  ? 

Tim.  Alas,  good  sir,  forbear 
To  urge  the  prince ;  you  see  his  shamefacedness. 

Boeha.  What  does  he  say,  sir?— ^If  thou  be  a 
prince. 
Shew  it,  and  tell  the  truth  ! 

f  n».  If  you  have  lain  with  her,  tdl  your  father ; 


No  doubt  but  he  has  done  as  ill  before  now  i 
The  gentlewoman  will  be  proud  on't. 

Bacha.  For  God's  sake,  speak ! 

Leuc.  Have  you  done  prating  yet  ? 

Ism.  Who  prates  ? 

Leuc.  Thou  know'st  I  do  not  speak  to  thee, 
Ismenus : — 
But  what  said  you, 
Timantus,  concerning  my  shamefacedness  ? 

THm.  Nothing,  I  hope,  that  might  displease  your 
highness. 

Lcttc.  If  any  of  thy  great-great-grandmothers, 
This  thousand  years,  had  been  as  chaste  as  she, 
It  would  have  made  thee  honester :  I  stay'd 
To  hear  what  you  would  say.    She  is,  by  Heaven, 
Of  the  most  strict  and  blameless  chastity 
That  ever  woman  was : — Good  gods,  forgive  me ! — 
Had  Tarquin  met  with  her,  she  had  been  IdU'd 
With  a  slave  by  her  ere  she  had  agreed. 
I  lie  with  her  I  'would  I  might  perish  then  ! 
Our  mothers,  whom  we  all  must  reverence, 
Could  ne'er  exceed  her  for  her  chastity, 
Upon  my  soul !  for,  by  tlus  light,  she  is 
A  most  obstinate  modest  creature ! 

Leon.  What  did  you  with  her  then  so  long, 
Leucippus  ? 

Leuc.  I'll  tell  yon,  sir :  You  see  she's  beautifal. 

Leon.  I  see  it  well. 

Leuc.  Moved  by  her  face,  I  came 
With  lustful  thoughts  (which  was  a  fault  in  me ; 
But,  telling  truth,  something  more  pardonable, 
And  for  the  world  I  vrill  not  lie  to  you  :) 
Proud  of  myself,  I  thought  a  prince's  name 
Had  power  to  blow  'em  down  flat  o'  their  backs ; 
But  here  I  found  a  rock  not  to  be  shook : 
For,  as  I  hope  for  good,  sir,  all  the  battery 
That  I  could  lay  to  her,  or  of  my  person. 
My  greatness,  or  gold,  could  nothing  move  her. 

Leon.  'Tis  very  strange,  being  so  young  and  fiair. 

Leuc.  She's  almost  thirty,  sir. 

Leon.  How  do  you  know 
Her  age  so  just  ? 

Leuc.  She  told  it  me  herself^ 
Once  when  she  went  about  to  show  by  reason 
I  should  leave  wooing  her. 

licon.  She  stains  Sie  ripest  virgins  of  her  age. 

Leuc.  If  I  had  sinn'd  with  her,  I  would  be  loth 
To  publish  her  disgrace ;  but,  by  my  life, 
I  would  have  told  it  you,  because  I  think 
You  would  have  pardoneld  me  the  rather. 
And  I  will  tell  you  farther :  By  this  light,  sir, 
(But  that  I  never  will  bestow  myself 
But  to  your  liking)  if  she  now  would  have  me, 
I  now  would  marry  her. 

Leon.  How's  that,  Leucippus  ? 

Leuc.  Sir,  vrill  you  pardon  me  one  fault,  which 
I  have  not  done,  but  had  a  will  to  do,  [yet 

And  I  vrill  tell  it? 

Leon.  Be  it  what  it  will, 
I  pardon  thee. 

Leuc.  I  oflfer'd  marriage  to  her. 

Leon.  Did  she  refuse  it  ? 

Leuc.  With  that  earnestness^ 
And  almost  scorn  to  think  of  any  other 
After  her  lost  mate,  that  she  made  me  think 
Myself  unworthy  of  her. 

Leon,  You  have  stay'd 
Too  long,  Leucippus. 

Leuc.  Yes,  sir. — lAeide,]  Forgive  me,  Heaven, 
What  multitude  of  oaths  have  I  iMStow'd 

e  e  2 
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On  lies  !  and  yet  they  were  officious  lies, 
There  was  no  malice  in  'em. 

Leon,  She's  the  fairest  creature  lApart 

That  ever  I  beheld  ;  and  then  so  chaste, 
'Tis  wonderful :  The  more  I  look  on  her 
The  more  I  am  amazed.     I  have  long 
Thought  of  a  wife,  and  one  I  would  have  had, 
But  that  I  was  afraid  to  meet  a  woman 
That  might  abuse  my  age  ;  but  here  she  is 
Whom  I  may  trust  to  :  Of  a  chastity 
Impregnable,  and  approved  so  by  my  son  ; 
The  meanness  of  her  birth  will  still  preserve  her 
In  due  obedience  ;  and  her  beauty  is 
Of  force  enough  to  pull  me  back  to  youth. 
My  son  once  sent  away,  whose  rivalship 
I  have  just  cause  to  fear,  if  power,  or  gold, 
Or  wit,  can  win  her  to  me,  she  is  mine. — 
Nephew  Ismenus,  I  have  new  intelligence. 
Your  province  is  unquiet  stilU 

Ism.  I  am  glad  on't. 

Leon.  And  so  dangerously,  that  I  must  send  the 
In  person  with  you.  [prince 

Ism.  I  am  glad  of  that  too,  sir  : 
Will  you  dispatch  us  ?  we  shall  wither  here 
For  ever. 

Leon.  You  shall  be  dispatch'd  within 
This  hour  :  Lencippus,  never  wonder,  nor  ask ; 
It  must  be  thus.— Lady,  I  ask  your  pardon, 
Whose  virtue  I  have  slubber'd  with  my  tongue ; 
And  you  shall  ever  be 
Chaste  in  my  memory  hereafter ;  but 
We  old  men  often  dote.     To  make  amends 
For  my  great  fault,  receive  that  ring !  I'm  sorry  for 
Your  grief ;  may  it  soon  leave  you  ! — Come,  my 

lords; 
Let  us  be  gone.  lExeunt. 

Baeha.  Heaven  bless  your  grace  I — One  that 
But  so  much  modesty  left  as  to  blush,  [had 

Or  shrink  a  little  at  his  first  encounter, 
Had  been  undone  I  where  I  ceme  o£f  with  honour, 
And  gain  too  :  They  that  never  would  be  track'd 
In  any  course,  by  the  most  subtle  sense. 
Must  bear  it  through  with  frontless  impudence. 

lExit. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Hoom  in  the  Palace, 
Enter  Dorialus,  Aosnor,  and  Nisin. 

Dor.  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  strange  piece  of  jus- 
To  put  the  wretched  dwarf  to  death  because  [tice, 
She  doated  on  him :  Is  she  not  a  woman. 
And  subject  to  those  mad  figaries  her  whole  sex 
Is  infected  with  ?  Had  she  loved  you,  or  you, 
Or  I,  or  sll  on's  (as  indeed  the  more 
The  merrier  still  with  them)  must  we  therefore 
Have  our  heads  pared  with  a  hatchet  ?  So  she  may 
All  the  nobility  out  o'  th'  dukedom  in  [love 

A  month,  and  let  the  rascals  in. 

Nisut.  You  will  not,  or  you  do  not^  see  the 
That  makes  this  just  to  the  world  ?  [need 

Dor.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  would  be  loth  to  feel  it : 
But,  the  best  is,  she  loves  not  proper  men  ; 
We  three  were  in  wise  cases  else.    But  make  me 
This  need.  [know 

NistAs.  Why,  yes :  He  being  ta'en  away. 
This  base  incontinence  dies  presently, 
And  she  must  see  her  shame  and  sorrow  for  it. 

Dor,.  Pray  God  she  do  1  But  was  the  sprat  be- 
headed? 


Or  did  they  swing  him  about  like  a  chicken,  ssd 
So  break  his  neck  ? 

Agen.  Yes,  he  was  beheaded, 
And  a  solemn  justice  made  of  it. 

Dor.  Thst  might  have  been  deducted. 

Age.  Why,  how  would  you  have  had  him  die  ? 

Dor.  'Faith,  I  would  have  had  him  roasted  like 
a  warden, 
In  a  brown  paper,  and  no  more  talk  on't ;  or 
A  feather  stuck  in's  head  like  a  quail ;  or  haog'd 

him 
In  a  dog-collar :  What,  should  he  be  beheaded  ? 
We  shall  have  it  grow  so  base  shortly,  gcntkmen 
Will  be  out  of  love  with  it. 

Nisus.  I  wonder  from  whence  this  [race]  of  the 
dwarfs  first  sprung  ? 

Dor.  From  an  old  lecherous  pair  of  breeches, 
that  lay  upon  a  wench  to  keep  her  warm ;  for  rer. 
tainly  they  are  no  man's  work ;  and  I  am  sore  a 
monkey  would  get  one  of  the  guard  to  this  fellow ! 
He  was  no  bigger  than  a  small  portmanteau,  and 
much  about  that  making,  if 't  had  legs. 

Age.   But,  gentlemen,  what  say  you  to  tbe 
prince  ? 

Nisus.  Ay,  concerning  bis  bdng  aeat  I  kziow 
not  whither. 
•     Dor,  Why,  then,  he  will  come  home  I  knor 

not  when. 
You  shall  pardon  me ;  I  will  talk  no  more 
Of  this  subject,  but  say,  Gods  be  with  him, 
Where'er  he  is,  and  send  him  well  home  again  1 
For  why  he  is  gone,  or  when  he  will  return. 
Let  them  know  that  directed  him  1     Only  this, 
There's  mad  moriscoes  in  the  state ; 
But  what  they  are,  I'll  tell  yon  when  I  know. 
Come,  let's  go,  hear  all,  and  say  nothing ! 

Age.  Content.  iExa»L 

SCENE  TV,-^Another  in  the  same. 
Enter  Timahtub  and  TcLAMOir. 

Tel.  Timantoa,  is  the  duke  ready  yet  ? 

Tim.  Almost. 

Tel.  What  ails  him  ? 

Tim.  'Faith,  I  know  not ;  I  think  he  has  dresai'd 
he's  but  eighteen ;  has  been  worse  since  he  lent 
you  forth  fiir  the  frizzling  iron. 

Tel.  That  cannot  be  ;  he  lay  in  gloves  all  niebt, 
and  this  morning  I  brought  him  a  new  peniwif^* 
with  a  lock  at  it,  and  Imocked  mp  a  swing  ia'f 
chamber. 

Tim.  Oh,  but  since,  his  tailor  came,  and  the; 
have  fallen  out  about  the  fiuhion  on's  clothes ;  sm 
yonder's  a  fellow  come,  has  bored  a  hole  in's  etfj 
and  he  has  bespake  a  vaulting-horse.  You  «hj 
see  him  come  forth  presently :  He  looks  like  \^'i&- 
ter,  stuck  here  and  there  with  fresh  flowen. 

Tel.  WiU  he  not  tilt,  think  yon  ? 

Tim.  1  think  he  wiU. 

7*el.  What  does  he  mean  to  do  ? 

Tim.  I  know  not ;  but,  by  this  light,  I  thmk  he 
is  in  love !  He  would  ha'  been  diaved  but  for  me. 

Tel.  In  love  ?  with  whom  ? 

Tim,  I  could  guess,  but  you  shall  pardon  me  i 
he  will  take  me  along  with  him  some  whither. 

Tel.  I  overheard  him  ask  your  opinion  of  soa»- 
body's  beauty. 

Tim,  Yes;  there  it  goes,  that  makes  him  f^ 
youthful.  And  he  has  lud  by  his  crutch,  and  halo 
now  with  a  leading  staff. 
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SMerhmmnm,  9vUh  aSta^anda  Looking^lau, 

Leon.  Tlmantos! 

Tim.  Sir. 

Letm.  This  feather  is  not  large  enough. 

Tim.  Yes,  'faith,  'tis  such  an  one  as  the  rest  of 
the  yoQDg  gallants  wear. 

Letm.  Telamon,  does  it  do  well  ? 

TeL  Sir,  it  becomes  you,  or  yon  become  it,  the 
FueKest 

Leon,  Away  I  dost  think  so  ? 

7W.  Think,  sir  ?  I  know  it.— Sir,  the  princess 
ii  put  all  hope  of  life  since  the  dwarf  was  pat  to 
death. 

Lefm.  Let  her  be  so ;  I  have  other  matters  in 
haad.  But  this  same  tailor  angers  me ;  he  has 
mde  my  doublet  so  wide  !  And  see^  the  knave 
hss  pat  DO  points  at  my  arm ! 

Tim.  Those  will  be  pat-to  quickly,  sir,  upon 
my  occasion. 

/.eon.  Telamon, 
Have  yon  bid  the  dancer  oome  a-momings  ? 

Tei.  Yes,  sir. 

Lem.  Timantas,  let  me  see  the  glass  again ; 
Look  yoo  how  careless  you  are  grown !  is  &is  tooth 
WeH  put  in  ? 

7^.  Which,  sir  ? 

ieotu  This,  sir. 

Tim.  It  shall  be. 

Td.  Methinks  that  tooth  should  put  him  in  mind 
oq's  years !  and  Timantas  stands,  as  if  (seeing  the 
(hike  in  such  a  youthful  habit)  he  were  looking  in 
kis  mouth  how  old  he  were. 

Lem.  So,  so  ! 

Td.  Will  yon  have  your  gown,  sir  ? 

Lem.  My  gown  ? 
^hy,  am  1  sick  ?  Bring  me  my  sword  I  let  a  couple 
Of  the  great  horses  be  brought  out  for  us. 

{Exit  Tklauok. 

Tm.  He'll  kiU  himself.— Why,  wiU  you  ride, 

Uon.  Ride  ?  [sir  ? 

Dost  thou  think  I  cannot  ride  ? 

Tim.  Oh,  yes,  sir,  I  know  it :  But,  as  I  conceive 
your  journey,  you  would  have  it  private ;  and  then 
yn  were  better  take  a  coach. 

/•eon.  These  coaches  make  me  sick :  Yet,  'tis  no 
matter; 
Let  it  be  so. 

Enter  Tklamon,  with  a  noord. 

Td.  Sir,  here's  your  sword. 

l^vn.  Oh,  well  said ;  let  me  see  it !     I  could, 

methinks —  lEndeavourg  to  draw  it. 

^,  Telamon,  bring  me  another  1  what^  think'st 

thou 
m  wear  a  sword  in  vain  ? 

Ttl.  He  has  not  strength  enough  to  draw  it. 
^  yoke  of  fleas  tied  to  a  hair  would  have  drawn 
it—'Tis  oat,  sir,  now ;  the  scabbard  is  broke. 

Xrftta.  Oh,  put  it  up  again,  and  on  with  it ! 
Metfainka,  I  am  not  dress'd  till  I  feel  my  swoid  on. 
^elamoo,  if  any  of  my  council  ask  for  me, 
Say  I  am  gone  to  take  the  air.  lEsiL 

Tim.  He  has  not 
Bc«a  dress'd  this  twenty  years  thus.     If  this  vein 
Hold  but  a  week,  he'll  learn  to  pky  o'  th'  base-viol, 
Aadiingtot:  He's  poetical  already ; 
|or  1  have  spied  a  sonnet  of  his  making 
Lie  by  his  bed's  side:  Til  be  so  unmannerly 
To  read  it  lExeufU. 


SCENE  \.^The  Apartment  of  the  Princess. 

HYDASPB8  dUcovered  in  a  bed,  Clrophila  and  Hano 

attending. 

Hid,  He's  dead,  he's  dead,  and  I  am  following ! 
Cteo.  Ask  Cupid  mercy,  madam  ! 
Hid,  Oh,  my  heart! 
Cleo.  Help! 
Hero.  Stir  her  1 
Hid.  Oh.  oh ! 

Cko.   She's  going;  mretched  women  that  we 
are  I 
Look  to  her,  and  I'U  pray  the  whil&       [.She  kneel*. 

Hero,  Why,  madam 

Cleo.  Cupid,  pardon  what  is  past, 

And  forgive  our  sins  at  last ; 

Then  we  will  be  coy  no  more, 

But  thy  deity  adore : 

Troths  at  fifteen  we  will  plight, 

And  will  tread  a  dance  at  night, 

In  the  fields,  or  by  the  fire, 

With  the  youths  that  have  desire — 
How  does  she  yet  ? 
Hero,  Oh,  ill ! 
Cleo,  Given  ear-rings  we  will  wear, 

Bracelets  of  our  lovers'  hair^ 

Which  they  on  our  arms  shall  twist, 

With  their  names  carved  on  our  wrist ; 

AH  the  money  that  we  owe 

We  in  tokens  will  bestow ; 

And  learn  to  write,  that,  when  'tis  sent, 

Only  our  loves  know  what  is  meant 

Oh,  then  pardon  what  is  past, 

And  forgive  our  sins  at  laist ! 
What,  mends  she  ? 

Hero,  Nothing ;  you  do  it  not  wantonly ;  you 

Cleo.  Why [should  sing. 

Hero.  Leave,  leave !  'tis  now  too  late :  She  is 
Her  last  is  breathed.  [dead, 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do  ? 
Hero.  Go  run. 
And  tell  the  duke  ;  and,  whilst,  I'll  close  her  eyes. 

lExit  CLaopHULA. 

Thus  I  shut  thy  faded  light. 

And  put  it  in  eternal  night. 

Where  is  she  can  boldly  say, 

Though  she  be  as  fresh  as  May, 

She  shall  not  by  this  corpse  be  laid, 

Ere  to-morrow's  light  do  fade  ? 

Let  us  all  now  living  be 

Warn'd  by  thy  strict  chastity, 

And  marry  all  fast  as  we  can ! 

Till  then  we  keep  a  piece  of  man 

Wrongfully  from  them  that  owe  it : 

Soon  may  every  maid  bestow  it.  iExeunt, 


SCENE  yi.—  The  House  of  B  ACM  A. 

Enter  Bacha  and  her  Maid. 

Baeha.  Who  is  it  ? 

Maid,  Forsooth  there's  a  gallant  coach  at  the 
door,  and  the  brave  old  man  in't,  that  you  said  was 
the  duke. 

Bacha.  Cupid,  grant  he  may  be  taken ! 

Maid,  He's  coming  up,  and  looks  the  swagger- 
ing'st,  and  has  such  glorious  clothes ! 

Bacha.  Let  all  the  house  seem  sad,  and  see  all 
handsome ! 
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Enter  Lsoimus  and  TnrAimm. 

Leon.  Kajf  widow,  fly  not  back ;  we  come  not 
To  chide ;  stand  up,  and  bid  me  welcome.      [now 

Bacha,  To  a  poor  widow's  house,  that  knows 
no  end 
Of  her  ill  fortune,  your  highness  is  most  welcome. 

Leon,    Come,  kiss  me  then !  this  is  but  man- 
ners, widow : 
Ne'er  fling  your  head  aside  !  I  have  more  cause 
Of  grief  than  you ;  my  daughter's  dead :  But  whatl 
'Tis  nothing. — Is  the  rough  French  horse  brought 

to  th'  door  ? 
They  say  he's  a  high  goer ;  I  shall  soon  try  his 
mettle. 

Tim,  He  will  be,  sir,  and  the  grey  Barbary; 
they're  fiery  both. 

Leon,  They  are  the  better ; 
Before  the  gods,  I  am  lightsome,  very  lightsome ! 
How  dost  &0U  like  me,  widow  } 

Bacha,  As  a  person 
In  whom  all  graces  are. 

Leon,  Come,  come,  you  flatter  ! 
I'll  dap  your  cheek  for  that ;  and  you  shall  not 
Be  angry.     Hast  no  music  ?    Now  could  I  cut 
Three  times  with  ease,  and  do  a  cross  point,  should 
Shame  all  your  gallants  ! 

Bacha,  I  do  believe  you ; — and  yourself  too : 
Lord  what  a  fine  old  zany  my  love  has  made  him  I 
He*s  mine,  I'm  sure :  Heaven  make  me  thankful 
for  him  1  {Aiide. 

Leon.  Tell  me  how  old  thou  art,  my  pretty 
sweetheart  ? 

Tim,  Your  Grace  will  not  buy  her  I  she  may 
trip,  sir ! 

Bacha,  My  sorrow  shews  me  elder  than  I  am 
By  many  years. 

Leon,  Thou  art  so  witty  I  must  kiss  again. 

T^tm.  Indeed  her  age  lies  not  in  her  mouth ; 
Ne'er  look  it  there,  sir :  She  has  a  better  register, 
If  it  be  not  burnt. 

Leon,  I  will  kiss  thee ; — I  am  a-fire,  Timantus  ! 

Tim.  Can  yon  chnse,  sir,  having  such  heavenly 
Before  you?  [fire 

Leon,  Widow,  guess  why  I  come;  I  pr']rthee  do. 

Bacha,  I  cannot,  sir,  unless  you  be  pleased  to 
make 
A  mirth  out  of  my  rudeness ;  and  that  I  hope 
Your  pity  will  not  let  you,  the  subject  ia 
So  barren. — Bite,  king,  bite  1  I'll  let  you  play  a 
while.  iAtide. 

Leon.  Now,  as  I  am  an  honest  man,  I'll  tell 
thee  truly. — 
How  many  foot  did  I  jump  yesterday, 
Timantus  ? 

Tim.  Four^n  of  your  own,  and  some 
Three  fingers. 

Bacha,  This  fellow  lies  as  lightly,  iA$ide. 

As  if  he  were  in  cut  taffata : 
Alas,  good  almanack,  get  thee  to  bed, 
And  tell  what  weather  we  shall  have  to-morrow  ! 

Leon.  Widow,  I'm  come,  in  short,  to  be  a  suitor. 

Bacha,  For  whom  ? 

Leon,  Wby,  by  my  troth,  I  come  to  woo  thee, 
wendi. 


And  win  thee  for  myself:  Nay,  look  upon  me  1 
I  have  about  me  that  will  do  it. 

Bacha.  Now  Heaven  defend  me !    Your  whore? 
[You]  shall  never — I  thank  the  gods,  I  have 
A  little  left  me  to  keep  me  warm  and  honest: 
If  your  grace  take  not  that,  I  seek  no  more. 

Leon,  I  am  so  fiv  from  taking  aaytiiing, 
III  add  unto  thee. 

Bacha.  Such  additions  may 
Be  for  your  ease,  sir,  not  my  honesty ; 
I'm  weU  in  being  single ;  good  sir,  seek  another; 
I  am  no  meat  for  money. 

Leon.  Shall  I  fight  for  thee? 
This  sword  shall  cut  his  throat  that  dares  lay  daim 
But  to  a  finger  of  thee,  but  to  a  look ; 
I  would  see  such  a  fellow ! 

Bacha,  It  would  be  Uf^ 

But  a  cold  sight  to  you !  This  is  the  father  of 
St  George  a-footback;     Can  such  dry  mummy 
talk? 

Tim.  Before  the  gods,  your  Grace  looks  like 
^neas. 

Baeha.  He  looks  like  his  old  father  upon  his 
back, 
Crying  to  get  aboard.  [Aiidt. 

Leon.  How  shall  I  win  thy  love  ?   I  pray  thee 
tell  me. 
I'll  marry  thee,  if  thou  dearest  that : 
That  is  an  honest  course,  (I  am  in  good  esmcst) 
And  presently  within  this  hour  (I  am  mad  for 

thee:) 
Pr'ythee  deny  me  not ;  for,  as  I  live, 
I'll  pine  for  tiiee,  but  I  will  have  thee ! 

Baeha,  Now  he  is  in  the  toil,  I'll  hold  him  Cut 

{Atiii. 

Tim.  You  do  not  know  what  'tis  to  be  a  queen : 
Go  to  ;  you're  made  t  Else  what  the  old  man  6dlfl 

short  of, 
There's  others  can  eke  out,  when  you  please  to 
call  on  'em. 

Baeha.  I  understand  you  not. — Love,  I  tdore 
thee!— 
Sir,  on  my  knees  I  give  yon  hearty  thanks, 
For  so  much  honouring  your  humble  handmaid 
Above  her  birth,  far  more  her  weak  deserving. 
I  dare  not  trust  the  envious  tongues  of  all 
That  must  repine  at  my  unworthy  rising ; 
Beside,  you  have  many  fair  ones  in  your  kin^nu 
Bom  to  such  worth  :  Oh,  turn  youraelf  about, 
And  make  a  noble  choice ! 

Leon.  If  I  do,  let  me  fsunish !    I  will  have  thee, 
Or  break  up  house  and  board  here. 

Baeha.  Sir,  you  may 
Command  an  unwilling  woman  to  obey  you : 
But  Heaven  knows 

Leon.  No  more ! 
These  half-a-dozen  kisses,  and  this  jewd, 
And  everytiiing  I  have,  and  away  with  me. 
And  clap  it  up ;  and  have  a  boy  by  morning !" 
Timantus,  let  one  be  sent 
Post  for  my  son  again ;  and  for  Ismenua  I 
They  are  scarce  twenty  miles  on  their  way  yet ; 
By  that  time  we'll  be  married. 

Tim.  There  shall,  sir.  [jEmsf. 
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SCENE  l^^A  Room  in  the  PaUiee. 
Enter  Dorialus,  Aobnor,  and  Njsitb. 

Nitug.  Is  not  this  a  fine  marriage  ? 

Age,  Yef ,  yes ;  let  it  alone. 

Ihr,  Ay,  ay,  the  king  may  marry  whom  he  list. 
Let*s  talk  of  other  matters. 

Niitu.  Is  the  prince  coming  home  certainly  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes ;  he  was  sent  post  for  yesterday  : 
Let's  make  haste  !  we'll  see  how  his  new  mother- 
in-Uw  willentertun  him. 

Nhus.  Why,  well,  I  warrant  yon :  Did  you  not 
mirk  bow  hnmbly  she  carried  herself  to  us  on  her 
marrisge-day,  acknowledging  her  own  unworthi- 
nos,  and  that  she  would  be  our  servant  ? 

Dor,  But  mark  what's  done. 

Amines.  Regard  not  show. 

Age,  Oh,  God !  I  knew  her  when  I  have  been 
offered  her  to  be  brought  to  my  bed  for  five  pounds ; 
wbfther  it  could  have  been  performed  or  no,  I 
know  not. 

yitue.  Her  daughter's  a  pretty  lady. 

Dor.  Yes ;  and  having  had  but  mean  bringing 
op,  it  talks  the  prettiliest  and  innooentliest !  The 
queen  will  be  so  angry  to  hear  her  betray  her 
breeding  by  her  language  1  But  I'm  persuaded  she's 
vcO  disposed. 

Age,  1  think,  better  than  her  mother. 

Nitus,  Come,  we  stay  too  long.  IBxeunt. 


Enter  Timantus. 


SCENE  II.— 'Another  inthe  same. 
Enter  Lsuciprva  and  Isusnus. 

lim.  How  now,  man  ?  struck  dead  with  a  tale  ? 

Leue.  No,  but  with  a  truth. 

Im.  Stand  of  yourself :  Can  you  endure  blows, 
ud  shiink  at  woi^  ? 

Leve.  Thou  know'st  I  have  told  thee  alL 

I»m.  But  that  all's  nothing  to  make  you  thus ; 
Ttnir  sister  is  dead. 

Leue.  That's  much ;  but  not  the  most. 

lim.  Why,  for  the  other,  let  her  marry  and 
hang ;  'tis  np  purposed  fault  of  yours !  and  if  your 
ma  will  needs  nave  your  cast  whore,  you  shall 
thew  the  duty  of  ai  child  better  in  being  contented, 
I  ind  bidding  much  good  do  his  good  old  heart 
vitb  her,  than  in  repining  thus  at  it :  Let  her  go  ! 
-  vhat !  there  are  more  wenches,  man ;  we'll  have 
another. 

Leve.  Oh,  thou  art  vain;  thou  know'st  I  do 
not  love  her. 
What  shall  I  do  ?    I  would  my  tongue  had  led  me 
To  any  other  thing,  but  blasphemy. 
So  I  had  miss*d  commending  of  this  woman, 
Whom  I  must  reverence,  now  she  is  my  mother ! 
Mj  mi,  Ismenus,  has  wrought  all  this  ill : 
And  I  beseech  thee  to  be  wam'd  by  me. 
And  do  not  tie !    If  any  man  should  ask  thee 
But  how  thou  dost,  or  what  o'clock  'tis  now. 
Be  sure  thou  do  not  lie !     Make  no  excuse 
for  him  that  is  most  near  thee  I  never  let 
The  most  officious  falsehood  'scape  thy  tongue ! 
For  they  above  (that  are  entirely  truth) 
WQl  nuike  that  seed  which  thou  hast  sown  of  lies, 
Yield  miseries  a  thousand-fold 
Upon  thine  head,  as  they  have  done  on  mine. 


Tim,  Sir,  your  highness  is  welcome  homel  the 
duke  and  queen  will  presently  come  forth  to  you. 

Leue.  I'll  wait  on  them. 

Tim.  Worthy  Ismenus,  I  pray  you,  how  have 
you  sped  in  your  wars  ? 

Ism.  This  rogue  mocks  me ! — ^Well,  Timantus. 
Pray  how  have  you  sped  here  at  home  at  shuffle- 
board  ? 

Tim.  'Faith,  reasonable.  How  many  towns 
have  you  taken  in  this  summer  ? 

Ism.  How  many  stags  have  yon  been  at  the 
death  of  this  grass .' 

Tim.  A  number.  Pray  how  is  the  province 
settled  ? 

Jsm,  Pr'ythee  how  does  the  dun  nag  ? 

Tim.  I  think  you  mock  me,  my  lord. 

Ism.  Mock  thee  ?  Yes,  by  my  troth  do  I ;  why, 
what  wouldst  thou  Ivive  me  to  do  with  thee  ?  Art 
good  for  anything  else  ? 

Enter  LaoNTiua,  Bacha,  Dorialus,  Aosnok,  Nibus,  and 

Tjblamok. 

Leue.  My  good  Ismenus,  hold  me  by  the  wrist ; 
And  if  thou  see'st  me  fainting,  wring  me  hard. 
For  I  shall  swoon  again  else  !  iKneels. 

J^eon,  Welcome,  my  son  !     Rise.     I  did  send 
for  thee 
Back  from  the  province,  by  thy  mother's  counsel. 
Thy  good  mother  here,  who  loves  thee  well : 
She  would  not  let  me  ventiire  all  my  joy 
Amongst  my  enemies.     I  thank  thee  for  her. 
And  none  but  thee :  I  took  her  on  thy  word. 

Leue.  Pmch  harder.  [Aside  to  laMMMin. 

Leon.  And  she  shall  bid  thee  welcome.     I  have 
now 
Some  near  affairs,  but  I  will  drink  a  health 
To  thee  anon. — Come,  Telamon !    I'm  grown 
Lustier,  I  thank  thee  for  it,  since  1  married  ; 
Why,  Telamon,  I  can  stand  now  alone. 
And  never  stagger. 

lExeunt  LaoNmTS  and  Tklamoit. 

Bacha,  Welcome,  most  noble  sir,  whose  fame 
is  come 
Hither  before  you ! — Out,  alas  I  you  scorn  me. 
And  teach  me  what  to  do. 

Leue,  No ;  you  are  my  mother. 

Bacha.  Far  unworthy  of  that  name, 
God  knows  !    But  trust  me,  here  before  these  lords, 
I  am  no  more  but  nurse  unto  the  duke ; 
Nor  will  I  breed  a  faction  in  the  state  : 
It  is  too  much  for  me  that  I  am  raised 
Unto  his  bed,  and  will  remain  the  servant 
Of  you  that  did  it. 

Leue.  Madam,  I  will  serve  you 
As  shall  become  me. — [Aside.']  Oh,  dissembling 

woman  I 
Whom  I  must  reverence  though.    Take  from  thy 

quiver, 
Sure-aim'd  Apollo,  one  of  thy  swift  darts. 
Headed  with  thy  consuming  golden  beams» 
And  let  it  melt  this  body  into  mist. 
That  none  may  find  it ! 

Bacha.  Shall  I  beg,  my  lords. 
This  room  in  private  for  the  prince  and  me  ? 

iExeunt  all  but  Lsvaprvs  and  Bacha. 

Leue.  What  will  she  say  now  ? 
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JBacha.  [Aside.]  I  must  still  enjoy  him  : 
Yet  there  is  still  left  in  me  a  spark  of  woman, 
That  wishes  he  would  more  it ;  but  he  stands 
As  if  he  grew  there  with  his  eyes  on  earth. — 
Sir,  you  and  I,  when  we  were  last  together, 
Kept  not  this  distance,  as  we  were  afraid 
Of  blasting  by  ourselves. 

Leuc.  Madam,  'tis  true ; 
Heaven  pardon  it ! 

Bacha,  Amen  I  Sir,  you  may  think 
That  I  have  done  you  wrong  in  this  strange  mar- 

Leuc,  'Tis  past  now.  [riage. 

Bacha,  But  it  was  no  fault  of  mine : 
»  The  world  had  call'd  me  mad,  had  I  refused 
The  king  ;  nor  laid  I  any  train  to  catch  him, 
'Twas  your  own  oaths  that  did  it. 

Leuc,  Tis  a  truth, 
That  takes  my  sleep  away !  But  'would  to  Heaven, 
If  it  had  been  so  pleased,  you  had  refused  him. 
Though  I  had  gratified  that  courtesy 
With  having  you  myself!     But  since  'tis  thus, 
I  do  beseech  you  that  yon  will  be  honest 
From  henceforth ;  and  not  abuse  his  credulous  age. 
Which  you  may  easily  da     As  for  myself. 
What  I  can  say,  you  know,  alas,  too  well, 
Is  tied  within  me ;  here  'twill  sit  like  lead. 
But  shall  offend  no  other ;  it  will  pluck  me 
Back  from  my  entrance  into  any  mirth, 
As  if  a  servant  came,  and  whisper'd  with  me 
Of  some  friend's  death :  But  I  will  bear  myself, 
To  you,  with  all  the  due  obedience 
A  son  owes  to  his  mother :  More  than  this 
Is  not  in  me,  but  I  must  leave  the  rest 
To  the  just  gods,  who,  in  their  blessed  time. 
When  they  have  given  me  punishment  enough 
For  my  rash  sin,  will  mercifully  find 
As  unexpected  means  to  ease  my  grief. 
As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 

Bacha.  Grown  so  godly  ?  [Aiide. 

Tliis  must  not  be.-*— And  1  will  be  to  you 
No  other  than  a  natural  mother  ought ; 
And  for  my  honesty,  so  you  will  swear 
Never  to  urge  me,  I  shall  keep  it  safe 
From  any  other. 

Leuc,  Bless  me !     I  should  urge  you  ? 

Bacha,  Nay,  but  swear  then  that  I  may  be  at 
For  I  do  feel  a  weakness  in  myself,  [peace  1 

That  can  deny  you  nothing :  If  you  tempt  me, 
1  shall  embrace  sin  as  it  were  a  friend. 
And  run  to  meet  it. 

Leuc,  If  you  knew  how  far 
It  were  from  me,  you  would  not  urge  an  oath  ; 
But  for  your  satisfaction,  when  I  tempt  you 

Bacha,  Swear  not I  cannot  move  him.  [Atide^ 

—This  sad  talk. 
Of  things  past  help,  does  not  become  us  well : 
Shall  I  send  one  for  my  musicians,  and  we'll  dance  ? 

Leuc,  Dance,  madam  ? 

Bacha.  Yes,  a  iavalia. 

Leuc.  I  cannot  dance,  madam. 

Bacha,  Then  let's  be  merry  ! 

Leuc,  I  am  as  my  fortunes  bid  me  : 
Do  not  you  see  me  sour  ? 

Bacha.  Yes. 
And  why  think  you  I  smile  ? 

Leuc,  I  am  so  far 
From  any  joy  myself,  I  cannot  fancy 
A  cause  of  mirth. 

Bacha,  I'll  tell  yon ;  we're  alone. 

Leuo,  Alone? 


Bacha,  Yes. 

Letus.  'Tis  true ;  what  then  ? 

Bacha.  What  then?  you  make  my  smiling  now 
Break  into  laughter  1    What  think  yoa  is 
To  be  done  then  ? 

Leuc,  We  should  pray  to  Heaven 
For  mercy. 

Bacha,  Pray  ?  that  were  a  way  indeed 
To  pass  the  time !    But  I  will  make  you  blush. 
To  see  a  bashful  woman  teach  a  man 
What  we  should  do  alone ;  try  again 
If  you  can  find  it  out. 

Leuc,  I  dare  not  think 
I  understand  you ! 

Bacha,  I  must  teach  yon  thm : 
Come,  kiss  me. 

Leuc,  Kiss  yon  ? 

Bacha,  Yes :  be  not  ashamed 
You  did  it  not  yourself;  I  will  fbrgire  yon. 

Leuc,  Keep,  you  displeased  gods,  the  doe  respect 
I  ought  to  bear  unto  this  wicked  woman. 
As  she  is  now  my  mother,  fast  within  me, 
Lest  I  add  sins  to  tins,  till  no  repentsmoe 
W^ill  cure  me. 

Bacha,  Leave  these  melancholy  moods. 
That  I  may  swear  thee  welcome  on  thy  lips 
A  thousand  times ! 

Leuc,  Pray  leave  this  wicked  talk  : 
You  do  not  know  to  what  my  father's  wrong 
May  urge  me. 

Bacha,  I  am  careless,  and  do  weigh 
The  world,  my  life,  and  all  my  after  hopes 
Nothing  without  thy  love :  Mistake  me  not ; 
Thy  love,  as  I  have  had  it,  free  and  open 
As  wedlock  is,  within  itsdf :  What  say  you? 

Leuc.  Nothing. 

Bacha,  [Kneelt."]  Pity  me!  behold  a  duchess 
Kneels  for  thy  mercy ;  and  I  swear  to  yon. 
Though  I  should  lie  with  you,  it  is  no  lost ; 
For  it  desires  no  change  ;  I  could  vrith  you 
Content  myself.     What  answer  will  yon  give  ? 

Leuc,  They  that  can  answer  must  be  less  amixed 
Than  I  am  now  !    Yon  ses  my  tesra  ddiver 
My  meaning  to  you. 

Bacha,  Shall  I  be  oontemn*d  ? 
Thou  art  a  beast,  worse  than  a  savage  besst. 
To  let  a  lady  kneel,  to  beg  that  thing 
Which  a  right  man  would  offer. 

Leuc.  'Tis  your  will,  Ueav'n  ; 
But  let  me  bear  me  like  myself. 
However  she  does  I 

Bacha,  Were  you  made  an  eunneh. 
Since  you  went  hence  ?  Yet  they  have  more  desire 
Than  I  can  find  in  you.     How  fond  w»s  I 
To  beg  thy  love !     I'll  force  thee  to  my  will ; 
Dost  thou  not  know  that  I  can  make  the  kiog        I 
Dote  as  me  list  ?    Yield  quickly,  or  by  Heaven 
I'll  have  thee  kept  in  prison  for  my  purpose ! 
Where  I  will  males  thee  serve  my  torn,  and  hsvs 

thee 
Fed  with  such  meats  as  best  shsll  fit  my  ends, 
And  not  tby  health.— Mliy  dost  not  speak  to  me?-- 
And  when  thou  dost  displease  me,  and  art  grows 
Less  able  to  perform,  then  I  will  have  thee 
Kill'd  and  forgotten !— Are  you  stricken  dumb  I 

Leuc,  All  you  have  named,  but  making  of  me  siiri 
With  you,  you  may  command,  but  never  that, 
Say  what  you  will :  I'll  hear  you  as  becomes  sie, 
If  you  speak  ;  I  will  not  follow  your  covnsd, 
Neither  will  I  tell  ths  world,  to  yow  disgrace, 
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Bat  gire  yon  the  jnst  honour  that  is  due 
From  me  to  mj  father's  wife. 

Bacha,  Lord,  how  full 
Of  wise  formtlity  you  are  grown  of  bite ! — 
But  TOO  were  telling  me  you  could  have  wished 
That  I  had  married  you :  if  you  will  swear  so  yet, 
rii  make  away  Uie  king. 

Leuc.  You  are  a  strumpet 

Baeka.  Nay,  I  care  not 
For  all  your  raUings ;  they  will  batter  walls 
Aod  take  in  towns,  as  soon  as  trouble  me : 
Tell  Mm !    I  care  not ;  I  shall  undo  you  only, 
Which  is  no  matter. 

Leue.  I  appeal  to  you 
Still, and  forever,  that  are  and  cannot  be  other ! — 
Madam,  I  see  'tis  in  your  power  to  work 
Yoor  will  on  him ;  and  I  desire  yon 
To  lay  what  trains  yon  will  for  my  wish'd  death, 
Bat  snffer  him  to  find  his  quiet  grave 
Id  peace :  Alas,  he  never  did  you  wrong. 
And  farther,  I  beseech  you  pardon  me 
For  the  ill  word  I  gave  you ;  for  however 
Yon  may  deserve,  it  became  not  me 
To  call  you  so ;  but  passion  urges  me 
I  know  not  whither. — ^My  heart,  break  now, 
Afid  ease  me  ever ! 

Baeha.  Pray  you  get  you  hence 
^i'  yoor  goodly  humour  1    I  am  weary  of  you 
£itremely.  « 

Lene.  Trust  me,  so  am  I  of  myself  too ; 
Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave.    Gods  set  all  right ! 

lExit. 

Baeha.  Amen  !     Sir,  get  yon  gone  1— 
Am  1  denied  ?     It  does  not  trouble  me 
That  I  have  moved,  but  that  I  am  refused  : 
I  bave  lost  my  patience  !     I  will  make  him  know 
Last  is  not  love ;  for  lost  will  find  a  mate 
Wbije  there  are  men,  and  so  will  I,  and  more 
Tijan  one,  or  twenty  1 

EnUr  TiMAHTUB. 

Yonder  is  Timantus, 
A  feUow  void  of  any  worth  to  raise  himsdf. 
And  therefore  like  to  catch  at  any  evil 
THat  will  but  pluck  him  up ;  him  will  I  make 
Mine  own. — ^Timantns  1 

Tim.  Madam .' 

Baeha.  Thou  know'st  well 
Tboa  wert,  by  chance,  a  means  of  this  my  raising ; 
hm^  the  duke  to  me  ;  and,  though  'twero  but 

chance, 
I  most  reward  thee. 

Tim.  I  ahall  bend  my  service 
I'oto  your  highness. 

Baeha.  But  do  it  then  entirely,  and  in  every 
thing ; 
And  teil  me,  couldst  thou  now  think  that  thing 
TliOQ  wonldst  not  do  for  me  ? 

Tim.  No,  by  my  soul,  madam. 

Baeha.  Then  thou  art  ri^t. 
Go  to  my  kxlging,  and  I'll  follow  thee,  with  my 
instruction.  IBxit  TinAirrus. 

I  do  lee  already, 

Thia  priooe,  that  did  but  now  contemn  me,  dead  1 
Tet  will  I  never  speak  an  evil  word 
Utto  hit  father  of  him,  tiU  I  have 
^00  a  belief  I  love  him ;  but  I'U  make 
^><  virtues  his  undoing,  and  my  praises 
^  be  00  many  swords  against  his  bresst ; 
Which  once  peiiaim'd,  I'll  make  Urania, 


My  daughter,  the  king's  heir,  and  plant  my  issue 
In  this  large  throne ;  nor  shall  it  be  withstood  : 
Theyt  that  begin  in  lust,  must  end  in  blood  !  lExit. 


SCENE  III. — Another  Apartment  in  the  same. 
Enter  DoauLua,  Aocnor,  and  Nistn. 

Dor.  We  live  to  know  a  fine  time,  gentlemen. 

Nisus.  And  a  fine  duke,  that,  through  his  doting 
Suffers  himself  to  be  a  child  again,  [age, 

Under  his  wife's  tuition. 

Age,  AU  the  land 
Holds  in  that  tenure  too,  in  woman's  service : 
Sure  we  shall  learn  to  spin ! 

Dor.  No,  that's  too  honest ; 
We  shall  have  other  liberal  sciences 
Taught  us  too  soon :  Lying  and  flattering, 
Those  are  the  studies  now !  and  murder  shortly 
I  know  will  be  humanity.    Gentlemen, 
If  we  live  here  we  must  be  knaves,  beUeve  it. 

Nieus,  I  cannot  tell,  my  lord  Dorialus ; 
Though  my  own  natnro  hate  it. 
If  all  determine  to  be  knaves,  TU  try 
What  I  can  do  upon  myself,  that's  certain  : 
I  will  not  have  my  throat  cut  for  my  goodness ; 
The  virtue  will  not  quit  the  pain. 

Age,  But  pray  you  tell  me> 
Why  is  the  prince,  now  ripe  and  full  experienced, 
Not  made  a  doer  in  the  state  ? 

Nittu,  Because  he's  honest 

Enter  TraiAMTua. 

Tim.  Goodness  attend  3rour  honours  ! 

Dor.  You  must  not  be  amongst  us  then. 

Tim.  The  duchess, 
Whose  humble  servant  I  am  proud  to  be. 
Would  speak  with  you. 

Age,  Sir,  we  aro  pleased  to  wait ; 
When  is  it  ? 

Tim.  An  hour  hence,  my  good  lords ; 
And  so  I  leave  my  service.  IBxit, 

Dor.  This  is  one 
Of  her  ferrets  that  she  boults  business  out  withal : 
This  fellow,  if  he  were  well  ript,  has  all 
The  linings  of  a  knave  within  him :  How  sly  he 
looks ! 

Nisus.  Have  we  nothing  about  our  clothes  that 
May  catch  at  ?  [he 

Age,  O'  my  conscience,  there  is 
No  treason  in  my  doublet !  if  there  be, 
My  elbows  wUl  discover  it,  they're  out. 

Dor.  'Faith, 
And  all  the  harm  that  I  can  find  in  mine 
Is,  that  they  are  not  paid  for ;  let  him 
Make  what  he  can  of  that,  so*  he  discharge  that ; 
Come,  let  us  go.  lExeunt, 


SCENE  rV. — Another  in  the  same. 
Enter  Bacba,  Lsowttub,  and  Tblamon. 

Baeha.  And  you  shall  find,  sir,  what 
A  blessing  Heaven  gave  you  in  such  a  son. 

Leon,  Pray  gods  I  may  !  Let's  walk,  and  change 
our  subject. 

Baeha.  Oh,  sir,  can  anything  come  sweeter  to 
Or  strike  a  deeper  joy  into  your  heart,  [you, 

Than  your  son's  virtue  ? 

jLeon.  I  allow  his  virtues ; 
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But  'tis  not  handsome  thus  to  feed  myielf 
With  such  immoderate  praises  of  mine  own. 
B9cha»  The  subject  of  our  commendations 
Is  itself  grown  so  infinite  in  goodness. 
That  all  the  glory  we  can  lay  upon  it, 
Though  we  should  open  volumes  of  his  praises. 
Is  a  mere  modesty  in  his  expression, 
And  shews  him  lame  still,  like  an  ill-wrought  piece 
Wanting  proportion. 

Leon.  Yet  still  he  is  a  man,  and  subject  still 
To  more  inordinate  vices  than  our  love 
Can  give  him  blessings. 

Bacha.  Else  he  were  a  god ; 
Yet  ao  near,  as  he  is,  he  comes  to  Heaven, 
That  we  may  see,  so  far  as  flesh  can  point  us, 
Things  only  worthy  them ;  and  only  these 
In  all  his  actions. 
Leon.  This  is  too  much,  my  queen  I 
Bacha.  Had  the  gods  loved  me,  that  my  un. 

Had  bred  this  brave  man [worthy  womb 

Leton.  Still  you  run  wrong  1 
Bacha.  I  would  have  lived  upon  the  comfort  of 
Fed  on  his  growing  hopes  !  [him, 

Leon.  This  touches  me  1 
Bacha,  I  know  no  friends,  nor  being,  but  his 

virtues. 
l^eon.  You  have  laid  out  words  enough  upon  a 

subject 
Bacha.  But  words  cannot  express  himi  sir.  Why, 
what  a  shape 
Heaven  has  conceived  him  in !  oh,  Nature  made 

Leon,  I  wonder,  duchess [him  up- 

Bacha,  So  you  must ;  for  less  than  admiration 
Loses  this  godlike  man. 

Leoft.  Have  you  done  with  him  ? 
Bacha.  Done  with  him  ?  Oh,  good  gods, 
What  qualities  thus  pass  by  us  wit£out  reverence  1 
Leon,  I  see  no  such  perfection. 
Bacha,  Oh,  dear  sir, 
You  are  a  father,  and  those  )ojb  to  you 
Speak  in  your  heart,  not  in  your  tongue. 

Leon.  This  leaves 
A  taste  behind  it  worse  than  physic. 

Bacha.  Then 
For  all  his  wisdom,  valour,  good  fortune,  and  all 
Those  friends  of  honour,  they  are  in  him  as  free 
And  natural,  as  passions  in  a  woman. 

Leon»  Yon  make  me  blush  at  all  these  years, 
To  see  how  blindly  you  have  flung  your  praises 
Upon  a  boy,  a  very  child ;  and  worthless. 
Whilst  I  live,  of  these  honours. 
Bacha.  I  would  not  have  my  love,  sir,  make  my 
tongue 
Shew  me  so  much  a  woman,  as  to  praise 
Or  dispraise,  where  my  will  is,  without  reason. 
Or  general  allowance  of  the  people. 
Leon,  Allowance  of  the  people  ?  what  allow  they? 
Bacha.  All  I  have  said  for  truth  ;  and  they  must 
do  it, 
And  dote  upon  him,  love  him,  and  admire  him. 
Leon.  How's  that  ? 

Bacha.  For  in  his  youth  and  noble  forwardness 
All  things  are  bound  together  that  are  kingly ; 
A  fitness  to  bear  rule 
Leon,  No  more  I 
Bacha.  And  sovereignty. 
Not  made  to  know  command. 
Leon.  I  have  said,  no  more  ! 
Bacha.  I  have  done,  sir,  though  unwUling ;  and 
Leon,  I  do ;  not  a  word  more  1      [pardmi  me ! 


Bacha.  I  have  given  thee  poison  [Atidt. 

Of  more  infection  than  the  dngon'e  tooth, 
Or  the  gross  air  o'erheated. 

Enter  TiMAirrra. 

Leon,  Timantus,  when 
Saw  you  the  prince  ? 

Tim,  I  left  him,  now,  sir. 

Leon,  Tell  me  truly. 
Out  of  your  free  opinion,  without  oonrting, 
How  you  like  him. 

Tim.  How  I  like  him  ? 

Leon.  Yes; 
For  you  in  conversation  may  see  more 
Than  a  father. 

Bacha,  It  works.  [Anb\ 

Tim.  Your  grace  has  chosen  out  an  ill  obserrerJ 

Leon,  Yes,  I  mean  of  his  iU ;  yoa  talk  nghtij.' 

Tim,  But  you  take  me  wrong  I  All  I  know  b^ 
him  j 

I  dare  deliver  boldly :  He  is  the  storehouse 
And  head  of  virtue,  your  great  self  excepted, 
That  feeds  the  kingdom. 

Leon,  These  are  flatteries ! 
Speak,  me  his  vices ;  there  you  do  a  service 
Worth  a  father's  thanks.  j 

Tim,  Sir,  I  cannot. 
If  there  be  aoy,  sure  they  are  the  times,  | 

Which  I  could  wish  less  dangerous.     But  pardoil 
I  am  too  bold.  [nd 

Leon.  Yon  are  not ;  forward. 
And  open  what  these  dangers  are ! 

Tim,  Nay,  good  sir ! 

Leon.  Nay,  ML  not  off  again ;  I  will  have  all .' 

Tim,  Alas,  sir,  what  am  1, 3^11  should  believe 
My  eyes  or  ears  so  subtie  to  observe 
Faults  in  a  state  ?  all  my  main  business 
Is  service  to  your  grace,  and  necessaries 
For  my  poor  life. 

Leon,  Do  not  displease  me,  surrah  ! 
But  that  you  know  tell  me,  and  presentiy. 

Tim.  Since  your  grace  will  have  it, 
I'll  speak  it  freely ;  always  my  obedience 
And  love  preserved  unto  the  prince. 

Leon,  Pr'ythee  to  the  matter ! 

Tim.  For,  sir,  if  you  consider 
How  like  a  sun  in  all  his  great  employments, 
How  full  of  heat 

Leon.  Make  me  understand 
What  I  desire ! 

Tim,  And  then  at  his  return ■ 

Leon,  Do  not  anger  me ! 

Tim,  Then  thus,  sir :  All  mislike  yon, 
As  they  would  do  the  gods,  if  they  did  dwell  «i 

Leon,  What?  [Vn 

Tim.  Talk  and  prate,  as  their  ignoFsnt 
Without  allegiance  or  religion.  [lead  'odJ 

For  Heaven's  sake,  have  a  care  of  your  own  poson  j 
I  cannot  tell ;  their  wickedness  may  lead 
Further  than  I  dare  think  yet. 

Leon„  Oh,  base  people ! 

TUn.  Yet  the  prince. 
For  whom  this  is  pretended,  may  persuade  'em, 
And  no  doubt  will  s  Virtue  is  ever  watchful ; 
But  be  you  still  secured  and  comforted  I 

Leon.  Heaven !  how  have  I  offeiuled,  that  this 
So  heavy  and  unnatural,  should  Jhll  npon  me  [rod 
When  I  am  old  and  helpless? 

Ttff^  Breve  gentleman  1 
That  such  a  madding  love  should  follow  thee. 
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To  rob  thee  of  a  father !  All  the  court 
Is  foil  of  daogeroiu  whispers. 

Leon.  IperoeiYeit; 
And,  'spite  of  all  their  strezigthsy  will  make  my 

safety  1 
111  cot  him  shorter — ^I'll  cat  him  shorter  first, 
Then  let  him  rule. 

Bacha.  What  a  foul  age  is  tUs, 
I  When  virtue's  made  a  sword  to  suiite  the  Tirtuons  ? 
Alas,  alas ! 

Lfm,  rii  teach  him  to  fly  lower. 

Tto.  By  no  means,  sir ;  rather  make  more  your 
And  hold  your  laTonr  to  him  :  For  *tis  now  [lo?e, 
impossible  to  Toke  him,  if  his  thoughts 
^As  I  must  ne  er  beliere)  run  with  their  rages 
(He  ever  was  so  innocent).    But  what  reason 
His  grace  has  to  withdraw  his  love  from  me, 
And  other  good  men  that  are  near  your  person^ 
,  I  cannot  yet  find  out ;  I  know  my  duty 
Hu  ever  been  attending. 

Leon,  'Tb  too  plain 
He  means  to  play  the  villain ;  I'll  prerent  him. 
Not  a  word  more  of  this ;  be  prifate  1  IBxU, 

Tim,  Madam,  'tis  done. 

Baeha.  He  cannot  escape  me.  Have  you  spoken 
The  noblemen  ?  [with 

7^.  Yes,  madam ;  they  are  here. 
I  wiit  a  further  service. 

Bteha.  Till  you  see  the  prince, 
Ton  need  no  more  instructions. 

Tim.  No;  I  have  it!  lEjfiL 

Bacha.  That  fool,  that  willingly  provokes  a  wo- 
Has  nude  himself  another  evil  angel,  [man, 

Aod  a  new  hell,  to  which  all  other  torments 
Are  but  mere  pastime. — 

Enter  DoiiiAi.c8,  Nnos,  and  Aoxnoa. 

Now,  my  noble  lords, 
Yon  must  ezcuae  me,  that  unmannerly 
We  have  broke  your  private  business. 

'^ge.  Your  good  grace 
May  command  us,  and  that 

Beeha.  'Faith,  my  lord  Agenor, 
It  is  80  good  a  canse,  I  am  confident 
Ton  cannot  lose  by  it. 

Dor.  Which  way  does  she  fish  now  ?        lAeide. 
Tbf  defil'a  but  a  fool  to  a  right  woman. 

Xttut.  Madam,  we  must  needs  win  in  doing 
To  sQch  a  gracious  lady.  [service 

Baeha.  I  thank  you,  and  wUl  let  you  know  the 
business^ 


So  I  may  have  your  helps :  Never  be  doubtful. 
For  'tis  so  just  a  cause,  and  will  to  you 
Upon  the  knowledge  seem  so  honourable. 
That  I  assure  myself  your  willing  hearts 
Will  straight  be  for  me  in  it. 

jige.  If  she  should  prove  good  now,  what  were 
it  like  ? 

Dor.  Thunder  in  January,  or  a  good  woman ; 
that's  stranger  than  all  the  monsters  in  Afric. 

Baeha.  It  shall  not  need  your  wonder ;  this  it  is : 
The  duke  yon  know  is  old,  and  rather  subject 
To  ease  and  prayers  now,  than  all  those  troubles. 
Cares,  and  continual  watchings,  that  attend 
A  kingdom's  safety :  Therefore,  to  prevent 
The  fall  of  such  a  flourishing  estate 
As  this  has  been,  and  to  put  off 
The  murmur  of  the  people,  that  encrease 
Against  my  government,  which  the  gods  know 
I  only  feel  the  trouble  of,  I  present 
The  prince  unto  your  loves,  a  gentleman 
In  whom  all  excellencies  are  knit  together, 
All  pieces  of  a  true  man :  Let  your  prayers 
Win  from  the  duke  half  his  vexation. 
That  he  may  undertake  it,  whose  discretion 
I  must  con&s,  though  it  be  from  a  father, 
Yet  now  is  stronger,  and  more  apt  to  govern. 
'Tis  not  my  own  desire,  but  all  the  land's  ; 
J  know  the  weakness  of  it. 

Niaut.  Madam,  this  noble  care  and  love  has 
won  us 
For  ever  to  your  loves  :  We'll  to  the  king ; 
And  since  your  grace  has  put  it  in  our  mouths. 
We'll  win  him  with  the  cunning'st  words  we  can. 

Dor.  [Aside. "^  I  was  never  oozen'd  in  a  woman 
before,  for  commonly  they  are  like  apples :  If  once 
they  bruise,  they  will  grow  rotten  through,  and 
serve  for  nothing  but  to  assuage  swellings. 

Baeha,  Good  lords. 
Delay  no  time,  since  it  is  your  good  pleasures. 
To  think  my  counsel  good  !  and  by  no  means 
Let  the  prince  know  it,  whose  affections 
Will  stir  mainly  against  it ;  besides,  his  father 
May  hold  him  dangerous,  if  it  be  not  carried 
So  that  his  forward  will  appear  not  in  it. 
Go,  and  he  happy  1 

Dot.  Well,  I  would  not  be  chronicled  as  thou 
wUt  be  for  a  good  woman,  for  all  the  world. 

Niaut.  Madam,  we  kiss  your  hand;  and  so  in- 
spired, 
Nothing  but  happiness  can  crown  our  prayers. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  l^—An  Apartment  in  the  Paiaee. 
Enter  LMoarm  and  IsicsinTS. 

t^eve.  Thus  she  has  used  me:  Is't  not  a  good 

Itm.  Why  IdU'd  you  her  not  f  [mother  ? 

I^fve.  The  gods  forbid  it ! 

/<m.  'Slight,  if  all  the  women  in  the  world  were 
^^n^,  she  had  died  ! 

Uuc.  But  'tis  not  reason  directs  thee  thus. 

Im.  Then  l^e  I  none  at  all ;  for  all  I  have  in 
OK  directs  me.    Your  father's  in  a  pretty  rage. 

i*«c.  Why? 

/m.  Nay,  'tis  well  if  he  know  himself:    But 


some  of  the  nobility  have  delivered  a  petition  to 
him  ;  what  is  in' 1 1  know  not ;  but  it  has  put  him 
to  his  trumps :  He  has  taken  a  month's  time  to 
answer  it,  and  chafes  like  himself. 

Enter  Lsommm,  Bacha,  and  Tmulhoh. 

Leuc.  He's  here,  Ismenus. 
Leon.  Set  me  down,  Telamon  !— Leucippus ! 
Leuc.  Sir. 

Bacha,  Nay,  good  sir,  be  at  peace !   I  dare 
swear 
He  knew  not  of  it 
Leon,  You  are  foolish ;  peace  I 
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Bacha,  All  will  go  ill !  Deny  it  boldly,  sir ; 
Trust  me,  he  cannot  prove  it  by  you. 

Lew.  Whht} 

Baska,  You'll  make  all  worae  too  with  your 

Leue,  What  is  the  matter  ?  [facing  it. 

Leon»  Know'st  thou  that  petition  ? 
Look  on  it  well  I  Would'st  thou  be  join'd  with  me  ? 
Unnatural  child  !  to  be  weary  of  me. 
Ere  Fate  esteem  me  fit  for  other  worlds  I 

Bacha,  May  be  he  knows  not  of  it. 

Leue.  Oh,  strange  carriages ! 
Sir,  as  I  hare  hope  that  there  is  anything 
To  reward  doing  well,  my  usages, 
Which  have  be^ — but  it  is  no  matter  what— 
Have  put  me  so  far  firom  the  thought  of  greatness, 
That  I  should  welcome  it  like  a  disease 
That  grew  upon  me,  and  I  could  not  cure. 
They  are  my  enemies  that  gave  you  this  ; 
And  yet  they  call  me  friend,  and  are  themselves, 
I  fear,  abus^.    I  am  weary  of  my  life  ; 
For  God's  sake  take  it  from  me  !  it  creates 
More  mischief  in  the  state  than  it  is  worth. 
The  usage  I  have  had,  I  know,  would  make 
Wisdom  herself  run  fi«ntic  through  the  streets, 
And  Patience  quarrel  with  her  shadow.     Sir, 
This  sword 

Bacha.  Alas  !  help,  for  the  love  of  Heaven  ! 
Make  a  way  through  me  first ;  for  he  is  your  father. 

Leon.  What,  would  he  kill  me  ? 

Bacha.  No,  dr,  no. 

Leon.  Thou  always  mak'st  the  best  on*t ;  but  I 
fear — 

Leue.  Why  do  yon  use  me  thus  ?  Who  is't  can 
That  I  would  kill  my  father,  that  can  yet      [think 
Forbear  to  kill  you  ? — Here,  sir,  is  my  sword ; 
I  dare  not  touch  it  lest  she  say  again 
I  would  have  kill'd  you.     Let  me  not  have  mercy 
When  I  most  need  it,  if  I  would  not  change 
Plaoe  with  my  meanest  servant ! — Let  these  faults 

lApart  to  Bacba. 

Be  mended,  madam  !  if  you  saw  how  ill 

They  did  become  you,  you  would  part  with  them. 

Bacha.  I  told  the  duke  as  much  before. 

Lexio.  What?  what  did  you  tell  him  ? 

Bacha.  That  it  was  only  an  ambition, 
Nursed  in  you  by  your  youth,  provoked  you  thus, 
Which  age  would  take  away. 

Leon.  It  was  his  doing  then? — Come  hither, 

Bacha.  No,  indeed,  sir.  [love  I 

Leue.  How  am  I  made,  that  I  can  bear  all  this  ? 
If  any  one  had  used  a  Mend  of  mine 
Near  this,  my  hand  had  carried  death  about  it. 

Leon.  Lead  me  hence,  Telamon  1  Come,  my 
I  shall  find  time  for  this.  [dear  Bacha  ! 

Ism,  Madam,  you  know  I  dare  not  speak  before 
The  king ;  but  you  know  well,  (if  not,  I'll  tell  you) 
You're  the  most  wicked,  and  most  murderous 
That  ever  was  call'd  woman !  [strumpet, 

Bacha.  My  lord. 
What  I  can  do  for  him,  he  shall  command  me. 

Leon.  1  know  thou  art  too  kind :  Away,  I  say  ! 

iExeunt  Lbomtiub,  Bacra,  Timaiitub,  and  Tslamon. 

lam.  Sir,  I  am  sure  we  dream  :  this  cannot  be. 
Leue.  Oh,  that  we  did !     My  wickedness  has 
brought 
AJl  this  to  pass,  else  I  should  bear  myself. 

[FaANiA  patia  over  the  Stage, 
lam.  Look !  do  you  see  who's  there  t  your  vir. 
tuous  mother's  issue:  Kill  her  yet!  take  some 
little  pidling  revenge. 


Leue.  Away  I 
The  whole  court  calls  her  virtuoos ;  for  they  ssj 
She  is  unlike  her  mother ;  and  if  so. 
She  can  have  no  vice. 

lam.  I'll  trust  none  of  *em 
That  come  of  such  a  breed. 

Leuo.  But  I  have  found 
A  kind  of  love  in  her  to  me.    Alas ! 
Think  of  her  death !  I  dare  be  sworn  for  her. 
She  is  as  free  from  any  hate  to  me 
As  her  bad  mother's  fiill.     She  was  Introght  wp 
r  th'  country,  as  her  tongue  will  let  yon  know, 
If  you  but  talk  with  her,  with  a  poor  uncle. 
Such  as  her  mother  had. 

Bnter  UaAinA. 

lam.  She's  come  again. 

Ura,  1  would  fen  speak  to  the  good  mannns. 
If  I  but  thought  he  could  abaid  me.    [my  brooiff, 

Leue.  Sister,  how  do  you  ? 

Ura.  Very  well,  I  thank  you. 

lam.  How  does  your  good  mother  ? 

Leue,  Fy,  fy,  Ismenus  ! 
For  shame  I  mock  such  an  innocent  aool  at  thii? 

Ura,  Feth,  a'  she  be  no  good,  God  may  lierM ! 

Leue,  1  know  you  wish  it  with  your  hart,  dor  { 
But  she  is  good,  I  hope.  [sister!  ! 

lam.  Are  you  so  simple,  ' 

To  make  so  much  of  this  ?    Do  you  not  know, 
That  all  her  wicked  mother  labours  for 
Is  but  to  raise  her  to  your  right,  and  leave  her 
This  dukedom  ? 

Ura,  Ay ;  but  ne'er,  sir,  be  afired ; 
For  though  she  take  th'  nngainest  weas  the  cai, 
I'll  ne'er  hat  fro*  you. 

Leue.  I  should  hate  mysdf,  Ismenus, 
If  I  should  think  of  her  simplicity 
Aught  but  extremely  well. 

Jam,  Nay,  as  you  will  I 

Ura.  And  though  she  be  my  mother. 
If  she  take  any  oaurse  to  do  you  wrang. 
If  I  can  see't,  you'st  quickly  hear  on't,  air : 
And  so  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Leue.  Farewell,  good  sister  I 
I  thank  you.  [JSrtt  CaAm. 

lam.  You  believe  all  this  ? 

Leue.  Yes. 

lam.  A  good  faith  dodi  well ;  but,  meddnks,  it 
were  no  hard  matter  now  for  her  mother  to  aeU 
her. 

Enter  Tukaxtdb. 

Yonder's  one  you  may  trust  if  you  wiU  too. 

Leue.  So  1  will. 
If  he  can  shew  me  as  apparent  signs 
Of  truth  as  she  did.     Does  he  weep,  Ismenus  ? 

latn.  Yes,  I  think  so ;  some  good's  happen'd  1 
warrant — Do  3rou  hear,  you?  What  honest  maa. 
has  'scaped  misery,  that  thou  art  crying  thus? 

7^.  Noble  Ismenus, 
Where  is  the  prince  ? 

Jam.  Why,  there  :  Hast  wept  thine  ^nes  out ! 

Tim,  Sir,  I  beseech  you  hear  me. 

Jjcue,  Well,  speak  on. 

Jam,  Why,  wdl  you  hear  him? 

I^eue,  Yes,  Ismenus :  why  ? 

Jam,  I  would  hear  blasphemy  as  wiUinglyf 

JjCuc.  You  are  to  blame. 

THm,  No,  sir,  he's  not  to  blame. 
If  I  were  as  I  was. 

Jam.  Nor  as  thou  art, 
I'fiiith,  a  whit  to  blame. 
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Lew,  Wliat  if  your 

Tim,  'Faith,  nr,  I  am  ashamed  to  ipeak  before 
My  eoofdeDoe  tella  me  I  have  injured  you,  [you ; 
ADd,  bj  the  earaeit  inatigation 
Of  others,  have  not  done  yon  to  the  king 
Ahrajs  the  best  and  friendliest  offices  : 
Which  pardon  me,  or  I  wiU  never  speak ! 
Im.  Nerer  pardon  him,  and  silence  a  knave  ! 
Leuc.  I  pardon  thee. 
Tm.  Yovr  mother  sure  is  naught. 
Lew,  Why  shouldst  thou  think  so  ! 
Tim.  Oh,  noble  sir,  your  honest  eyes  perceive 
The  dangers  yon  are  led  to  :  Shame  upon  her,  [not 
And  what  fell  miseries  the  gods  can  think  on, 
Sbover  down  upon  her  wicked  head !      She  has 

plotted, 
I  koov  tew  well,  your  death :  'Would  my  poor  life, 
Or  thoasand  such  as  mine  is,  might  be  offer'd 
Like  sacrifices  up  for  your  preserving  ; 
What  free  oblations  would  she  have  to  glut  her  ! 
Bot  »ke  is  merciless,  and  bent  to  ruin, 
If  Heaven  and  good  men  step  not  to  your  rescue, 
Aod  timely,  very  timely.    Oh,  this  dukedom  ! 
I  veep,  I  weep  for  the  poor  orphans  in 
This  country,  left  without  friends  or  parents. 

Lew,  Now,  Ismenus,  what  think  you  of  this 
This  was  a  lying  knave,  a  flatterer  !  [fellow  ? 

Doei  not  tfau  love  still  shew  him  so  ? 

Im,  This  love  ?  this  halter !  If  he  prove  not  yet 
The  cnnning'st,  rankest  rogue  that  ever  canted, 
111  ne'er  see  man  again  !  I  know  him  to  bring, 
And  can  interpret  every  new  face  he  makes. 
U)ok  bow  he  wrings,  like  a  good  stool,  for  a  tear  ! 
Tike  heed; 
Cbildren  and  fools  first  feel  the  smart,  then  weep. 

Lew.  kwaj,  airay  !  such  an  unkind  distrust 
h  vorte  than  a  dissembling,  if  it  be  one, 
And  sooner  leads  to  mischief:  I  believe  it, 
Afid  bim  an  honest  man ;  he  could  not  carry, 
Coder  an  evil  cause,  so  true  a  sorrow. 

lem.  Take  heed !  this  is  your  mother's  scorpion, 
That  carries  stings  even  in  his  tears,  whose  soul 
Is  a  nnk  poison  through  :  Touch  not  at  him' ; 
If  pa  do,  you  are  gone,  if  you  had  twenty  lives. 
I  knew  him  for  a  roguish  boy, 
^Hien  he  would  poison  dogs,  and  keep  tame  toads ; 
fie  by  with  his  mother,  and  infiected  her, 
Aod  now  she  begs  i'  th'  hospital,  with  a  patch 
Of  Tdret  where  her  nose  stood,  like  the  queen 
Of  Fpades,  and  all  her  teeth  in  her  purse. 
Tke  devil  and  this  fellow  are  so  near, 
*Tii  not  yet  known  which  is  the  eviler  angel. 
lew.  Nay,  then  I  see  'tis  spite. — Come  hither, 
friend! 
Rast  thou  not  heard  the  cause  yet  that  incensed 
Mf  mother  to  my  death  ?  for  I  protest 
1  ftd  none  in  mysel£ 

Tim.  Her  will,  sir,  and  ambition,  as  I  think, 
Are  the  provokers  of  it,  as  in  women 
T^^ose  two  are  ever  powerful  to  destruction ; 
I^^ade  a  hate  of  your  still-growing  virtues, 
She  being  only  wicked. 

I^ew,  Heavens  defend  me, 
A^  i  am  innocent,  and  ever  have  been, 
From  all  immoderate  thoughts  and  actions. 
That  carry  such  rewards  along  with  'em  I 

Tim.  Sir,  all  I  know  my  doty  must  reveal ; 
My  eoantry  and  my  love  command  it  from  me, 
For  whom  ru  lay  my  life  down :  This  night  com- 
A  coonsel  is  appointed  by  the  duke,  [ing 


To  sit  about  your  apprehension : 
If  you  dare  trust  my  faith,  (which,  by  all  good 
Shall  ever  watch  about  you !)  go  along,       [thmgs. 
And  to  a  place  I'll  guide  you,  where  no  word 
Shall  'scape  without  your  hearing,  nor  no  plot, 
Without  discovering  to  you ;  which  once  known, 
You  have  your  answers  and  prevention. 

Itm.  You're  not  so  mad  to  go?  shift  off  this 
feUow! 
You  shall  be  ruled  once  by  a  wise  man. — Rats- 
Get  you  gone,  or [bane  I 

Leue,  Peace,  peace  for  shame !  thy  love  is  too 
'Tis  a  way  offer'd  to  preserve  my  life,  [suspicious ; 
And  I  will  take  it. — Be  my  guide,  Timantus, 
And  do  not  mind  this  angry  man  I  thou  know'st 
I  may  live  to  requite  thee,  [him. 

Tim.  Sir,  this  service 
Is  done  for  Virtue's  sake,  not  for  reward, 
However  he  may  hold  me. 

Ism,  The  great  pox  on  you  !  but  thou  hast  that 
curse  so  much,  'twill  grow  a  blessing  in  thee 
shortly. — Sir,  for  Wisdom's  sake,  court  not  your 
death !  I  am  your  friend  and  subject,  and  I  shall 
lose  in  both  ;  if  I  loved  you  not,  I  would  laugh  at 
you,  and  see  you  run  your  neck  into  the  noose, 
and  cry,  a  woodcock ! 

Leuc.  So  much  of  man,  and  so  much  fearful ;  fy ! 
Pr'ythee  have  peace  within  thee !  I  shall  live  yet 
Many  a  golden  day  to  hold  thee  here,  « 
Dearest  and  nearest  to  me. — Go  on,  Timantus  !— 
I  charge  you  by  your  love,  no  more,  no  more ! 

\,Exeunt  Lbiksppus  and  TiMAiiTim. 

Itm,  Go,  and  let  your  own  rod  whip  you!  I 
pity  you; 
And,  dog,  if  he  miscarry,  thou  shalt  pay  for't : 
I'll  study  for  thy  punishment,  and  it  shall  last 
Longer  and  sharper  than  a  tedious  winter, 
Till  thou  blasphem'st;  and  then  thou  diest  and 
damn'st.  lExit, 


SCENE  U,— Another  in  the  tame. 

Enter  Lwoimus  and  Tslahon. 

Leon,  I  wonder  the  duchess  comes  not 
TeL  She  has  heard,  sir,  your  will  is  to  speak 
with  her : 
But  there  is  something  leaden  at  her  heart, 
(Pray  God  it  be  not  mortal !)  that  even  keeps  her 
From  conversation  with  herself. 

Enter  Bacha, 

Bacha,  Oh,  whither 
Will  you,  my  cross  affections,  pull  me  ?  Fortune, 
And  you  whose  powers  direct  our  actions,    [Fate, 
And  dwell  within  us,  you  that  are  angels 
Guiding  to  Virtue,  wherefore  have  you  given 
So  strong  a  hand  to  evil  ?  wherefore  suffer'd 
A  temple  of  your  own,  you  deities. 
Where  your  fair  selves  dwelt  only,  and  your  good- 
Thus  to  be  soil'd  with  sin  ?  [ness, 

Leon,  Heaven  bless  us  all ! 
From  whence  comes  this  distemper?  Speak,  my 
fair  one  1 

Bacha.  And  have  you  none.  Love  and  Obedi- 
You  ever  faithful  servants,  to  employ  [ence, 

In  this  strange  story  of  impiety. 
But  me  ?  a  mother  ?  Must  I  be  your  trumpet, 
To  lay  black  treason  open  ?  and  in  him 
In  whom  all  sweetness  was ;  in  whom  my  love 
Was  proud  to  have  a  being;  in  whom  Justice, 
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And  all  the  gocU  for  our  imitatioiis, 
Can  work  into  a  man,  were  more  than  virtues  ? 
Ambition^  down  to  Hell,  where  thou  wert  foster'd  ( 
Thou  hast  poiaon'd  the  beat  soul,   the  purest, 
And  merest  innocence  itself,  that  ever      [whitest, 
Man's  greedy  hopes  gare  life  to. 

Leon,  This  is  still  stranger !   lay  .this  treason 
To  my  correction.  [open 

Bacha,  Oh,  what  a  combat  Duty  and  Affection 
Breed  in  my  blood  \ 

Leon,  If  thou  oonceal'st  him,  may. 
Beside  my  death,  the  curses  of  the  country, 
Troubles  of  conscience,  and  a  wretched  end, 
Bring  thee  unto  a  poor  forgotten  grave  ! 

Baoha.  My  being,  for  another  tongue  to  tell  it  1 
Oh,  ease  a  mother,  some  good  man  ti^at  dares 
Speak  for  his  king  and  country  I  I  am  full 
Of  too  much  woman's  pity :  Yet,  oh.  Heaven, 
Since  it  concerns  the  safety  of  my  sovereign, 
Let  it  not  be  a  cruelty  in  me. 
Nor  draw  a  mother's  name  in  question 
'Mongst  unborn  people,  to  give  up  that  man 
To  law  and  justice,  that  unrighteously 
Has  sought  his  father's  death  1  Be  deaf,  be  deaf, 
Your  son  is  the  offender :  Now  have  you  all ;  [sir! 
'Would  I  might  never  speak  again  I 

Leon,  My  son  ? 
Heaven  help  me  !   No  more !  I  thought  it ; 
And  since  his  life  is  grown  so  dangerous, 
Let  them  that  gave  him,  take  him  !  he  shall  die, 
And  with  him  all  my  fears. 

Bacha.  Oh,  use  your  mercy  1 
You  have  a  brave  subject  to  bestow  it  on. 
I  will  forgive  him,  sir :  and  for  his  wrong 
To  me,  I'll  be  before  you. 

Leon,  Durst  his  villainy 
Extend  to  thee  ? 

Bacha,  Nothing  but  heats  of  youth,  sir. 
-   Leon,  Upon  my  life  he  sought  my  bed  ! 

Bacha,  I  must  confess  he  loved  me 
Somewhat  beyond  a  son  ;  and  still  pursued  it 
With  such  a  lust,  I  will  not  say  ambition, 
That,  clean  forgetting  all  obedience, 
And  only  following  Ms  first  heat  unto  me. 
He  hotly  sought  your  death,  and  me  in  marriage. 

Leon,  Oh,  villain ! 

Bacha,  But  I  forget  all ;  and  am  half  ashamed 
To  press  a  man  so  far. 

Enter  Timamtitb. 

Tim.  Where  is  the  duke  ? 
For  God's  sake,  bring  me  to  him ! 

Leon,  Here  I  am. 
Each  comer  of  the  dukedom  sends  new  affrights 
What  wouldst  thou  ?  Speak  !  [forth ! 

Tim,  I  cannot,  fir ;  my  fear 
Ties  up  my  tongue. 

Leon,  Why,  what's  the  matter  ?  Take 
Thy  courage  to  thee,  and  boldly  speak  !  Where  are 
The  guard  ?  In  the  gods'  name,  out  with  it ! 

Tim,  Treason,  treason! 

Leon.  In  whom  ? 

Bacha,  Double  the  guard ! 
•    Tim.  There  is  a  fellow,  sir 

Leon,  Leave  shaking,  man ! 

Tim.  'Tis  not  for  fear,  but  wonder. 

Leon,  Well  ? 

Tim,  There  is  a  fellow,  sir,  dose  in  the  lobby : — 
You  o'  the  guard,  look  to  the  door  there ! 

Leon.  But  let  me  know  die  business.^ 


Tim,  Oh,  that  the  hearts  of  men  should  be  so 
harden'd 
Against  so  good  a  duke  I — For  God's  sake,  sir, 
Seek  means  to  save  yourself!   This  wretched  iisn, 
Has  his  sword  in  his  hand ;  I  know  his  heart : 
Oh,  it  hath  ahnost  kill'd  me  with  the  thought  of  it ! 

Xreon.  Where  iB>  he  ? 

£n/cr  a«  Gnard. 

Tim,  V  the  lobby,  sir,  close  in  a  comer : 
Look  to  yourselves,  for  Heaven's  sake  I  methinks, 
He's  here  already.     Fellows  of    the  guard,  be 
valiant! 

Leon,  Go,  sirs,  and  apprehend  him!  Treasoa 
Never  dare  me  in  mine  own  gates.  [shall 

[LXDCiFi>us  brought  im^fOu  GosnL 

Tim.  'Tis  done. 

Bacha.  And  thou  shalt  find  it  to  thy  best  can- 
tent. 

Leon,  Are  these  the  comforts  of  my  age  ?  They 
are  happy 
That  end  their  days  contented  with  a  little. 
And  live  aloof  from  dangers  I  to  a  king 
Every  content  doth  a  new  peril  bring. 
Oh,  let  me  live  no  longer !  Shame  of  Nature, 
Bastard  to  Honour,  traitor,  murderer. 
Devil  in  a  human  shape !  Away  with  him ; 
He  shall  not  breathe  his  hot  infection  here. 

Leuc.  Sir,  hear  me. 

Leon,  Am  I  or  he  your  duke  ?  Away  with  hioi 
To  a  close  prison  I  Your  highness  now  shall  knov, 
Such  branches  must  be  cropt  before  they  grow. 

Leue,  Whatever  fortune  comes,  I  bid  it  welcome'; 
My  Innocence  is  my  armour :  Gods  preaerre  jou ! 

[£rit 

Bacha.  Fare  thee  well ! 
I  shall  ne'er  see  so  brave  a  gentleman. 
'Would  I  could  weep  out  his  offences  I 

Tim,  Or 
I  could  weep  out  mine  eyes ! 

Leon,  Come,  gentlemen  1 
We'll  determine  presently  about  hia  death ; 
We  cannot  be  too  forward  in  our  aafety. 
I  am  very  sick  ;  lead  me  unto  my  bed  I      {ExtnL 


SCENE  ni.-^A  Street. 
Enter  Citlaen  and  hig  Boy. 
at.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  my  fox  finom  the  cutler's: 
There's  money  for  the  scow'ring :  Tell  him  1  stpp 
A  groat  since  the  last  great  muster,  he  had  in  stonei 

pitch 
For  the  bruise  he  took,  with  the  recoiling  of  bis  pu- 
Boy,  Yes,  sir. 

Cit.  And  (do  you  hear  ?)  when  yon  come,  take 
down  my  buckler, 
And  sweep  the  cobwebs  off,  and  grind  the  pick  o&'tt 
And  fetch  a  nail  or  two  and  tack  on  the  bracers : 
Your  mistress  made  a  pot-lid  on't,  I  thank  her. 
At  her  maid's  wedding,  and  bumt  off  the  haodi«* 
Boy,  I  will,  sir.  i^^ 

at,  [Knocking  at  a  door.]  Who*8  within  hmr 
Not  stirring  yet  ?  [Ho,  neighbottrl 

Enter  eecond  CitluD. 
2  at.  Oh,  good  morrow,  good  morrow ! 
What  news,  what  news  .^ 

1  at.  It  holds,  he  dies  this  morning. 

2  at.  Then  happy  man  be  hia  fovtone !  1  «* 

resolved.. 


Uz 


scEXE  vr. 


CUPID'S  REVENGE. 


309 


1  Cit.  And  so  am  I  y  and  forty  more  good  fellows. 
That  will  not  give  their  heads  for  the  washing,  I 

take  it 

2  Cit,  'Sfoot,  man,  who  woold  not  hang  in  such 

good  company, 
And  such  a  cause  ?    A  fire  o'  wife  and  children ! 
Tis  sQcb  a  jest,  that  men  shonld  look  behind  'em 
To  the  world,  and  let  their  honours,  their  honours, 

neighbour,  slip. 

1  Cit.  ru  give  thee  a  pint  of  bastard  and  a  roll, 
for  that  bare  word. 

2  CU.  They  say,  that  we  tailors  are 

Things  that  ky  one  another,  and  our  geese  hatch 

us: 
ru  make  some  of  'em  feel  they  are  geese  o'  the 

game  then. 
J<d[,  take  down  my  bill ;  'tis  ten  to  one  I  use  it. — 
Take  a  good  heart,  man !  all  the  low  ward  is  ours, 
Wiih  a  wet  finger. — 

Aod  lay  my  cut-finger'd  gauntlet  ready  for  me, 
Tbat  that  I  used  to  work  in,  when  the  gentlemen 
Were  up  against  us,  and  beaten  out  of  town, 
Aod  almost  out  of  debt  too ;  for  a  plague  on  'em. 
They  never  paid  well  since  1     And  take  heed,  sir- 
Xcmr  mistress  hears  not  of  this  business ;       [rah, 
She's  near  her  time :  Yet,  if  she  do,  I  care  not ; 
She  may  long  for  rebellion,  for  she  has 
A  deriliah  spirit. 

1  Cit.  ComOt  let's  call  up  the  new  ironmonger! 
He's  as  tough  as  steel,  and  has  a  fine  wit  in 
These  resurrections.  Are  you  stirring,  neighbour? 

IKnoeking  at  another  door. 

3  Cii.  [IFt/Atn.]  Oh,  good  morrow,  neighbours! 
Ill  come  to  you  presently. 

2  CU.  Go  to 

Thii  is  his  mother's  doing ;  she's  a  polecat ! 

1  Cit.  As  any  is  in  the  world. 

2  CiL  Then  say  I  have  hit  it ;  and  a  vengeance 
Let  her  be  what  she  wilL  [on  her, 

1  CU.  Amen  say  1 1 

She  has  brought  things  to  a  fine  pass  with  her  wis- 
Do  fott  mark  it !  [dom, 

2  Cit.  One  thing  I  am  sure  she  has,  the  good 

old  duke ; 
She  gives  him  pap  again,  they  say,  and  dandles 
And  hangs  a  coral  and  bells  about  his  neck,  [him, 
AAd  makes  him  believe  his  teeth  will  come  again ; 
^liicb  if  they  did,  and  I  he,  I  would  worry  her 
Aj  never  cur  waa  worried  !  I  would,  neighbour. 
Till  my  teeth  met  I  know  where ;  but  thar  s  counsel. 

Enttr  aira  Citiaea. 

3  CiL  Good  morrow,  neighbours  I  Hear  you  the 

sad  news  ? 

1  CU,  Yes  ;  'would  we  knew  as  well  how  to  pre- 

vent  it ! 
3  Cit.  I  cannot  tell :  Methinks,  'twere  no  g^at 
If  men  were  men ;  but [matter, 

2  CU.  You  do  not  twit  me  with  my  calling, 

neighbour  ? 

3  CU,  No,  surely;  for  I  know  your  spirit  to  be 
Pfay  be  not  Tezed !  [tall : 

2  CU.  Pray  forward  with  your  counsel. 
I  am  what  I  am,  and  they  that  prove  me  shall 
Find  OK  to  their  cost — Do  you  mark  me,  neighbour  ? 
To  their  cost,  I  say. 

1  CU.  Nay,  look  how  soon  you  are  angry ! 

2  CU.  They  shall,  neighbours ;  yes,  I  say  they 

3  Ci/.  I  do  beUeve  they  shaU.  [shalL 
1  Cit.  I  know  they  shall. 


2  CU,  Whether  you  do  or  no,  I  care  not  two* 

pence  ! 

I  am  no  beast :  I  know  mine  own  strength,  neigh- 
bours : 

God  bless  the  king  !    Your  companies  is  fiur. 

1  Cit.  Nay,  neighbour,  now  ye  err ;  I  must  tell 
An  ye  were  twenty  neighbours.  [ye  so, 

3  Cii.  Ye  had  best 
Gro  peach ;  do  peach  ! 

2  Cit,  Peach  9  I  scorn  the  motion. 

3  Cit,  Do,  and  see  what  follows !   I'll  spend  an 

hundred  pound 
(Ati't  be  two,  I  care  not),  but  I'll  undo  thee. 
2  Cit,  Peachf  oh,  disgrace!  peach  in  thy  face! 

and  do 
The  worst  thou  canst !  I  am  a  true-man,  and  a  free- 
Peach  f  [man ! 

1  Cit,  Nay,  look,  you  will  spoil  alL 

2  Cit.  Peach  9 

1  Cit,  Whilst  you  two  brawl  together, 
The  prince  will  lose  his  life. 

3  Cit.  Come,  give  me  your  hand  ! 

I  love  you  well.    Are  you  for  the  action  ? 

2  Cit.  Yes ; 

But  peach  provokes  me  !  'tis  a  cold  fruit ;  I  fed  it 
Cold  in  my  stomach  still. 

3  Cit.  No  more !  I'll  give  you  cake  to  digest  it. 

Enter  /burth  Citlaen. 

4  Cit.  lEnteringJ]  Shut  up  my  shop,  and  be 

ready  at  a  call,  boys  ! 
And  one  of  you  run  over  my  old  tuck  with  a  few 

ashes 
('Tis  grown  odious  with  toastinr  cheese),  and  bum 
A  little  juniper  in  my  mnrrion  (the  maid  made  it 
Her  chamber-pot) ;  an  hour  hence  I'll  come  again. 
And,  as  you  hear  from  me,  send  me  a  clean  shirt ! 

3  Cit.  The  chandler  by  the  wharf,  an  it  be  thy 

2  Cit.  Gossip,  good  morrow  !  [will  1 

4  Cit.  Oh,  good  morrow,  gossip  ! 
Good  morrow,  all !  I  see  ye  of  one  mind. 

Ye  cleave  so  close  together.     Come ;  'tis  time ! 
I  have  prepared  an  hundred,  if  they  stand. 

1  Cit,    'Tis  well  done:    Shall  we  sever,  and 

about  it  ? 

3  Cit.  First,  let's  to  th^  tavern !  and  a  pint 
Will  make  us  dragons.  [a-piece 

2  Cit.  I  will  have  no  mercy, 
Come  what  wUl  of  it. 

4  Cit,  If  my  tuck  hold,  I'U  spit 

The  guard  like  larks  with  sage  between  'em. 

2  Cit.  I  have 

A  foolish  bill  to  reckon  with  'em,  will  make 
Some  of  their  hearts  ache,  ant!  I'll  lay  it  on  ! 
Now  shall  I  fight,  'twill  do  you  good  to  see  me. 

3  Cit.  Come,  I'll  do  something  for  the  town  to 

talk  of 
When  I  am  rotten :  Pray  God  there  be  enough 
To  kill,  that's  all !  lExeunt. 


SCENE  ly .-^Before  the  Pakue. 

Enter  Dorialub,  Nibub,  and  Aonroa. 

Age.  How  bUck  the  day  begins ! 
Dor,  Can  you  blame  it,  and  look  upon  such  a 
deed  as  shall  be  done  this  morning  ? 
Ninu.  Does  the  prince  suffer  to-day  ? 
Dot.  Within  this  hour,  they  say. 
Age,  Well,  they  that  are  most  wicked  are  most 


400 


CUPID'S  REVENGE. 


ACT  IT. 


safe.     'Twill  be  a  strange  justice,  and  a  lament- 
able :  Gods  keep  us  from  the  too-soon  feeling  of  it ! 

Dor.  I  care  not  if  my  throat  were  next ;  for  to 
live  still,  and  lire  here,  were  but  to  grow  fat  for 
the  shambles. 

Nisus,  Yet  we  must  do't,  and  thank  'em  too, 
that  our  lives  may  be  accepted. 

Age.  'Faith,  I'll  go  starve  myself,  or  grow  dis- 
eased, to  shame  the  hangman ;  for  I  am  sure  he 
shall  be  my  herald,  and  quarter  me. 

Dor.  Ay,  a  plague  on  him,  he's  too  excellent  at 
arms. 

iVtnw.  Will  you  go  see  this  sad  sight,  my  lord 
Agenor  ? 

Age,  I'll  make  a  mourner. 

Dor,  If  I  could  do  him  any  good,  I  would  go  ; 
the  bare  sight  else  would  but  afflict  my  spirit :  My 
prayers  shall  be  as  near  him  as  your  eyes.  As  ye 
find  him  settled,  remember  my  love  and  service  to 
his  grace. 

Ninu,  We  will  weep  for  you,  sir.    Farewell ! 

iExeunt. 

Dor,  Farewell ! 
To  all  our  happiness,  a  long  farewell ! — 
Thou  angry  Power,  whether  of  heaven  or  hell. 
That  lay  St  this  sharp  correction  on  our  kingdom 
For  our  olTenoes,  infinite  and  mighty ! 
Oh,  hear  me,  and  at  length  be  pleased,  be  pleased 
With  pity  to  draw  back  thy  vengeance, 
Too  heavy  for  our  weakness  ;  and  accept 
(Since  it  is  your  discretion,  heavenly  wisdoms, 
To  have  it  so)  this  sacrifice  for  all, 
That  now  is  flying  to  your  happiness. 
Only  for  you  most  fit ;  let  all  our  sins 
Suffer  in  him  1 —  lA  shout  within, 

Gods,  whaf  s  the  matter  ?    I  hope 
'Tis  joy : — How  now,  my  lords  ? 

Enter  Aonroa  and  "Sibob. 

NUut,  I'll  tell  you  with  what  little  breath  I  have : 
More  joy  than  you  dare  think ;  the  prince  is  safe 
From  danger. 

Dor.  How ! 

Age.  'Tis  true,  and  thus  it  was ;  His  hour  was 
To  lose  his  life ;  he,  ready  for  the  stroke,     [come 
Nobly,  and  full  of  saint-like  patience, 
Went  with  his  guard ;  which  when  the  people  saw, 
Compassion  first  went  out,  mingled  wiUi  tears. 
That  bred  desires,  and  whispers  to  each  other, 
To  do  some  worthy  kindness  for  the  prince  ; 
And  ere  they  understood  well  how  to  do, 
Fury  stepped  in,  and  taught  them  what  to  do, 
Thnisting  on  every  hand  to  rescue  him, 
As  a  white  innocent.     Then  flew  the  roar 
Through  all  the  streets,  of  Save  Atm,  save  himf 

save  him  I 
And  as  they  cried,  they  did ;  for  catching  up 
Such  sudden  weapons  as  their  madness  shew'd 

them, 
In  short,  they  beat  the  guard,  and  took  him  from 
And  now  march  with  him  like  a  royal  army,  ['em, 

Dor,  Heaven,  Heaven,  I  thank  thee !  what  a 
slave  was  I 
To  have  my  hand  so  far  from  this  brave  rescue  I 
'T  had  been  a  thing  to  brag  on  when  I  was  old. 
Shall  we  run  for  a  wager  to  the  next  temple. 
And  give  thanks  ? 

Ninu.  As  &st  as  wishes.  IBxeunt, 


SCENE  y.^The Street. 
Enter  Lauci  ppus  and  IsMSinm ;  lAe  People  wtUm  stop. 

Leue,  Good  friends,  go  home  again !  there's  not 
Shall  go  with  me.  [s  man 

Itm.  Will  you  not  take  revenge  ? 
I'll  call  them  on. 

Leue.  All  that  love  me,  depart ! 
I  thank  you,  and  will  serve  yon  for  yoor  loves ; 
But  I  will  thank  yon  more  to  suffer  me 
To  govern  'em.     Once  more,  I  do  beg  ye. 
For  my  sake  to  your  houses ! 

All.  [  Within.]  Gods  preserve  yon ! 

Ism.  And  what  house  will  you  go  to  ? 

Leue.  Ismenus,  I  will  take  the  wariest  courses 
That  I  can  think  of  to  defend  myself. 
But  not  offend. 

Ism.  Yon  may  Idll  your  mother,  and  ne'er  offend 
your  father,  an  honest  man  ! 

Letie.  Thou  know'st  I  ean  'scape  now ;  that's 
all  I  look  for. 
I  will  leave 

Ism.  Timantus,  a  pox  take  him !  'would  I  baJ 
him  here  I  I  would  kill  him  at  his  own  weapon, 
single  scythes.  We  have  built  enough  on  him. 
Plague  on't,  I'm  out  of  all  patience !  discharge  sack 
an  army  as  this,  that  would  have  followed  youvitk- 
out  paying  ?    Oh,  gods  1 

Leue.  To  what  end  shall  I  keep  'em  ?    I  id 
free. 

Ism.  Yes,  free  o'  th*  traitors ;  for  yon  are  pro- 
claimed one. 

Leue.  Should  I  therefore  make  myself  one? 

Ism.  This  is  one  of  your  moral  philosophy,  is  it  ?  I 
Heaven  bless  me  from  subtilties  to  undo  myself 
with  !  but  I  know,  if  reason  herself  were  here,  ibe 
would  not  part  with  her  own  safety. 

Leue.  Well,  pardon,  Ismenus  1  for  I  know 
My  courses  are  most  just ;  nor  will  I  stain  'em 
With  one  bad  action.    For  thyself,  thou  know'st, 
That  though  I  may  command  thee,  I  shall  be 
A  ready  servant  to  thee,  if  thou  need'st : 
And  so  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Ism,  Of  whom? 

Leue.  Of  thee. 

Ism,  'Heart,  yon  shall  take  no  leave  of  me ! 

Leue.  Shall  I  not  ? 

Ism.  No,  by  the  gods,  shall  you  not !  Nay,  if 
you  have  no  more  wit  but  to  go  absolutely  akwc, 
I'll  be  ui  a  UtUe. 

Leue.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  good  Ismenus,  part  with 
me  I 

Ism.  I  wo'not,  i'fidth !  never  move  it  any  more : 
for  by  this  good  light,  I  wo'not ! 

Leue,  This  is  an  iU  time  to  be  thus  nnroly: 
Ismenus,  you  must  leave  me. 

Ism,  Yes,  if  you  can  beat  me  awaj ;  else  tbf 
gods  refuse  me,  if  I  wiU  leave  yon  till  I  see  mort 
reason !  you  shall  not  undo  yourself. 

Leue.  But  why  wilt  not  leave  me  ? 

Ism.  Why,  I'll  tell  yon :  Because  when  you  are 
gone,  then — 'Life,  if  I  have  not  forgot  my  rea^pn, 
hell  take  me  I  you  put  me  out  of  patience  so.  Oh ! 
marry,  when  yon  are  gone,  then  will  your  mother— 
A  pox  confound  her! — she  ne'er  comes  ia  sit 
head,  but  she  spoils  my  memory  too.  There  arr  a 
hundred  reasons. 

Leue.  But  shew  me  one. 

Ism.  Shew  you?  what  a  stir  here  is?  Why  I 
will  shew  yon :  Do  you  think — well,  well,  I  know 
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what  1  know ;  I  pray  come,  come  !  'Tis  in  Tain, 
but  I  am  sore — ^Devils  take  'em  !  what  do  I  meddle 
«ith  them  ?  You  know  yourself — 'Soul,  I  think  I 
am— k  there  any  man  i'  th'  world — ^As  if  you  knew 
Dot  this  already  better  than  1 !  Pish,  pish,  I'll  give 
QO  reason ! 

Leuc.  But  I  will  tell  thee  one,  why  thou  shouldst 
stay : 
I  faftTe  not  one  friend  in  the  court  but  thou, 
On  whom  I  may  be  bold  to  trust  to  send  me 
Any  intelligence ;  and  if  thou  lov'st  me, 
Thou  wilt  do  this  ;  thou  need'st  not  fear  to  stay ; 
For  there  are  new-come  proclamations  out, 
Where  all  are  pardoned  but  myself. 

/im.  *Tn  true ;  and  in  the  same  proclamation 
joor  fine  sister  Urania,  whom  you  used  so  kindly, 
U  proclaim 'd  heir-apparent  to  iht  crown. 

Levc.  What  though,  thou  may'st  stay  at  home 
witiiout  danger  ? 


/«m.  Danger  ?  hang  danger !  what  tell  you  me 
of  danger  ? 

Leuc,  Why,  if  thou  wilt  not  do't,  1  think  thou 
dar'st  not. 

Ism,  I  dare  not  ?  If  you  speak  in  earnest,  you 
are  a  boy. 

Leuc,  Well,  sir,  if  you  dare,  let  me  see  you 

I$m.  Why,  so  you  shall ;  I  will  stay.         [do't. 

Leuc.  Why,  God-a-mercy 

lam.  You  know  I  love  you  but  too  well ! 

Leuc,  Now  take  these  few  directions,  and  fare- 
Send  to  me  by  the  wariest  ways  thou  canst :  [well ! 
I  have  a  soul  tells  me  we  shall  meet  often. 
The  gods  protect  thee  ! 

Ism,  Pox  o'  myself  for  an  ass,  I  am  crying  now ! 
God  be  with  you !  if  I  never  see  you  again,  why  then 
— Pray  get  you  gone  ;  for  grief  and  anger  wo* not 
let  me  know  what  I  say.  Til  to  the  court  as  fest 
as  I  can,  and  see  the  new  heir-apparent*.    [.Exeuni. 


ACT   V. 
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JEMfr  Urawia,  {in  boyf  clothes)  and  Her  Maid. 

Ura.  What,  hast  thou  found  him  ? 

Sfaid,  Madam,  he's  coming  in. 

/ Va.  God  bless  my  brother,  wheresoe'er  he  is  I 
And  I  beseech  you  keep  me  ho*  the  bed 
Of  an  J  naughty  tyrant,  whom  my  mother 
Woold  ha'  me  have  to  wrong  him. 

Enter  Ismxwus. 

Itm,  What  would  her  new  grace  have  with  me  ? 

Tra.  Leave  us  awhile. —  lExitMaid. 

My  lord  Ismenus, 
I  pray,  for  the  love  of  Heaven  and  God, 
That  yon  would  tell  me  one  thing,  which  I  know 
Yon  can  do  weeL 

/fla.  [Moekinff  her,']  Where's  her  fain  grace  ? 

(■ra.  You  know  me  weel  inough,  but  that  you 
Vm  she  my  sen.  [mock  ; 

Itm,  God  bless  him  that  shall  be  thy  husband  ! 
if  thou  wear'st  breeches  thus  soon,  thou'lt  be  as 
impndent  as  thy  mother. 

Ura.  But  will  you  tell  me  this  one  thing  ? 

/m.  What  is  it  ?  if  it  be  no  great  matter  whe- 
ther I  do  or  no,  perhaps  I  will. 

(ya.  Yes,  '£aith,  'tis  matter. 

hm.  And  what  is't  ? 

Tra.  I  pray  you  let  me  know  whair  the  prince 
my  brother  is. 

/sm.  I'faith,  you  shan  be  hang'd  first !  Is  your 
mother  so  foolish  to  think  your  good  grace  can  sift 
it  out  of  me  ? 

Ura.  If  you  have  any  mercy 
L«ft  in  you  to  a  poor  wench,  tell  me  ! 

/m.  Why,  wouldst  not  thou  have  thy  brains 
heat  out  for  this,  to  foUow  thy  mother's  steps  so 
voong? 

Cra.  But,  believe  me,  she  knows  none  of  this. 

hm.  Believe  you  ?  Why  do  you  think  I  never 
^  wits  ?  or  that  I  am  run  out  of  them  ?  How 
should  it  belong  to  you  to  know,  if  I  could  tell? 

' Vo.  Why,  I  wiU  tcU  you ;  and  if  I  speak  false, 
Ut  the  de'U  ha'  me !     Yonder's  a  bad  man, 
Come  from  a  tayrant  to  my  mother,  and  what  name 
They  ha'  for  him,  good  feith,  I  cannot  tell. 

▼OL.   I(. 


Ism.  An  ambassador  ? 

Ura.  That's  it :  But  he  would  carry  me  away, 
And  have  me  marry  his  master ;  and  I'll  daye 
Ere  I  will  ha'  him. 

Ism.  But  what's  this  to  knowing  where  the 
prince  is  ? 

Ura.  Yes  ;  for  ye  know  all  my  mother  does 
Agen  the  prince,  is  but  to  ma'  me  great. 

Ism.  Pray,  (I  know  that  too  well)  what  then  ? 

Ura.  Why, 
I  would  go  to  the  good  marquis  my  brother, 
And  put  myself  into  his  hands,  that  so 
He  may  preserve  himself. 

Ism,  Oh,  that  thou  hadst  no  seed  of  thy  mother 
in  thee,  and  couldst  mean  this  now  1 

Ura,  Why,  feth  I  do  ; 
'Would  I  might  never  stir  more  if  I  do  not ! 

Ism.  I  shall  prove  a  ridiculous  fool,  I'll  be 
damn'd  else :  Hang  me  if  I  do  not  half  believe 
thee? 

Ura.  By  my  troth,  you  may. 

Ism.  By  my  troth,  I  do !  I  know  I'm  an  ass 
for't,  but  I  cannot  help  it. 

Ura.  And  won  you  tell  me  then  ? 

Ism.  Yes,  faith  will  I,  or  any  thing  else  i'  th' 
world ;  for  I  think  thou  art  as  good  a  creature  as 
ever  was  bom. 

Ura.  But  ail  go  i'this  lad's  reparcl ;  but  you 
mun  help  me 
To  silver. 

Ism.  Help  thee?  why,  the  pox  take  him  that 
will  not  help  thee  to  anything  i'  th'  world  !  I'll 
help  thee  to  money,  and  I'll  do't  presently  too  : 
And  yet — 'Soul,  if  you  should  play  the  scurvy  har- 
lotry, little  pocky  baggage  now,  and  cozen  me, 
what  then  ? 

Ura.  Why,  an  I  do,  would  I  might  ne'er  see 
day  again ! 

Ism.  Nay,  by  this  light,  I  do  not  think  thou 
wilt :  I'll  presently  provide  thee  money  and  a  let- 
ter. lExit- 

Ura.  Ay,  but  I'll  ne'er  deliver  it. 
When  I  have  found  my  brother,  I  will  beg 
To  serve  him ;  but  he  shall  never  know  who  I  am ; 
For  he  must  hate  me  then  for  my  bad  mother : 

d  d 
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V\\  saj  I  am  a  country  lad  that  want  a  serricei 
And  have  stray'd  on  him  by  chance,  lest  he  diB- 

cover  me. 
I  know  I  must  not  live  long,  but  that  taime 
I  ha'  to  spend,  shall  be  in  serving  him. 
And  though  my  mother  seek  to  take  his  life 
Away,  in  ai  day  my  brother  shall  be  taught 
That  I  was  ever  good,  though  she  were  naught 

lExit, 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Bacha,  reading  a  Leltcrt  and  Timantus. 

BachcL  Run  away  ?  the  devil  be  her  guide  ! 

Tim.  'Faith,  she's  gone  I 
There's  a  letter ;  I  found  it  in  her  pocket. — 
'Would  I  were  with  her !  she's  a  handsome  lady ; 
A  plague  upon  my  bashfulness !    I  had  bobb'd  her 
Long  ago  else.  lAnde. 

Bacha,  What  a  base  whore  is  this,  that,  after  all 
My  ways  for  her  advancement,  should  so  poorly 
Make  Virtue  her  undoer,  and  chuse  this  time, 
The  king  being  deadly  sick,  and  I  intending 
A  present  marriage  with  some  foreign  prince, 
To  strengthen  and  secure  myself!  She  writes  here, 
like  a  wise  gentlewoman,  she  will  not  stay  ; 
And'the  example  of  her  dear  brother  makes 
Her  fear  herself,  to  whom  she  means  to  fly. 

Tim,  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? 

Bacha.  Now  poverty  and  lechery,  which  is  thy 
end, 
Rot  thee,  where'er  thou  goest,  with  all  thy  good- 
ness! 

Tim»  By'r  lady  they'll  bruise  her,  an  she  were 
of  brass !  I  am  sure  they'll  break  stone  walls  :  I 
have  had  experience  of  them  both,  and  they  have 
made  me  desperate.  But  there's  a  messenger, 
madam,  -come  from  the  prince  with  a  letter  to 
Ismenus,  who  by  him  returns  an  answer. 

Bacha.  This  comes  as  pat  aB  wishes :  Thou  shalt 
presently  away,  Timantus. 

Tim,  Whither,  madam  ? 

Bacha,  To  the  prince  1  and  take  the  messenger 
for  guide ! 

Tim.  What  shall  I  do  there  ?  I  have  done  too 
much  mischief  to  be  believed  again ;  or,  indeed, 
to  'scape  with  my  head  on  my  back,  if  1  be  once 
known. 

Bacha,  Thou'rt «  weak  shallow  fool !     Get  thee 
a  disguise ; 
And  withal,  when  thou  com'st  before  him,  have  a 

letter 
Feign'd  to  deliver  him ;  and  then,  as  thou 
Hast  ever  hope  of  goodness  by  me,  or  after  me, 
Strike  one  home  stroke  that  shall  not  need  another! 
Dar'st  thou  ?  speak !  dar'st  thou?  If  thou  fall'st  off, 
Go  be  a  rogue  again,  and  lie  and  pandar 
To  procure  thy  meat !  Dar'st  thou  ?  speak  to  me. 

Tim.  Sure  I  shall  never  walk  when  I  am  dead, 
I  have  no  spirit.     Madam,  TU  be  drunk, 
But  I  will  do  it ;  that  is  all  my  refuse.  lEjeU. 

Bacha,  Away  !  no  more !  then  I  will  raise  an 
army 
Whilst  the  king  yet  lives,  if  all  the  means  and 
I  have  can  do  it ;  I  cannot  tell.  [power 

Enter  Ismknus  and  the  three  LordSi 

Ism.  Are  you  inventing  still  ?  we'll  ease  your 
Bacha.  Why,  how  now,  saucy  lords  ?   [studies. 


will 


Itm,  Nay,  Til  shake  you!   yea,  devilt  I 
shake  you ! 

Bacha,  Do  not  you  know  me,  lords  ? 

Nia,  Yes,  deadly  sin,  we  know  jaa :  'Would 
we  did  not ! 

Ism,  Do  you  hear,  whore?  a  plague  o'   God 
The  duke  is  dead.  [upon  tfaee  ! 

Bacha,  Dead  ? 

/«m.  Ay,   wildfire  and  brimstone  take  thee  I 
Good  man,  he  is  dead,  and  past  those  miseri^, 
which  thou,  salt  infection,  like  a  disease  flnngest 
upon  his  head.     Dost  thou  hear  ?     An  'twere  not 
more  respect  to  womanhood  in  general  than  thee, 
because  I  had  a  mother,  who — 1  will  not  say  she  i 
was  good,  she  lived  so  near  thy  time — I  would  j 
have  thee,  in  vengeance  of  this  man,  whose  peace  I 
is  made  in  Heaven  by  this  time,  tied  to  a  post,  and! 
dried  i'  th'  sun ;  and  after  carried  about,  and  shewn  j 
at  fairs  for  money,  with  a  long  story  of  the  de^il! 
thy  father,  that  taught  thee  to  be  whoiiah,  envious,; 
bloody.  I 

Bacha,  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ism,  You  fleering  harlot.  111  have  a  horse  to  leap 
thee,  and  thy  base  issue  shall  carry  sumpters. — 
Come,  lords ;  bring  her  along  I  We'll  to  the  pHooei 
all,  where  her  hell-hood  shall  wait  his  ceosorej 
and  if  he  spare  thee,  she-goat,  may  he  lie  with 
thee  again !  and  beside,  may'st  thou  lay  upon  him 
some  nasty  foul  disease,  that  hate  still  follows, 
and  his  end  a  dry  ditch ! — Lead,  you  corrupted 
whore,  or  I'll  draw  a  goad  shall  make  you  skip; 
away  to  the  prince !  | 

Bacha,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I  hope  yet  I  shall  come  too  late  to  find  him. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  IIL-^A  Forest,  with  a  Cave  in  the 

Back-ground. 

Cornets,    Cupid  descends. 

Cupid,  The  time  now  of  my  revenge  draws  near ; 
Nor  shall  it  lessen,  as  I  am  a  god, 
With  all  the  cries  and  prayers  that  have  been. 
And  those  that  be  to  come,  thougih  they  be  in- 
finite 
In  need  and  number !  lAsctnss. 

Enter  liKvcjvrvB  and  UaAifiA  /trsm  the  C«re. 

Leuo.  Alas,  poor  boy,  why  dost  diou  follow  ne? 

What  canst  thou  hope  for  ?  I  am  poor  as  thou  art. 

Ura.  In  good  feth,  I  shall  be  weell  and  lieh 

enough 
If  you  will  love  me,  and  not  put  me  from  y«a ! 
Leue,  Why  dost  thou  <^use  out  me,  boy,   to 

undo  thee .' 
Alas,  for  pity,  take  another  master, 
That  may  be  able  to  deserve  thy  love 
In  breeding  thee  hereafter  !  me  thou  knowest  not 
More  than  my  misery  ;  and  therefore  canst  not 
Look  for  rewards  at  my  hands :  'Would  1  were 

able, 
My  pretty  knave,  to  do  thee  any  kindness ! 
Truly,  good  boy,  I  would,  upon  my  faith  ; 
Thy  harmless  innocence  moves  me  at  heart. 
Wilt  thou  go  save  thyself?  Why  dost  thoa  weep  ? 
Alas,  I  do  not  chide  thee. 

Ura,  I  cannot  tell ; 
If  1  go  from  you,  sir,  I  shall  ne'er  dawn  day  more. 
Pray,  if  you  can,  (I  will  be  true  to  you) 
Let  me  wait  on  you  !  If  I  were  a  man. 
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I  would  fight  for  yon :  Sure  you  have  some  ill- 
I  woald  slay  'em.  [willen  ; 

L«vc.  Sach  hannless  souls  are  erer  prophets. 
WeU 
I  take  thj  wish,  thou  shalt  be  with  me  still : 
Bat,  pr' ytfaee  eat,  my  good  boy  i  thou  wilt  die. 
My  child,   if  thou  fast  one  day  more ;  these  four 

days 
Thou  hast  tasted  nothing  :  Go  into  the  cave. 
And  eat ;  thou  shalt  find  something  for  thee, 
To  bring  thy  blood  again,  and  thy  fiur  colour. 

Ura.  I  cannot  eat,  God  thank  you !  but  VVL  eat 
To-  morrow. 

Leue.  Thou'lt  be  dead  by  that  time. 

Ura.  I  should  be 
Well  then  ;  for  you'll  not  lore  me. 

Leite.  Indeed  I  will. — 
Thb  is  the  prettiest  passion  that  e*er  I  felt  yet ! — 
Why  dost  thou  look  so  earnestly  upon  me  ? 

{>a.  Ton  have  fair  eyes,  master. 

Leuc  Sure  the  boy  dotes  I 
Whr  dost  thou  sigh,  my  child  ? 

Ura.  To  think  that  such 
A  fine  man  ahould  live,  and  no  gay  lady  love  him. 

Leue.  Thou  wilt  love  me  ? 

rra.  Yes  sure,  till  I  die ;  and  when 
I  am  in  Heaven,  I'll  e'en  wish  for  you. 

L«Mc.  And  I'll  come  to  thee,  boy. — ^This  is  a 
love 
1  never  yet  heard  teU  of. — Come,  thou'rt  sleepy, 

child; 
G«3  in,  and  I'll  sit  with  thee. — Heaven,  what  por- 
tends this  ? 

CTra.   You're  sad,  but  I'm  not  sleepy :  'Would 
I  could 
Do  aught  to  make  you  merry ;  shall  I  sing  ^ 

Leue.  If  thou  wilt,  good  boy.    Alas,  my  boy, 
that  thou 
Sbouldst  comfort  me,  and  art  far  worse  than  I  ! 

Enter  Timajitus,  ditffuUed. 

Ura.  La',  master,  there  is  one ;  look  to  your- 
self ! 

Leue,  What  art  thou  that  into  this  dismal  place, 
Which  nothing  could  find  out  but  misery, 
Thus  boldly  srep'st  ?  Comfort  wss  never  here ; 
Here  is  do  food,  nor  beds,  nor  any  house 
Built  by  a  better  architect  than  beasts  ; 
And  ere  you  get  a  dwelling  firom  one  of  them, 
You  must  fight  for  it :  If  you  conquer  him. 
Be  is  your  meat ;  if  not,  you  must  be  his. 

rist.  I  come  to  you  (for,  if  I  not  mistake. 
You  are  the  prince;  from  that  most  noble  lord 
bmenus,  wf  th  a  letter. 

rra.  Alas,  I  fear 
I  »hall  be  discovered  now. 

Leuc.  Now  I  feel 
^!  jself  the  poorest  of  all  mortal  things ; 
Where  is  he  that  receives  such  courtesies 
Bat  he  has  means  to  shew  his  gratefulness 
Some  way  or  other  ?  I  have  none  at  all ! 
I  know  not  bow  to  speak  so  much  as  well 
Of  thee,  bat  to  these  trees. 

Tim.  His  letters  speak  him,  sir. 

I'ra.  Gods  keep  him  but  firom  knowing  me  till 

Ah  nte  !  sore  I  cannot  live  a  day.  [I  die ! 

rLcFOppoB  opening  the  Letter ,   the   vhiUt  Timantub 

rttns  at  htm,  and  Usavia  ttept  hefort,  and  reeeivee 

thtttrOte. 

Oh,  thoa  fool  traitor  ! — How  do  you,  master  ? 


Leue.  How  dost  thou,  my  chUd  ? — Alas !  look 

It  may  make  thee  repentant,  to  behold     [on  this  ;    I 

Those  innocent  drops  that  thou  hast  drawn  from    , 

thence.  ! 

Ura.  'Tis  nothing,  sir,  an  you  be  well. 

Tim.  Oh,  pardon  me ! 

Know  you  me  now,  sir .' 

IKneeli  and  discovers  hims^. 

Leue.  How  couldst  thou  find  me  out  ? 

Tim.  We  intercepted 
A  letter  from  Ismenus,  and  the  bearer 
Directed  me. 

Leue.  Stand  up,  Timantus,  boldly ! 
The  world  conceives  that  thou  art  guilty 
Of  divers  treasons  to  the  state  and  me : 
But  oh,  far  be  it  from  the  innocence 
Of  a  just  man,  to  give  a  traitor  death 
Without  a  trial !  Here  the  country  is  not 
To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee ;  therefore, 
(A  nobler  trial  than  thou  dost  deserve. 
Rather  than  none  at  all,)  here  I  accuse  thee. 
Before  the  face  of  Heaven,  to  be  a  traitor 
Both  to  the  duke  my  father,  and  to  me. 
And  the  whole  land.     SpesJc !  is  it  so,  or  no  ? 

Tim.  'Tis  true,  sir ;  Pardon  me  ! 

Leue,  Take  heed,  Timantus, 
How  thou  dost  castaway  thyself  i  I  must 
Proceed  to  execution  hastily 
If  thou  confess  it :  Speak  once  again !  is't  so,  or  no  ? 

Tim,  I  am  not  guilty,  sir. 

Lettc.  Gods  and  thy  sword 

Acquit  thee !  here  it  is. 

IDelivers  him  his  Sword. 

Tim.  I'll  not  use  any  violence 
Against  your  highness. 

Letic.  At  thy  peril  then  ! 
For  this  must  be  thy  trial ;  and  firom  henceforth 
Look  to  thyself  1 

[TniAJfTOB  draws  his  sword,  thejfjight,  TiUAirrvB/allS. 

Tim.  I  do  beseech  you,  sir, 
Let  me  not  fight. 

Leue.  Up,  up  again,  Timantus  ! 
There  is  no  way  but  this,  believe  me.    Now  if — 
Fy,  fy,  Timantus  1  is  there  no  usage  can 
Recover  thee  from  baseness  I   Wert  thou  longer 
To  converse  with  men,  I  would  have  chid  thee  for 
Be  all  thy  faults  forgiven !  [this. 

Tim.  Oh,  spare  me,  sir,  I  am  not  fit  for  death. 

Leue.  I  think  thou  art  not ;  yet  trust  me,  fitter 
than 
For  life.    Yet  tell  me,  ere  thy  breath  be  gone, 
Know'st  of  any  other  plots  against  me  ? 

Tim.  Of  none. 

Leue.  What  course  wouldst  thou  have  taken, 
when  thou  hadst  kill'd  me  ? 

7*1111.  I  would  have  ta'en  your  page,  and  married 
her. 

Leuc.  What  page  ?  [Uraiha  swoons. 

Tim.  Your  boy  there [^»«»- 

Leuc.  Is  he  fall''n  mad  in  death  ?  what  does  he 
mean.^ 
Some  good  god  help  me  at  the  worst ! — How  dost 

thou? 
Let  not  thy  misery  vex  me ;  thou  shalt  have 
What  thy  poor  heart  can  wish :  I  am  a  prince, 
And  I  will  keep  thee  in  the  gayest  clothes. 
And  the  finest  things  that  ever  pretty  boy 
Had  given  him. 

Ura,  I  know  you  well  enough. 
Feth,  I  am  dying ;  and  now  you  know  all  too. 

ddi 
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now  I  know  thee 
[well : 


Leuc,  But  stir  up  thyself :  Look  what  a  jewel 
here  is, 
See  how  it  glisters  !  what  a  pretty  show 
Will  this  make  in  thy  little  ear !  ha,  speak ! 
Eat  but  a  bit,  and  take  it. 

Ura,  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 

Iteuc,  I  pr*ythee  mind  thy  health  !  why,  that's 
My  good  boy,  smile  still.  [well  said ; 

Ura,  I  shall  smile  till  death, 
An  I  see  you !  I  am  Urania, 
Your  sister-in-law. 

Leuc,  How! 

Ura,  I  am  Urania. 

Leuc,  Dulness  did  seize  me  ! 
Alas,  why  cam'st  thou  hither  ? 

Ura,  Feth,  for  love : 
I  would  not  let  you  know  till  I  was  dying  ; 
For  you  could  not  love  me,  my  mother  was 
So  naught.  [Die*. 

Leuc,  I  will  love  thee,  or  anything ! 
What,  wilt  thou  leave  me  as  soon  as  I  know  thee  ? 
Speak  one  word  to  me  !  Alas,  she  is  past  it ! 
She  will  ne*er  speak  more. — 
What  noise  is  that  ?  it  is  no  matter  who 
Comes  on  me  now. 

Enter  Ismbkus,  with  the  Lords  bringing  in  Bacba. 

What  worse  than  mad  are  you 
That  seek  out  sorrows  ?  if  you  love  delights. 
Begone  from  hence  ! 

Ism,  Sir,  for  you  we  come. 
As  soldiers  to  revenge  the  wrongs  you  have  suffered 
Under  this  naughty  creature :  What  shall  be  done 
Say ;  I  am  ready.  [with  her  ? 

Leuc.  Leave  her  to  Heaven,  brave  cousin  ! 
They  shall  tell  her  how  she  has  sinn'd  against  'em  ; 
My  hand  shall  ne'er  be  stain'd  with  such  base 

blood. 
Live,  wicked  mother  I  that  reverend  title  be 
Your  pardpn !  for  I'll  use  no  extremity 
Against  you,  but  leave  you  to  Heaven. 

Bacha,  Hell  take  you  all!   or,  if  there  be  a 
place 
Of  torment  that  exceeds  that,  get  you  thither  ! 
And  till  the  devils  have  you,  may  your  lives 
Be  one  continued  plague,  and  such  a  one 
That  knows  no  friends  nor  ending !  may  all  ages 
That  shall  succeed  curse  you,  as  I  do !  and, 
If  it  be  possible,  I  ask  it  Heaven, 
That  your  base  issues  may  be  ever  monsters. 
That  must,  for  shame  of  Nature  and  succession. 
Be  drown'd  like  dogs!  'Would  I  had  breath  to 
poison  you ! 

Leuc,  '  Would  you  had  love  within  you,  and  such 
grief 
As  might  become  a  mother !  Look  you  there  ! 
Know  you  that  face  ?  that  was  Urania : 
These  are  the  fruits  of  those  unhappy  mothers. 
That  labour  with  such  horrid  births  as  you  do  I 
If  you  can  weep,  there's  cause ;  poor  innocent. 
Your  wickedness  has  kill'd  her  ;  I'll  weep  for  you. 

Ism.  Monstrous  woman  1  Mars  would  weep  at 
And  yet  she  cannot.  [this, 

Leuc,  Here  lies  your  minion  too,  slain  by  my 
hand: 


I  will  not  say  you  are  the  cause  ;  yet  certiia, 
I  know  you  were  to  blame :  The  gods  forgive  ym ', 

Jim.  See,  she  stands  as  if  she  were  inveodiig 
Some  new  destruction  for  the  woiid. 

Leuc.  Ismenus, 
Thou  art  welcome  yet  to  my  sad  company. 

ism.  I  come  to  make  you  somewhat  sadder,  sr. 

Leuc.  You  cannot ;  I  am  at  the  hdght  almdy.  | 

IsfH.  Your  father's  dead. 

Leuc.  I  thought  so  ;  Heaven  be  widi  him !        < 
Oh,  woman,  woman,  weep  now  or  nerer !  ibon 
Hast  made  more  sorrows  than  vre  have  ejcs  to  ■ 
utter.  I 

Bacha.  Now  let  Heaven  fall !  I'm  at  the  men 
of  evils; 
A  thing  so  miserably  wretched,  that  every  thing, 
The  last  of  human  comforts,  hath  left  me ! 
I  will  not  be  so  base  and  cold  to  live, 
And  wait  the  mercies  of  these  men  I  hate : 
No,  'ds  just  I  die,  since  Fortune  hath  left  me. 
My  steep  descent  attends  me :  Hand,  strike  tka 

home! 
I  have  soul  enough  to  guide :  and  let  all  know, 
As  I  stood  a  queen,  the  same  I'll  fall. 
And  one  with  me !  IStabs  (A«  Prince,  Uoi  kcnd,f. 

Leuc.  Oh ! 

Ism.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 

Leuc.  Nearer  my  health  than  I  think  any  here, 
My  tongue  b^^s  to  faulter :  What  is  man ! 
Or  who  would  be  one,  when  he  sees  a  poor  weak 
Can  in  an  instant  make  him  none  !  [vomaa 

Dor.  She's  dead  already. 

Ism,  Let  her  be  damn'd 
Already,  as  she  is !  Post  all  for  surgeons ! 

Leuc.  Let  not  a  man  stir  !  for  I  am  bat  dead. 
I  have  some  few  words  which  I  would  have  jt>a 

hear. 
And  am  afraid  I  shall  want  breath  to  speak  'em : 
First  to  you,  my  lords ;  you  know  Ismenus  is 
Undoubted  heir  of  Lycia ;  I  do  beseech  yon  aQ, 
When  I  am  dead,  to  shew  your  duties  to  him. 

Lords.  We  vow  to  do't. 

Leuc.  I  thank  you. — Next  to  you, 
Cousin  Ismenus,  that  shall  be  the  duke, 
I  pray  you  let  the  broken  images 
Of  Cupid  be  re-edified !  I  know 
All  this  is  done  by  him. 

Ism.  It  shall  be  so. 

Leuc.  Last,  I  beseech^you  that  my  motb^-n- 
law 
May  have  a  burial  according  to [W«- 

Ism.  To  what,  sir  ? 

Dor.  There's  a  full  point ! 

Ism.  I  will  interpret  for  him :  She  shall  te 
According  to  her  own  deserts,  with  dogs  I    [bui^ 

Dor.  I  would  your  majesty 
Would  haste  for  settling  of  the  people. 

Ism.  I  am  ready. 

Age.  Go ;  and  let  the  trumpets  sound 
Some  mournful  thing,  whilst  we  convey  the  hoif   > 
Of  this  unhappy  prinee  unto  the  court, 
And  of  that  virtuous  virgin  to  a  grave !  l 

But  drag  her  to  a  ditch,  where  let  her  lie,  I 

Accurs'd,  whilst  one  man  has  a  memory ! 

lA  dsadwutrO.  Exat^  ^ 
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THIERRY    AND    THEODORET. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Trxvriiy,  Kinff  qf  France. 

Thsodokst,  kit  Brother,  Prince  inf  Auttracia.. 

Martsll,  their  nolbU  KimtMin. 

PMyTAJorrs.  QMant  to  Bkuitiialt. 

Baitobkii,  aPandar. 

LnruftB,  Phpsieian  to  Brunbalt. 

I>B  ViTBY,  a  disbanded  (iffieer. 

ReveUers. 

Coortien. 

UBntsmen. 


A  Priest. 
A  Post. 
Soldinra. 
Doctors. 

Brunhalt,  Mother  to  Thibrry  and  THBoiWREr. 
Ordblla.   (he  King  cf  Arraoon's   Daughter , 

married  to  Thikrry. 
Mbmbbrob,  Tubooorbt's  Daughter. 
Ladies. 


SCENE, — France  and  Austracia. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. — Austracia.    An  Apartment  in 
Thsodorbt's  Palace. 

Enter  Thbooobbt*  Bbunhalt,  and  Bawdber. 

Brun.  Tax  me  with  these  hot  tamtures  ? 

Theod»  Yoa're  too  sudden ; 
I  do  but  gentl  J  tell  you  what  becomes  you. 
And  whi^  may  bend   your  honour!    how  these 

connes, 
Of  loose  and  lazy  pleasnresi  not  suspected, 
Bat  done  and  known ;  your  mind  that  grants  no 

limit, 
(Aad  all  your  actions  follow,)  which  loose  people. 
That  see  but  through  a  mist  of  circumstance. 
Dare  term  ambitious ;  all  your  ways  hide  sores 
Opeaing  in  the  end  to  nothing  but  ulcers. 
Your  instruments  like  these  may  call  the  world, 
And  with  a  fearful  clamour,  to  examine 
V^lty,  and  to  what  we  govern.    From  example, 
If  not  for  Yirtne's  sake,  you  may  be  honest : 
There  hare  been  great  ones,  good  ones,  and  'tis 

necessary, 
Because  yon  are  yourself,  and  by  yourself, 
A  <^f.pieoe  from  the  touch  of  power  and  justice, 
Yoa  should  command  yourself.  You  may  imagine 
•  ^liich  cozens  all  the  world,  but  chiefly  women) 
The  name  of  greatness  glorifies  your  actions ; 
And  strong  power,  like  a  pent-house,  promises 
To  shade  you  from  opinion :  Take  heed,  mother ! 
And  let  us  all  take  heed  1  these  most  abuse  us  : 
The  Bins  we  do  people  behold  through  optics. 
Which  shew  them  ten  times  more  than  common 

Tices, 
And  often  multiply  them  :  Then  what  justice 
Dare  we  inflict  upon  the  weak  offenders, 
^Vben  we  are  thieves  ourselves  ? 

Brun.  This  is  Martell, 
Studied  and  penn'd  unto  you ;  whose  base  person. 


I  charge  you  by  the  love  you  owe  a  mother, 
And  as  you  hope  for  blessings  from  her  prayers, 
Neither  to  give  belief  to,  nor  allowance  1 
Next,  I  tell  you,  sir,  you,  from  whom  obedience 
Is  so  far  fled  that  you  dare  tax  a  mother, 
Nay,  further,  brand  her  honour  with  your  slanders, 
And  break  into  the  treasures  of  her  credit, 
Your  easiness  is  abused,  your  faith  freighted 
With  lies,  malicious  lies ;  your  merchant  Mischief ; 
He  that  ne'er  knew  more  trade  than  tales,  and 

tumbling 
Suspicions  into  honest  hearts  :  What  you,  or  he, 
Or  all  the  world,  dare  lay  upon  my  worth. 
This  for  your  poor  opinions !  I  am  she. 
And  so  will  bear  myself,  whose  truth  and  white- 
Shall  ever  stand  as  far  from  these  detections  [ness 
As  you  from  duty.     Get  you  better  servants, 
People  of  honest  actions,  without  ends, 
And  whip  these  knaves  away !  they  eat  your  fa- 
vours. 
And  turn  'em  unto  poisons.     My  known  credit, 
Whom  all  the  courts  o'  this  side  Nile  have  envied. 
And  happy  she  could  cite  me,  brought  in  question, 
Now  in  my  hours  of  age  and  reverence, 
When  rather  superstition  should  be  render'd? 
And  by  a  rush  that  one  day's  warmth 
Hath  riiot  up  to  this  swelling  ?  Give  me  justice, 
Which  is  his  life ! 

Theod.  This  is  an  impudence, 
(And  he  must  tell  you,  that  till  now,  mother. 
Brought  you  a  son  s  obedience,  and  now  breaks  it) 
Above  the  sufferance  of  a  son. 

Baw.  Bless  us !  lAside. 

For  I  do  now  begin  to  feel  myself 
Turning  into  a  hsdter,  and  the  ladder 
Turning  from  me,  one  pulling  at  my  legs  too. 

Theod.  These  truths  are  no  man's  tales,  but  all 
men's  troubles : . 
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They  are,  though  your    strange  greatneis  would 

out-stare  *em  : 
Witness  the  daily  libels,  almost  ballads, 
In  every  place,  almost  in  every  province, 
And  made  upon  your  lust ;  tavern  discourses  ; 
Crowds  crammed  with  whispers;   nay,  the  holy 

temples 
Are  not  without  your  curses.    Now  you  would 

blush; 
But  your  black  tainted  blood  dare  not  appear, 
For  fear  I  should  fright  that  too. 
Srun,  Oh,  ye  gods  ! 
Theod.  Do  not  abuse  their  names !   they  see 

your  actions : 
And  your  concealed  sins,  though  you  work  like 

moles, 
Lie  level  to  their  justice. 
Brun,  Art  thou  a  son  ? 

Theod,  The  more  my  shame  is  of  so  bad  a  mother. 
And  more  your  wretchedness  you  let  me  be  so. 
But,  woman,  (for  a  mother's  name  hath  left  me, 
Since  you  have  left  your  honour)  mend  these  ruins, 
And  build  again  that  broken  fame  ;  and  fairly, 
(Your  most  intemperate  fires  have  burnt)  and 

quickly, 
Within  these  ten  days,  take  a  monastery, 
A  most  strict  house ;  a  house  where  none  may 

whisper. 
Where  no  more  light  is  known  but  what  may  make 

you 
Believe  there  is  a  day ;  where  no  hope  dwells,. 

Nor  comfort  but  in  tears 

Brun.  Oh,  misery ! 

Theod.   And  there  to    cold   repentance,  and 

starved  penance. 
Tie  your  succeeding  days :  Or  curse  me,  Heaven, 
If  all  your  gilded  knaves,  brokers,  and  bedders, 
Even  he  you  built  from  nothing,  strong  Protaldye, 
Be  not  made  ambling  geldings  !  all  your  maids, 
If  that  name  do  not  shame  'em,  fed  with  spunges 
To  suck  away  their  rankness  !  and  yourself 
Only  to  empty  pictures  and  dead  arras 
OflFer  your  old  desires  I 

Brun.  I  will  not  curse  you, 
Nor  lay  a  prophecy  upon  your  pride. 
Though  Heaven  might  grant  me  both ;  unthankful, 

no ! 
I  nourished  you ;  'twas  I,  poor  I,  groan'd  for  you ; 
'Twas  I  felt  what  you  suffer'd ;  I  lamented 
When  sickness  or  sad  hours  held  back  your  sweet- 
ness; 
'Twas  I  pay'd  for  your  sleeps ;   I  watch'd  your 

wakings ; 
My  daily  cares  and  fears  that  rid,  play'd,  walk'd, 
Discoursed,  disoover'd,  fed  and  fashion'd  you 
To  what  you  are ;  and  am  I  thus  rewarded  ? 
Theod.  But  that  I  know  these  tears,  I  could  dote 

on  'em. 
And  kneel  to  catch  'em  as  they  fall,  then  knit  'em 
Into  an  armlet,  ever  to  be  honour'd  : 
But,  woman,  they  are  dangerous  drops,  deceitful. 
Full  of  the  weeper,  anger  and  iU  nature. 
Brun.  In  my  last  hours  despised  ? 
Theod.  That  text  should  tell 
How  ugly  it  becomes  you  to  err  thus : 
Your  flames  are  spent,  nothing  but  smoke  main- 
tains you ; 
And  those  your  favour  and  your  bounty  suffers, 
Lie  not  wiUi  you,  they  do  but  lay  lust  on  you. 
And  then  embrace  you  as  they  caught  a  palsy  ; 


Your  power  they  may  love,  and,  like  Spanish  jen- 
Commit  with  such  a  gust [Mts, 

Baw.  I  would  take  whipping, 
And  pay  a  fine  now  !  lAtide.  Exit. 

Theod.  But  were  you  once  disgraced. 
Or  fall'n  in  wealth,  like  leaves  they  would  fly  from 

you. 
And  become  browse  for  every  beast.     Yoa  wiDM 

me 
To  stock  myself  with  better  friends,  and  servants ; 
\^ith  what  face  dare  you  see  me,  or  any  mankind, 
That  keep  a  race  of  such  unheard-of  relics. 
Bawds,  lechers,  leeches,  female  fornications. 
And  children  in  their  rudiments  to  vices. 
Old  men  to  shew  examples,  and  (lest  Art 
Should  lose  herself  in  act)  to  call  back  custom? 
Leave  these,  and  live  like  Niobe  1  I  told  yoa  boir ; 
And  when  your  eyes  have  droptaway  remembrance 
Of  what  Tou  were,  I  am  your  son :  Perform  it ! 

Brun.  Am  I  a  woman,  and  no  more  power  in  me 
To  tie  this  tiger  up  ?  a  soul  to  no  end  ? 
Have  I  got  shame,  and  lost  my  will  ?  Bnmhalt, 
From  this  accursed  hour  forget  thou  bor'st  him, 
Or  any  part  of  thy  blood  gave  him  living ! 
Let  him  be  to  thee  an  antipathy, 
A  thing  thy  nature  sweats  at,  and  turns  backward; 
Throw  all  the  mischiefs  on  him  that  thyself, 
Or  women  worse  than  thou  art,  have  invented, 
And  kill  him  drunk,  or  doubtful ! 

Enter  Bawdbbr,  Protaldts,  amd  Lbctrs. 

Baw.  Such  a  sweat 
I  never  was  in  yet !  cUpt  of  my  minstreU, 
My  toys  to  prick  up  wenches  withal  ?  uphold  me ; 
It  runs  like  snow-biBdls  through  me  ! 

Brun.  Now,  my  varleta. 
My  slaves,  my  running  thoughtSy  my  execntioDs ! 

Baw.  Lord,  how  she  looks  I 

Brun.  Hell  take  you  aU  ! 

Baw.  We  shall  be  gelt. 

Brun,  Your  mistress. 
Your  old  and  honour'd  mistress,  you  tired  caftab, 
Suffers  for  your  base  sins  !  I  must  be  doister'd. 
Mew'd  up  to  make  me  virtuous  :    Who  csn  help 

this? 
Now  you  stand  still,  like  statues  !     Come,  Protil- 
One  kks  before  I  perish,  kiss  me  strongly !  [d^e- 
Another,  and  a  third  ! 

Lee.  I  fear  not  gelding, 
As  long  as  she  holds  this  way. 

Brun.  The  young  courser, 
That  unlick'd  lump  of  mine,  will  win  thy  mistress; 
Must  I  be  chaste,  Protaldye  ? 

Prot.  Thus,  and  thus,  lady  !  IKitm  *^ 

Brun.  It  shaU  be  so  :    Let  Mm  seek  foo\s  for 
Here  is  my  cloister.  [vest«Ls . 

Leo.  But  what  safety,  madam. 
Find  you  in  staying  here? 

Srun.  Thou  hast  hit  my  meaning : 
T  will  to  Thierry,  son  of  my  blessings. 
And  there  compUin  me,  tell  my  tale  so  subtillT, 
That  the  cold  stones  shall  sweat,  and  statues noont; 
And  thou  shalt  weep,  Protaldye,  in  my  wibMtf ; 
And  these  forswear. 

Baw.  Yes:  any  tiling  but  gelding ! 
I  am  not  yet  in  quiet,  noble  lady : 
Let  it  be  done  to-night,  for  without  doubt 
To-morrow  we  are  capons  ! 

Brun.  Sleep  shall  not  seixe  me. 
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Nor  any  food  befriend  me  but  thy  kisses. 

Ere  I  forsake  this  desart.     I  live  honest  ? 

He  may  as  well  bid  dead  men  walk  1    I  humbled, 

Or  bent  below  my  power?  let  night-dogs  tear  me, 

And  goblins  ride  me  in  my  sleep  to  jelly, 

Ere  I  forsake  my  sphere ! 

Lee.   This  place  you  will. 

Brun.  What*s  that  to  you,  or  any, 
Ye  dlToss^  ye  powdered  pigsbones,  rhubarb  glisters ! 
Must  you  know  my  designs'?  a  college  of  you 
The  proTerb  makes  but  fools. 

Proi^  But,  noble  lady 

Brun^  You  are  a  saucy  ass  too  !  Off  I  will  not. 
If  you  bat  anger  me,  till  a  sow-gelder 
Have  cnt  you  all  like  colts  :  Hold  me,  and  kiss  me! 
For  I  am  too  much  troubled.      Make  up  my  trea- 
And  get  me  hones  private ;  come,  about  it !  [sure, 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  ii,—Anotker  in  the  tame, 
EhUt  Thbodorxt,  Mabtbix.  ami  Attendants. 

Th€od.  Though  I  assure  myself,  Martell,  your 
ooun8<^ 
Had  no  other  end  but  alliance  and  my  honour, 
Yet  I  am  jealous,  I  have  pass'd  the  bounds 
Of  a  son's  duty :  For,  suppose  her  worse 
Than  your  report,  not  by  bare  circumstance, 
But  evident  proof  oonfirm'd,  has  given  her  out ; 
Yet  since  all  weaknesses  in  a  kingdom  are 
No  more  to  be  severely  punished,  than 
The  faults  of  kings  are,  by  the  Thunderer, 
As  oft  as  they  offend,  to  be  revenged ; 
If  not  for  piety,  yet  for  policy, 
Smce  some  are  of  necessity  to  be  spared, 
I  mighty  aiMl  now  I  wish  I  had  not  looked 
With  sach  strict  eyes  into  her  follies. 

Mar,  Sir, 
A  duty  well  discharged  is  never  followM 
By  sad  repentance ;  nor  did  your  highness  ever 
Make  payment  of  the  debt  you  owed  her,  better 
Than  in  yoor  late  reproofs,  not  of  her,  but 
Those  crimes  that  made  her  worthy  of  reproof. 
The  most  remarkable  point  in  which  kings  differ 
From  priTSte  men,  is  that  they  not  alone 
Stand  bound  to  be  in  themselves  innocent. 
Bat  that  all  such  as  are  allied  to  them 
In  neam^Mi,  or  dependence,  by  their  care 
Should  be  free  from  suspicipn  of  all  crime : 
And  yon  ha^e  reap'd  a  double  benefit 
From'  this  last  great  act :  First,  in  the  restraint 
Of  her  lost  pleasures  you  remove  the  example 
From  others  of  the  like  licentiousness ; 
Then  when  'tis  known  that  your  severity 
Extended  to  your  mother,  who  dares  hope  for 
The  least  indulgence  or  connivance  in 
The  easiest  slips  that  may  prove  dangerous 
To  you,  or  to  the  kingdom  ? 

fh^od.  I  must  grant 
Your  reasons  good,  Martell,  if,  as  she  is 
My  mother,  she  had  been  my  subject,  or 
That  only  here  she  could  make  challenge  to 
A  pLaoe  of  being :  But  I  know  her  temper, 
And  fear  (if  such  a  word  become  a  king) 
That,  in  discovering  her,  1  have  let  loose 
A  tigresa,  whose  rage,  being  shut  up  in  darkness, 
Was  grieToos  only  to  herself;  which,  brought 
Into  Uie  view  of  light,  her  cruelty. 
Provoked  by  her  own  shame,  will  turn  on  him 


That  fooUshly  presumed  to  let  her  see 
The  loath 'd  nhape  of  her  own  deformity. 

Mar,  Beasts  of  that  nature,  when  rebellious 
Begin  to  appear  only  in  their  eyes,  [threats 

Or  any  motion  that  may  give  suspicion 
Of  the  least  violence,  should  be  chained  up ; 
Their  fangs  and  teeth,  and  all  their  means  of  hurt. 
Pared  off,  aud  knocks  out ;  and,  so  made  unable 
To  do  ill,  they  would  soon  begin  to  loath  it. 
I'll  apply  nothing  ;  but  had  your  grace  done. 
Or  would  do  yet,  what  your  less-forward  zeal 
In  words  did  only  threaten,  far  less  danger 
Would  grow  from  acting  it  on  her,  than  may 
Perhaps  have  being  from  her  apprehension 
Of  what  may  once  be  practised:  For,  believe  it. 
Who,  confident  of  his  own  power,  presumes 
To  spend  threats  on  an  enemy,  that  hath  means 
To  shun  the  worst  they  can  effect,  gives  armour 
To  keep  off  his  own  strength ;  nay,  more,  disarms 
Himself,  and  lies  unguarded  'gainst  all  harms 
Or  doubt  or  malice  may  produce. 

Theod,  'Tis  true : 
And  such  a  desperate  cure  I  would  have  used. 
If  the  intemperate  patient  had  not  been 
So  near  me  as  a  mother  ;  but  to  her, 
And  from  me,  gentle  unguents  only  were 
To  be  applied :  And  as  physicians, 
When  tliey  are  sick  of  fevers,  eat  themselves 
Such  viands  as  by  their  directions  are 
Forbid  to  others,  though  alike  diseased ; 
So  she,  considering  what  she  is,  may  challenge 
Those  cordials  to  restore  her,  by  her  birth 
And  privilege,  which  at  no  suit  must  be 
Granted  to  others. 

Mart.  May  your  pious  care 
Effect  but  what  it  aim'd  at  1  I  am  silent. 

Enter  Da  Vitrv,  laughing. 

Theod,  What  laugh'd  you  at,  sir  ? 

Vitry,  I  have  some  occasion, 
I  should  not  else ;  and  the  same  cause  perhaps 
That  makes  me  do  so,  may  beget  in  you 
A  contrary  effect. 

Theod.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Vitry.  I  see,  and  joy  to  see,  that  sometimes 
poor  men 
(And  most  of  such  are  good)  stand  more  indebted 
For  means  to  breathe  to  such  as  are  held  vicious. 
Than  those  that  wear,  like  hypocrites,  on  their 

foreheads 
The  ambitious  titles  of  just  men  and  virtuous. 

Mart.  Speak  to  the  purpose  ! 

VUry.  Who  would  e'er  have  thought 
The  good  old  queen,  your  highness'  reverend  mo- 
Into  whose  house  (wluch  was  an  academe,     [ther, 
In  which  all  principles  of  lust  were  practised) 
No  soldier  might  presume  to  set  his  foot ; 
At  whose  most  blessed  intercession 
All  offices  in  the  state  were  charitably 
Conferr'd  on  pandars,  o'er  •worn  chamber-wrest- 
And  such  physicians  as  knew  how  to  kill        [lers. 
With  safety,  under  the  pretence  of  saving, 
And  such-like  children  of  a  monstrous  peace  ; 
That  she,  I  say,  should  at  the  length  provide 
That  men  of  war,  and  honest  younger  brothers, 
That  would  not  owe  their  feeding  to  their  codpiece. 
Should  be  esteemM  of  more  than  moths  or  drones. 
Or  idle  vagabonds. 

Theod.  I  am  glad  to  hear  it ; 
Pr'ythee  what  course  takes  she  to  do  this  ? 
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Vitry.  One 
That  cannot  fail :  She  and  her  virtuous  train, 
With  her  jewels,  and  all  that  was  worthy  the  car- 
rying, 
The  last  night  left  the  court ;  and,  as  'tis  more 
Than  said,  for  'tis  confirmed  by  such  as  met  her. 
She's  fled  unto  your  brother. 

Theod.  How! 

Vitry,  Nay,  storm  not ; 
For  if  that  wicked  tongue  of  hers  hath  not 
Forgot  its  pace,  and  Thierry  be  a  prince 
Of  such  a  flery  temper  as  report 
Has  given  him  out  for,  you  shall  have  cause  to  use 
Such  poor  men  as  myself;  and  thank  us  too 
For  coming  to  you,  and  without  petitions  : 
Pray  Heaven  reward  the  good  old  woman  for't ! 

Mart.  I  foresaw  this. 

Theod.  I  hear  a  tempest  coming, 


That  sings  mine  and  my  kingdom's  ruin.     Haste, 
And  cause  a  troop  of  horse  to  fetch  her  back  ! — 
Yet  stay !  why  should  I  use  means  to  bring  in 
A  plague  that  of  herself  hath  left  me  ? — Muster 
Our  soldiers  up  !  we'll  stand  upon  our  guard; 
For  we  shall  be  attempted  ! — ^Yet  forbear  ! 
The  inequality  of  our  powers  will  yield  me 
Nothing  but  loss  in  their  defeature :  Something 
Must  be  done,  and  done  suddenly.     Save  your 

labour ! 
In  this  I'll  use  no  counsel  but  mine  own  ! 
That  course,  though  dangerous,  is  best.    Command 
Our  daughter  be  in  readiness  to  attend  us  ! 
Martell,  your  company !  and,  honest  Vitry, 
Thou  wilt  along  with  me  ? 
Ft/ry.  Yes,  anywhere ; 
To  be  worse  than  I'm  here,  is  past  my  fear. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I.— Paris.     An  Apartment  in  the 

Palace, 

Enter  Tmaaav,  Brunralt,  Bawdbkr,  and  Lbcurb. 

Thi.  You  are  here  in  a  sanctuary :  and  that 
(Who,  since  he  hath  forgot  to  be  a  son,  [viper 
I  much  disdain  to  think  of  as  a  brother) 
Had  better,  in  despite  of  all  the  gods. 
To  have  razed  their  temples,  and  spum'd  down 
Than,  in  his  impious  abuse  of  you,  [their  altars, 
To  have  call'd  on  my  just  anger. 

Brun,  Princely  son, 
And  in  this  worthy  of  a  nearer  name, 
I  have,  in  the  relation  of  my  wrongs, 
Been  modest,  and  no  word  my  tongue  delivered 
To  express  my  insupportable  injuries, 
But 'gave  my  heart  a  wound :  Nor  has  my  grief 
Being  from  what  I  suffer ;  but  that  he, 
Degenerate  as  he  is,  should  be  the  actor 
Of  my  extremes,  and  force  me  to  divide 
The  fires  of  brotherly  affection, 
Which  should  make  but  one  flame. 

Thi,  That  part  of  his, 
As  it  deserves,  shall  bum  no  more,  if  or 
The  tears  of  orphans,  widows,  or  all  such 
As  dare  acknowledge  him,  to  be  their  lord, 
Join'd  to  your  wrongs,  with  his  heart-blood  have 

power 
To  put  it  out :  And  you,  and  these  your  servants, 
Who  in  our  favours  shall  find  cause  to  know, 
In  that  they  left  not  you,  how  dear  we  hold  them. 
Shall  give  Theodoret  to  understand 
His  ignorance  of  the  prizeless  jewel  which 
He  did  possess  in  you,  mother,  in  you ; 
Of  which  I  am  more  proud  to  be  the  owner, 
Than  if  the  absolute  role  of  all  the  world 
Were  offer'd  to  this  hand.     Once  more,  you  are 

welcome  1 
Which  with  all  ceremony  due  to  greatness 
I  would  make  known,  but  that  our  just  revenge 
Admits  not  of  delay. — Your  hand,  lord-general ! 

Enter  PtuoTALDYE  teith  Soldiers. 

Brun,  Your  favour  and  his  merit,  I  must  say, 
Have  made  him  such :  but  I  am  jealous  how 
Your  subjects  will  receive  it 


Thi.  How  1  my  subjects  ? 
What  do  you  make  of  me  ?  Oh,  Hearen !  m  j  sub- 
jects ? 
How  base  should  I  esteem  the  name  of  prince. 
If  that  poor  dust  were  any  thing  before 
The  whirlwind  of  my  absolute  command  ! 
Let  'em  be  happy,  and  rest  so  contented. 
They  pay  the  tribute  of  their  hearts  and  knees 
To  such  a  prince,  that  not  alone  has  povwr 
To  keep  his  own,  but  to  encrease  it ;  tliat. 
Although  he  hath  a  body  may  add  to 
The  famed  night-labour  of  strong  Hereales, 
Yet  is  the  master  of  a  continence 
That  so  can  temper  it,  that  I  forbear 
Their  daughters,  and  their  wives;  whose  bands, 

though  strong, 
As  yet  have  never  drawn  by  unjust  mean 
Their  proper  wealth  into  my  treasury  ! — 
But  I  grow  glorious-Hmd  let  them  bewBre 
That,  in  their  least  repining  at  my  pleasores. 
They  change  not  a  mUd  prince  (for  if  provokod, 
I  dare  and  will  be  so)  into  a  tyrant ! 

Brun,  Yon  see  there's  hope  tiiat  we  shall  rule 
again,  lApart  to  LacimB  and  Ba 

And  your  fidl'n  fortunes  rise. 

Baw,  I  hope  your  highness 
Is  pleased  that  I  should  still  hold  my  place  witli  you ; 
For  I  have  been  so  long  used  to  provide  yon 
Fresh  bits  of  flesh  since  mine  grew  st^e,  tint  sorely , 
If  cashier' d  now,  I  shall  prove  a  bad  caterer 
In  the  fish-market  of  cold  Chastity. 

Lee,  For  me,  I  am  your  own ;  nor,  sinoe  I  fir^ 
Knew  what  it  was  to  serve  you,  have  remember'd 
I  had  a  soul,  but  such  a  one  whose  essence 
Depended  wholly  on  your  highness'  pleasure  ; 

And  therefore,  madam 

Brun.  Rest  assured  you  are 
Such  instruments  we  must  not  lose  I 
Lee.  Baw,  Our  service! 
Thi,  You  hate  view'd  them  then  ?  wliat's  youi 
opinion  of  them  ? 
In  this  dull  time  of  peace,  we  have  prepared  "em 
Apt  for  the  war ;  ha  ? 

Prot,  Sir,  they  have  limbs 
That  promise  strength  sufficient,  and  ridi  armour^ 
The  soldier's  best-loved  wealth :  More,  it  appean 
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Ther  have  been  driU'd,  nay,  very  prettily  drill'd ; 
For  many  of  them  can  discharge  their  moaquets 
Without  the  danger  of  throwing  off  their  heads. 
Or  being  offennTe  to  the  standers-by, 
By  sweating  too  much  backwards :  Nay,  I  find 
They  know  the  right  and  left-hand  file,  and  may, 
With  some  impal»on,  no  doubt  be  brought 
To  pass  the  A,  B,  C,  of  war,  and  come 
Unto  the  hom-book. 

Thi.  Well,  that  care  is  yours ; 
And  see  that  you  effect  it ! 

Proi»  I  am  alow 
To  promise  much ;  but  if  within  ten  days. 
By  precepts  and  examples,  not  drawn  from 
Worm -eaten  precedents,  of  the  Roman  wars, 
Bat  from  mine  own,  I  make  them  not  transcend 
Ail  that  e'er  yet  bore  arms,  let  it  be  said 
Protaldye  brags,  which  would  be  unto  me 
As  hat^iil  as  to  be  esteem'd  a  coward ! 
For,  sir,  few  captains  know  the  way  to  wiu  him, 
And  make  the  soldier  Taliant.    You  shall  see  me 
Lie  with  them  in  their  trenches,  talk,  and  drink. 
And  be  together  drunk  ;  and  what  seems  stranger, 
We*U    sometimes  wench  together,   which,   once 

practised. 
And  with  •some  other  care  and  hidden  arts, 
They  bein^  all  made  mine,  I'll  breathe  into  them 
Such  fearless  resolution  and  such  fervour, 
That,  though  I  brought  them  to  besiege  a  fort 
Whose  walls  were  steeple-high,  and  cannon-proof, 
Not  to  be  undermined,  they  should  fly  up 
Like  swallows ;  and,  the  parapet  once  won. 
For  proof  of  their  obedience,  if  I  will'd  them. 
They  should  leap  down  again ;  and  what  is  more, 
By  some  directions  they  should  have  from  me, 
Not  break  their  necks. 

Thi.  This  is  above  belief. 

Brun.  Sir,  on  my  knowledge,  though  he  hath 
He's  able  to  do  more.  [spoke  much, 

L^c.  She  means  on  her.  \^Apart. 

Brun,  And  howsoever  in  his  thankfulness, 
For  some  few  favours  done  him  by  myself, 
He  left  Austracia ;  not  Theodoret, 
Though  he  was  chiefly  aimM  at,  could  have  laid. 
With  all  his  dukedom's  power,  that  shame  upon 
Which  in  his  barbarous  malice  to  m  j  honour,  [him. 
He  swore  with  threats  to  effect. 

Thi.   I  camnot  but 
Believe  yaUt  madam. — ^Thou  art  one  degree 
Grown  nearer  to  my  heart,  and  I  am  proud 
To  have  in  thee  so  glorious  a  plant 
Transported  hither  :  In  thy  conduct,  we 
<jo  on  assured  of  conquest ;  our  remove 
"^hall  be  with  the  next  sun. 


EntfT  Thjboikhuet,  MaaBXBOS,  Mabtuju,  and  Djb  Vitry. 

Lee.  Amaxement  leave  me  I 
'Til*  he, 

Bofp.  We  are  again  undone ! 

Prot.  Our  guilt 
Hath  no  assurance  nor  defence. 

Baw.  If  now 
Your  ever-ready  wit  fail  to  protect  us. 
We  «:hall  be  all  discovered. 

Brun.  Be  not  so 
In  your  amaaement  and  your  foolish  fears  ! 
1  am  prepared  for't. 

Thead,  How !  not  one  poor  welcome. 
In  answer  of  so  long  a  journey  made   ' 
Only  to  see  you,  brother  ? 


Thi,  I  have  stood 
Silent  thus  long,  and  am  yet  unresolved 
Whether  to  entertain  thee  on  my  sword. 
As  fits  a  parricide  of  a  mother's  honour ; 
Or  whether,  being  a  prince,  I  yet  stand  bound 
(Though  thou  art  here  condemned)  to  give  thee 
Before  I  execute.    What  foolish  hope,     [hearing, 
(Nay,  pray  you  forbear)  or  desperate  madness 

rather, 
(Unless  thou  com'st  assured,  I  stand  in  debt 
As  far  to  all  impiety  as  thyself) 
Has  made  thee  bring  thy  neck  unto  the  axe  ? 
Since  looking  only  here,  it  cannot  but 
Draw  frvsh  blood  from  thy  sear'd-up  conscience, 
To  make  thee  sensible  of  that  horror,  which 
They  ever  bear  about  them,  that  like  Nero- 
Like,  said  I  ?  thou  art  worse ;  since  thou  dar*st 

strive 
In  her  defame  to  murder  thine  alive. 

Theod,  That  she  that  long  since  had  the  bold- 
ness to 
Be  a  bad  woman,  (though  I  wish  some  other 
Should  so  report  her)  could  not  want  the  cunning, 
Since  they  go  hand  in  hand,  to  lay  fair  colours 
On  her  black  crimes,  I  was  resolved  before ; 
Nor  make  I  doubt  but  that  she  hath  impoison'd 
Your  good  opinion  of  me,  and  so  far 
Incensed  your  rage  against  me,  that  too  late 
I  come  to  plead  my  innocence. 

Brun,  To  excuse 
Thy  impious  scandals  rather  ! 

Pre/.  Rather  forced  with  fear 
To  be  compell'd  to  come. 

Thi.  Forbear! 

Theod.  This  moves  not  me  ;  and  yet,  had  I  not 
Transported  on  my  own  integrity,  [been 

I  neither  am  so  odious  to  my  subjects. 
Nor  yet  so  barren  of  defence,  but  that 
By  force  I  could  have  justified  my  guilt. 
Had  I  been  faulty :  But  since  Innocence 
Is  to  itself  an  hundred  thousand  guards. 
And  that  there  is  no  son,  but  though  he  owe 
That  name  to  an  ill  mother,  but  stands  bound 
Rather  to  take  away,  with  his  own  danger, 
From  the  number  of  her  faults,  than,  for  his  own 
Security,  to  add  unto  them  :  This, 
This  hath  made  me  to  prevent  the  expence 
Of  blood  on  both  sides ;  the  injuries,  the  rapes, 
(Pages,  that  ever  wait  upon  the  war) 
The  account  of  all  which,  since  you  are  the  cause. 
Believe  it,  would  have  been  required  from  you ; 
Rather  I  say  to  offer  up  my  daughter, 
Who  living  only  could  revenge  my  death. 
With  my  heart-blood  a  sacrifice  to  your  anger. 
Than  that  you  should  draw  on  your  head  more 
Than  yet  you  have  deserved.  [curses 

Thi.  I  do  begin  lApart. 

To  feel  an  alteration  in  my  nature. 
And,  in  his  full-sailM  confidence,  a  shower 
Of  gentle  rain,  that,  falling  on  the  fire 
Of  my  hot  rage,  hath  quench'd  it.     Ha !  I  would 
Once  more  speak  roughly  to  him,  and  I  will ; 
Yet  there  is  something  whispers  to  me,  that 
I  have  said  too  much  :  How  is  my  heart  divided 
Between  the  duty  of  a  son,  and  love 
Due  to  a  brother  !  Yet  I  am  swayM  here. 
And  must  ask  of  you,  how  *tis  possible 
You  can  affect  me,  that  have  learned  to  hate 
W^here  you  should  pay  all  love  ? 

Theod.  Which,  join'd  with  duty. 
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Upon  my  knees  I  should  be  proud  to  tender. 
Had  she  not  used  herself  so  many  swords 
To  cut  those  bonds  that  tied  me  to  it. 

Thi.  Fy, 
No  more  of  that  I 

Theod,  Alas,  it  is  a  theme 
I  take  no  pleasure  to  discourse  of :  'Would 
It  could  as  soon  be  buried  to  the  world, 
As  it  should  die  to  me  !  nay  more,  I  wish 
(Next  to  my  part  of  Heaven)  that  she  would  spend 
The  last  part  of  her  life  so  here,  that  all 
Indifferent  judges  might  condemn  me  for 
A  most  maUcious  slanderer,  nay,  text  it 
Upon  my  forehead. — If  you  hate  me,  mother, 
Put  me  to  such  a  shame ;  pray  yon  do  !  Believe  it, 
There  is  no  glory  that  may  fall  upon  me. 
Can  equal  the  delight  I  should  receive 
In  that  disgrace ;  provided  the  repeal 
Of  your  long-banish'd  virtues,  and  good  name, 
Usher 'd  me  to  it. 

Thi.  See,  she  shews  herself 
An  easy  mother,  which  her  tears  confirm ! 

Theod,  'Tig  a  good  sign ;  the  comfortablest  rain 
I  ever  saw. 

Thi.  Embrace  I— Why,  this  is  well : 
May  never  more  but  love  in  you,  and  duty 
On  your  part,  rise  between  you ! 

Baw.  Do  you  hear,  lord. general  ? 
Does  not  your  new-stamp'd  honour  on  the  sudden 
Begin  to  grow  sick  ? 

ProL  Yes  ;  I  find  it  fit, 
That,  putting  off  my  armour,  I  should  think  of 
Some  honest  hospital  to  retire  to. 

Baw.  Sure, 
Although  I  am  a  bawd,  yet  being  a  lord, 
They  cannot  whip  me  for't :  What's  your  opinion? 

Lee.  The  beadle  will  resolve  you,  for  I  cannot : 
There's  something  that  more  near  concerns  myself, 
That  calls  upon  me. 

Mart.  Note  but  yonder  scarabs, 
That  lived  npon  the  dung  of  her  base  pleasures ; 
How  from  the  fear  that  she  may  yet  prove  honest 
Hang  down  their  wicked  heads ! 

Viiry.  What's  that  to  me  ? 
Though  they  and  all  the  polecats  of  the  court, 
Were  truss'd  together,  I  perceive  not  how 
It  can  advantage  me  a  cardecue, 
To  help  to  keep  me  honest.  C-^  *o'^ 

Enter  a  Post. 

Thi.  How  !  from  whence  ? 

Pott.  These  letters  will  resolve  your  grace. 

Thi.  What  speak  they  ?—  [A*^* 

How  all  things  meet  to  make  me  this  day  happy  I 
See,  mother,  brother,  to  your  reconcilement 
Another  blessing,  almost  equal  to  it, 
Is  coming  towards  me !  my  contracted  wife 
Ordelhi,  daughter  of  wise  Datarick, 
The  king  of  Arragon,  is  on  our  confines : 
Then',  to  arrive  at  such  a  time,  when  you 
Are  happily  here  to  honour  with  your  presence 
Our  long.deferr*d,  but  much-wish'd  nuptial. 
Falls  out  above  expression  !  Heaven  be  pleased 
That  I  may  use  these  blessings  pour'd  on  me 
With  moderation ! 

Bruru  Hell  and  furies  aid  me,  lApart. 

That  I  may  have  power  to  avert  the  plagues, 
That  press  upon  me ! 

Thi.  Two  days'  journey,  say'st  thou  ? 
We  will  set  forth  to  meet  her.     In  the  mean  time, 


See  all  things  be  prepared  to  entertain  her : 
Nay,  let  me  have  your  companies !  there's  a  fiirest 
In  the  midway  shall  yield  us  hunting  sport. 
To  ease  our  travel !  I'll  not  have  a  brow 
But  shall  wear  mirth  upon  it ;  therefore  dear  them! 
We'll  wash  away  all  sorrow  in  glad  feasts  ; 
And  the  war  we  meant  to  men,  we'll  make  on  beasts. 
lExeunt  all  but  BatnTRALT,  Bawobbk,  PaofTAUSTx, 

LKCtHC. 

Brun.  Oh,  that  I  had  the  magic  to  ttmnsform 
you 
Into  the  shape  of  such,  that  your  own  hounds 
Might  tear  you  piece-meal  1     Are  you  bo  stupid  ? 
No  word  of  comfort  ?     Have  I  fed  your  moatfas 
From  my  excess  of  moisture,  with  such  cost. 
And  can  you  yield  no  other  retribntion« 
But  to  devour  your  maker  ?  pandar,  sponge, 
Impouoner,  all  grovm  barren  ? 

Prot.  You  yourself. 
That  are  our  mover,  and  for  whom  alone 
We  live,  have  fail'd  yourself,  in  giving  way 
To  the  reconcilement  of  your  sons. 

Lee.  Which  if 
You  had  prevented,  or  would  teach  na  how 
They  might  again  be  severed,  we  could  eauly 
Remove  all  other  hindrances  that  stop 
The  passage  of  your  pleasures. 

Baw.  And  for  me. 
If  I  fail  in  my  ofiloe  to  provide  you 
Fresh  delicates,  hang  me ! 

Brun.  Oh,  you  are  dull,  and  find  not 
The  cause  of  my  vexation ;  their  reconcilement 
Is  a  mock  castle  built  upon  the  sand 
By  children,  which,  when  I  am  pleased  to  o'er« 
I  can  with  ease  spurn  down.  [throw, 

Lee.  If  so,  from  whence 
Grows  your  affliction  ? 

Brun.  My  grief  comes  along 
With  the  new  queen,  in  whose  gnoe  all  my  power 
Must  suffer  shipwreck  :  For  me  now. 
That  liitherto  have  kept  the  first,  to  know 
A  second  place,  or  yield  the  least  precedence 
To  any  other,  's  death  1  to  have  my  sleepa 
Less  enquired  after,  or  my  rising  up 
Saluted  with  less  reverence,  or  my  gates 
Empty  of  suitors,  or  the  king's  great  faToora 
To  pass  through  any  hand  but  mine,  or  he 
Himself  to  be  directed  by  another. 
Would  be  to  me — Do  you  understand  me  yet  ? 
No  means  to  prevent  this  ? 

Prot.  Fame  gives  her  out 
To  be  a  woman  of  a  chastity 
Not  to  be  wrought  upon  ;  and  therefore,  madam, 
•For  me,  though  I  have  pleased  you,  to  atten^c  her. 
Were  to  no  purpose. 

Brun,  Tush,  some  other  way  ! 

Baw.  'Faith,  I  know  none  else ;  aJl  my  hring* 
ing  up 
Aim'd  at  no  other  learning. 

Lee.  Give  me  leave ! 
If  my  art  foil  me  not,  I  have  thooghl  oa 
A  speeding  project. 

Brun.  What  is't  ?  but  effect  it. 
And  thou  shalt  be  my  ^scul^ius ; 
Thy  image  shall  be  set  up  in  pure  gold. 
To  which  I  will  fall  down,  and  wonhip  it. 

Leo.  The  lady's  foir  ? 

Brun.  Exceeding  fair. 

Lee.  And  young  ? 

Brun.  Some  fifteen  at  the  most* 
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l*ee.  And  loves  the  king 
With  equal  ardour  ? 

Brun.  More ;  the  dotes  on  him. 
L0ee»  Well  then ;  what  think  yon  if  I  make  a 
drink, 
Which,  given  unto  him  on  the  hridal-night, 
Shall  for  five  days  so  roh  his  faculties 
Of  ail  abiHty  to  pay  that  duty 
\%luch  new-made  wives  expect,  that  she  shall  swear 
She  is  not  match'd  to  a  man  ? 
PnU.  Twererarel 
Lee.  And  then. 
If  she  have  any  part  of  woman  in  her, 
She*ll  or  fly  out,  or  at  least  give  occasion 
Of  such  a  hreach  which  ne'er  can  he  made  up  ; 
Since  he  that  to  all  else  did  never  fail 
Of  as  much  as  could  be  performed  by  man, 
Proves  only  ioe  to  her. 
Brun,   'Tis  excellent ! 
Bow.  The  physician 
Helps  ever  at  a  dead  lift :  A  fine  calling, 
That  can  both  raise  and  take  down :  Out  upon  thee ! 

Brttn.  For  this  one  service,  I  am  ever  thine ! 
Prepare' t ;  I'll  give  it  him  myself. — For  you,  Pro- 

taldye, 
By  this  kiss,  and  our  promised  sport  at  night, 
I  do  oonjore  you  to  bear  up,  not  minding 
The  opposition  of  Theodoret, 
Or  any  of  his  followers  :  Whatsoever 
Yon  mre,  yet  you  appear  valiant,  and  make  good 
The  opinion  that  is  had  of  yon  I  For  myself, 
In  the  new^  queen's  remove  being  made  secure. 
Fear  not,  I'll  make  the  future  building  sure. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  Tl.^A  Forest.     Winding  of  Horns. 
Bnter  Thbodokkt  and  THiaaav. 

7%0od.  This  stag  stood  well,  and  cunningly. 

Thi.  My  horse, 
I  am  snre,  has  found  it,  for  his  sides  are  blooded 
From  flank  to  shoulder.    Where's  the  troop  ? 

Enter  Mahtxix. 

Theod.  P^iss'd  homeward. 
Weary  and  tired  as  we  are. — Now,  Martell ; 
Have  yon  remember'd  what  we  thought  ot? 

Mori,  Yes,  sir ;    I  have  snigled  him ;  and  if 
Any  desert  in's  blood,  beside  the  itch,      [there  be 
ifr  manly  beat,  but  what  decoctions. 
Leeches,  and  cullises  have  cramm'd  into  him, 
Ytjor  lordship  shall  know  perfect. 

Thi.  What  is  that? 
May  not  I  know  too  ? 

ThewL  Ye^  sir ;  to  that  end 
We  cast  the  project. 

Thu  Whatis't? 

Mart.  A  desire,  sir, 
Vpon  die  gilded  flag  your  grace's  favour 
Has  stock  up  for  a  general ;  and  to  inform  you 
(For  this  hour  he  shall  pass  the  test)  what  valour. 
Staid  judgment,  soul,  or  safe  discretion. 
Your  mother's  wandering  eyes,  and  your  obedi- 
ence. 
Have  flung  upon  us  ;  to  assure  your  knowledge. 
He  can  be,  dare  be,  shall  be,  must  be  nothing 
(Load  him  with  piles  of  honours,  set  him  off 
With  all  the  cunning  foils  that  may  deceive  us  !) 
But  a  poor,  cold,  unspirited,  unmanner'd, 
Vnhonesty  unaffected,  undone  fool. 


And  most  unheard-of  coward ;  a  mere  lump, 
Made  to  load  beds  withal,  and,  like  a  night-mare. 
Ride  ladies  that  forget  to  say  their  prayers  ; 
One  that  dares  only  be  diseased,  and  in  debt ; 
Whose  body  mews  more  plaisters  every  month. 
Than  women  do  old  faces ! 

Thi,  No  more  !  I  know  him ; 
I  now  repent  my  error :  Take  your  time. 
And  try  him  home,  ever  thus  fiur  reserved, 
You  tie  your  anger  up  ! 

Mart.  1  lose  it  else,  sir. 

Thi.  Bring  me  his  sword  fair-taken  without 
(For  that  will  best  decUure  him)—-        [violence, 

Theod.  That's  the  thing. 

Thi.  And  my  best  horse  is  thine. 

Mart.  Your  grace's  servant !  [Exit. 

Theod.  You'll  hunt  no  more,  sir  ? 

Thi.  Not  to-day ;  the  weather 
Is  grown  too  warm  ;  besides,  the  dogs  are  spent : 
We'll  take  a  cooler  morning.     Let's  to  horse, 
And  halloo  in  the  troop  !  {Exeunt.  Wind  horns. 

Enter  two  Huntsmen. 

1  Hunts.  Ay  marry,  Twainer, 

This  woman  gives  indeed ;  these  are  the  angels 
That  are  the  keepers'  saints ! 

2  Hunts.  I  like  a  woman 

That  handles  the  deer's  dowsets  with  discretion. 
And  pays  us  by  proportion. 

1  Hunts.  'Tis  no  treason 

To  think  this  good  old  lady  has  a  stump  yet. 
That  may  require  a  coral. 

2  Hunts.  And  the  bells  too  ; 
She  has  lost  a  friend  of  me  else. 

Enter  Pkotaldyb. 

But  here's  the  clerk  : 
No  more,  for  fear  o'  th'  bell-ropes  ! 

Prot.  How  now,  keepers  ? 
Saw  you  the  king  ? 

1  Hunts.  Yes,  sir ;  he's  newly  mounted, 
And,  as  we  take  it,  ridden  home. 

Prot,  Farewell  then !  [Exeunt  Huntsmen. 

Enter  Mabtkll. 

Mart.  My  honoured  lord,  fortune  has  made  me 
happy 
To  meet  with  such  a  man  of  men  to  side  me. 

Prot.  How,  sir  ?  1  know  you  not. 
Nor  what  your  fortune  means. 

Mart.  Few  words  shall  serve  i 
I  am  be  tray 'd,  sir ;  innocent  and  honest, 
Malice  and  violence  are  both  against  me, 
Basely  and  foully  laid  for ;  for  my  life,  sir  ! 
Danger  is  now  about  me,  now  in  my  throat,  sir. 

Prot.  Where,  sir  ? 

Mart.  Nay,  I  fear  not ; 
And  let  it  now  pour  down  in  storms  upon  me, 
I  have  met  a  noble  guard. 

Prot.  Your  meaning,  sir  ? 
For  I  have  present  business. 

Mart.  Oh,  my  lord. 
Your  honour  cannot  leave  a  gentleman. 
At  least  a  fair  design  of  this  brave  nature. 
To  which  your  worth  is  wedded,  your  profession 
Hatch'd  in,  and  made  one  piece,  in  such  a  peril. 
There  are  but  six,  my  lord. 

Prot.  What  six .» 

Mart.  Six  villains ; 
Sworn,  and  in  pay  to  kill  me. 

Prot.  Six? 
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Mart.  Alas,  sir, 
What  can  six  do,  or  six  score,  now  yon're  pre- 
sent ? 
Your  name  will  blow  'em  off  :  Say  they  have  shot 

too ; 
Who  dare  present  a  piece  ?  your  valour^s  proof, 
sir. 

Prot.  No,  I'll  assure  you,  sir,  nor  my  discretion, 
Against  a  multitude,   'lis  true,  I  dare  fight 
Enough,  and  well  enough,  and  long  enough ; 
But  wisdom,  sir,  and  weight  of  what  is  on  me, 
(In  which  I  am  no  more  mine  own,  nor  your's,  sir. 
Nor,  as  I  take  it,  any  single  danger, 
But  what  concerns  my  place)  tells  me  directly, 
Beside  my  person,  my  fair  reputation. 
If  I  thrust  into  crowds,  and  seek  occasions. 
Suffers  opinion.     Six  ?  Why  Hercules 
Avoided  two,  man  :  Yet,  not  to  give  example. 
But  only  for  your  present  danger's  sake,  sir. 
Were  there  but  four,  sir,  I  cared  not  if  I  killed 
They'll  serve  to  whet  my  sword.  [them  ; 

Mart.  There  are  but  four,  sir  ; 
I  did  mistake  them  :  But  four  such  as  Europe, 
Excepting  your  great  valour 

Prot.  Well  considered ! 
I  will  not  meddle  with  'em ;  four,  in  honour. 
Are  equal  with  four  score :  Besides,  they  are  people 
Only  directed  by  their  fury. 

Mart.  So  much  nobler 
Shall  be  your  way  of  justice. 

Prot.  That  I  find  not. 

Mart.  You  will  not  leave  me  thus  ? 

Prot.  I  would  not  leave  you ;  but,  look  you,  sir. 
Men  of  my  place  and  business  must  not 
Be  question  d  thus. 

Mart.  You  cannot  pass,  sir, 
Now  they  have  seen  me  with  you,  without  danger : 
They  are  here,  sir,  within  hearing.  Take  but  two ! 

Prot.  Let  the  law  take  'em !  take  a  tree,  sir — 
I'll  take  my  horse— that  you  may  keep  with  safety, 
If  they  have  brought  no  band-saws.     Within  this 

hour 
I'U  send  you  rescue,  and  a  toil  to  take  'em. 

Mart.  You  shall  not  go  so  poorly.     Stay  !  but 
one,  sir  1 

Prot.  I  have  been    so    hamper'd  with    these 
rescues, 
So  hew'd  and  tortured,  that  the  truth  is,  sir, 
I  have  mainly  vow'd  against  'em.    Yet,  for  your 

sake, 
If,  as  you  say,  there  be  but  one,  I'll  stay 
And  see  fair  play  o'  both  sides. 

Mart.  There  is  no 
More,  sir,  and,  as  I  doubt,  a  base  one  too. 

Prot.  Fy  on  him  !  Go,  lug  him  out  by  th'  ears  I 

Mart.  Yes,  this  is  he,  sir  ;  the  basest  in  the 
kipgdom.  iSeittshim. 

Prot.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  for  a  general  fool, 
A  knave,  a  coward,  an  upstart  stallion  bawd. 
Beast,  barking  puppy,  t^at  dares  not  bite. 

Prot.  The  bc»t  man  best  knows  patience. 

Mart.  Yes, 
This  way,  sir ;  now  draw  your  sword,  and  right 
yon,  IKidu  him. 

Or  render  it  to  me ;  for  one  you  shall  do ! 

Prot.  If  wearing  it  may  do  you  any  honour, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  grace  you ;  Uiere  it  is,  sir ! 

Mart.  Now  get  you  home,  and  tell  your  lady 
mistress, 


She  haa  shot  up  a  sweet  mushroom !  quit  your 

place  too. 
And  say  you  are   counsell'd  well ;  thou  wilt  be 

beaten  else 
By  thine  own  lanceprisadoes,  (when  they  know 

thee) 
That  tuns  of  oil  of  roses  will  not  core  thee  : 
Gro,  get  you  to  your  foining  work  at  ooort. 
And  learn  to  sweat  again,  luid  eat  dry  mutton ! 
An  armour  like  a  frost  will  search  your  bones 
And  make  you  roar,  you  rogue  I  not  a  reply. 
For  if  you  do,  your  ears  go  off  I 

Prot.  Still  patience  I  IBxeunt. 


SCENE  III.— Paris.  A  ffaU  in  the  Palace. 

Loud  Miuick.  A  Banquet  9ct  out. 

Enter  TmaaaT,  Okdklla,  BRinmALT,  Tiiaoix»BT,  Lacrmx, 
Bawdbsh,  and  Attandsata. 

Thi.  It  is  your  place  ;  and  though  in  all  thin|>s 
You  may,  and  ever  shall  command  me,  yet  [else 
In  this  I'U  be  obey'd. 

Ord.  Sir,  the  consent 
That  made  me  yours,  shall  never  teach  me  to 
Repent  I  am  so  :  Yet  be  you  but  pleased 
To  give  me  leave  to  say  so  mudi :  the  honour 
You  offer  me  were  better  given  to  her. 
To  whom  you  owe  the  power  of  giving. 

Thi.  Mother, 
You  hear  this,  and  rejoice  in  such  a  blesaing 
That  pays  to  you  so  large  a  share  of  duty. — 
But,  fy !  no  more  !  for  as  you  hold  a  jpiCaee 
Nearer  my  heart  than  she,  you  most  ait  Demrest 
To  all  those  graces  that  are  in  the  power 
Of  majesty  to  bestow. 

Brun.  Which  I'll  provide  iJpart. 

Shall  be  short-lived. — Lecure  I 

Lee.  I  have  it  ready. 

Brun.  'Tis  well ;  wait  on  our  cup. 

Lee.  You  honour  me. 

Thi.  We  are  dull ; 
No  object  to  provoke  mirth  ? 

Theod.  Martell, 
If  you  remember,  sir,  will  grace  your  feast 
With  something  that  will  yield  matter  of  mirth,    , 
Fit  for  no  common  view. 

Thi.  Touching  Protaldye  ? 

Theod.  You  have  it.  j 

Brun.  What  of  him  ? — I  fear  his  baseness,       i 
In  spite  of  all  the  titles  that  my  favours 
Have  cloth'd  him  with,  will  make  discovery  i 

Of  what  is  yet  conceal'd.  ^Atim 

Enter  Maatkll,  with  Pbotalovk'b  fnevrd. 

Theod.  Look,  sir  ;  he  has  it ! 
Nay,  we  shall  have  peace,  when  so  great  a  sol 
As  the  renown'd  Protaldye  will  give  up 
His  sword,  rather  than  use  it 

Brun.  'Twas  thy  plot, 
Which  I  will  turn  on  thine  own  head !  C-''' 

Thi.  Pray  you  speak  ; 
How  won  you  him  to  part  from't  ? 

Mart.  Won  him,  sir  ? 
He  would  have  yielded  it  upon  his  knees. 
Before  he  would  have  hazarded  the  exchange 
Of  a  fillip  of  the  forehead :  Had  you  will'd  mr. 
I  durst  have  undertook  he  should  have  sent  you 
His  nose,  provided  that  the  loss  of  it 
Might  have  saved  the  rest  of  his  face.  Be  i&,  »u^ 
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The  most  unutterable  coward  that  e'er  nature 
BlessM  with  hard  shoulders ;   which  were  only 
To  the  rain  of  bastinadoes.  [given  him 

TM,  Possible  ? 

Theod,  Obserre  but  how  she  frets  ! 

Mart.  Why,  believe  it, 
Bat  that  I  know  the  shame  of  this  disgrace 
Will  make  the  beast  to  live  with  such,  and  never 
Presume  to  come  more  among  men.  Til  hazard 
My  life  upon  it,  that  a  boy  of  twelve 
Should  scourge  him  hither  like  a  parish-top, 
And  make  him  dance  before  you. 

Brun.  Slave,  thou  liest ! 
Thou  dar'st  as  well  speak  treason  in  the  hearing 
Of  those  that  have  the  power  to  punish  it, 
As  the  least  syllable  of  this  before  him : 
But  'tis  thj  hate  to  me. 

MwrU  Nay,  pray  you,  madam  ; 
I  have  no  ears  to  hear  you,  thou^  a  foot 
To  let  you  understand  what  he  is. 

Brun.  "^^Uain 

TheotL  You  are  too  violent 

Enter  Protaldyb. 

Pr^L  The  worst  that  can  come 
Is  blanketing ;  for  beating,  and  such  virtues, 
I  have  been  long  acquainted  with. 

Mart.  Oh,  strange  I 

Baw,  Behold  the  man  you  talk  of ! 

Brun.  Give  me  leave ! 
Or  free  thyself — think  in  what  place  you  are — 
From  the  foul  imputation  that  is  laid 
Upon  thy  valour — ^be  bold  ;  TU  protect  yon — 
Or  here  I  vow — deny  it  or  forswear  it — 
These  honours  which  thou  wear'st  unworthily — 
Which  be  but  impudent  enough,  and  keep  them — 
Shall  be  torn  firom  thee,  with  thy  eyes. 

Prot,  I  have  it 

My  valour  ?  is  there  any  here^  beneath 
Hie  style  of  king,  dares  question  it  ? 

Thi.  This  is  rare  ! 

Prot,  Which  of  my  actions,  which  have  still 
been  noble. 
Has  rendered  me  suspected  ? 

TkL  Nay,  Martell, 
You  must  not  fall  off. 

Mart.  Oh,  sir,  fear  it  not : — 
Do  you  know  this  sword  ? 

Prot.  Yes. 

Mart.  'Pray  you  on  what  terms 
Did  you  part  with  it  ? 

Prot.  Part  with  it,  say  you  ? 

Mart.  So. 

Thi,  Nay,  study  not  an  answer ;  confess  freely. 

Prot.  Oh,  I  remember't  now:  At  the  stag's  fall, 
As  we  to-day  were  hunting,  a  poor  fellow, 
(Aud,  now  I  view  you  better,  I  may  say 
Much  of  your  pitch)  this  silly  wretch  I  spoke  of. 
With  this  petition  falling  at  my  feet, 
(Which  much  against  my  will  he  kiss'd)  desired, 
That,  as  a  special  means  for  his  preferment, 
I  would  vouchsafe  to  let  him  use  my  sword, 
To  cut  off  the  stag's  head. 

Brun.  Will  you  hear  that  ? 

Baw.  This  lie  bears  a  similitude  of  truth. 

Prot.  I,  ever  courteous  (a  great  weakness  in  me). 
Granted  his  humble  suit. 

Mart.  Oh,  impudence ! 

Thi.  This  change  is  excellent. 

Mart.  A  word  with  you : 


Deny  it  not !     I  was  that  man  disguised  : 
You  know  my  temper,  and,  as  you  respect 
A  daily  cudgelling  for  one  whole  year. 
Without  a  second  pulling  by  the  ears, 
Or  tweaks  by  the  nose,  or  the  most  precious  balm 
You  used  of  patience,  (patience,  do  you  mark  me  ?) 
Conies^  before  tiiese  kings  with  what  base  fear 
Thou  didst  deliver  it. 

Prot.  Oh,  I  shall  burst ! 
And  if  I  have  not  instant  liberty 
To  tear  this  fellow  limb  by  limb,  the  wrong 
Will  break  my  heart,  although  Herculean, 
And  somewhat  bigger !     There's  my  gage !  pray 
Let  me  redeem  my  credit !  [you  here 

Thi.  Ha,  ha  !     Forbear  I 

Mart.    Pray  you  let  me  take  it  up ;  and  if  I 
do  not. 
Against  all  odds  of  armour  and  of  weapons, 
With  this  make  him  confess  it  on  his  knees. 
Cut  off  my  head. 

Prot.  No,  that's  my  office. 

Baw.  Fy! 
You  take  the  hangman's  place  ? 

Ord.  Nay,  good  my  lord, 
Let  me  atone  this  difference !  do  not  suffer 
Our  bridal  night  to  be  the  centaur's  feast. — 
You  are  a  knight,  and  bound  by  oath  to  grant 
All  just  suits  unto  ladies  :  For  my  sake, 
Forget  your  suppos'd  wrong  I 

Prot.  Well,  let  him  thank  you  ! 
For  your  sake,  he  shall  live,  perhaps  a  day  ; 
And,  may  be,  on  submission,  longer. 

Theod.  Nay, 
Martell,  you  must  be  patient. 

Mart.  I  am  yours ; 
And  this  slave  shall  be  once  more  mine. 

Thi.  Sit  all  I 
One  health,  and  so  to  bed  !  for  I  too  long 
Defer  my  choicest  delicates. 

Brun.  Which,  if  poison  lAside. 

Have  any  power,  thou  shalt,  like  Tantalus, 
Behold  and  never  taste. — Be  careful ! 

Lee.  Fear  not ! 

Brun.  Though  it  be  rare  in  our  sex,  yet  for  once 
I  will  begin  a  health. 

Thi.  Let  it  come  freely  t 

Brun.  Lecure,  the  cup !  Here,  to  the  son  we  hope 
This  night  shall  be  an  embrion  ! 

Thi.  You  have  named 
A  blessing  that  I  most  desired  ;  I  pledge  you  : 
Give  me  a  larger  cup  ;  that  is  too  littie 
Unto  so  great  a  good. 

Brun.  Nay,  tiien  you  wrong  me  ; 
Follow  as  I  began ! 

Thi.  Well,  as  you  please. 

Brun.  Is't  done  ? 

Lee.  Unto  your  wish,  I  warrant  you ; 
For  this  night  I  durst  trust  him  with  my  mother. 

7*^1.  So,  'tis  gone  round :  Lights ! 

Brun.  Pray  you  use  my  service. 

Ord.  'Tis  that  which   I   shall  ever  owe  you, 
madam, 
And  must  have  none  from  you  :   Pray  you  pardon 

Thi.  Good  rest  to  all  1  [me! 

Theod.  And  to  you  pleasant  labour ! — 

Martell,  your  company  ! — Madam,  good  night ! 

lExeunt  all  but  Bbunhalt,  Protaldys,  Lxcurx,  and 
Bawdbbr. 

Brun.  Nay,  you  have  cause  to  blush ;  but  I  will 
hide  it, 
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And,  what's  more,  I  forgiTe  yoa.    Is't  not  pity, 
That  thouy  that  art  the  first  to  enter  combat 
With  any  woman,  and  what's  more,  overcome  her, 
In  which  she  is  best  pleased,  should  be  so  fearful 
To  meet  a  man? 

Prot,  Why,  would  you  have  me  lose 
That  blood  that's  dedicated  to  your  service, 
In  any  other  quarrel  ? 

Brun.  No  ;  reserve  it ! 
As  I  will  study  to  preserve  thy  credit — 
You,  sirrah,  be't  your  care  to  find  out  one 
That's  poor,  though  valiant,  that  at  any  rate 
Will,  to  redeem  my  servant's  reputation, 
Receive  a  public  baffling. 

Bate.  'Would  your  highness 
Were  pleased  to  inform  me  better  of  your  purpose  1 

Brun,  Why  one,  sir,  that  would  thus  be  box'd 
orkick'd;  IKietuhim. 

Do  yon  apprehend  me  now  ? 

Bate.  I  feel  you,  madam. 
The  man  that  shall  receive  this  from  my  lord. 
Shall  have  a  thousand  crowns  ? 

Prot.  He  shall. 

Bate,  Besides, 
His  day  of  bastinadoing  past  o'er. 
He  sh^  not  lose  your  grace  nor  your  good  favour? 

Brun*  That  shall  m^e  way  to  it. 

Baw„  It  must  be  a  man 


Of  credit  in  the  court,  that  is  to  be 
The  foil  unto  your  valour  ? 

Prot.  True,  it  should. 

Bate,  And  if  he  have  place  there,  'tis  not  the 

Brun.  'Tis  much  the  better.  [wone  ? 

Bate.  If  he  be  a  lord, 
'Twill  be  the  greater  grace  ? 

Brun.  Thou'rt  in  the  right. 

Bate*  Why  then,  behold  that  Taliant  man  snd 
lord, 
That  (or  your  sake  will  take  a  cudgelling : 
For  be  assured,  when  it  is  spread  abroad 
That  you  have  dealt  with  me,  they'll  give  you  out 
For  one  of  the  nine  worthies. 

Brun.  Out,  you  pandar ! 
Why,  to  beat  thee  is  only  exercise 
For  such  as  do  affect  it :  Lose  no  time 
In  Tain  replies,  but  do  it ! — Come,  my  solace. 
Let  us  to  bed  !  and,  onr  desires  once  quencfa'd. 
We'll  there  determine  of  Theodoret's  death, 
For  he's  the  engine  used  to  ruin  us. — 
Yet  one  word  more ;  Lecure,  art  thou  assored 
The  potion  will  work  ? 

Lee.  My  life  upon  it ! 

Brun.  Come,  my  Protaldye,  then  glut  me  with 
Those  best  delights  of  man,  that  are  denied 
To  her  that  does  expect  them,  bang  a  bride ! 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I. — An  Apartment  in  the  tame. 

Enter  Thiuirt  and  Ordklla,  atfnum  bed. 

Thi.  Sure  I  have  drunk  the  blood  of  elephants  ! 
The  tears  of  mandrakes,  and  the  marble  dew, 
Mix'd  in  my  draught,  have  quench 'd  my  natuqil 
And  left  no  spark  of  fire,  but  in  mine  eyes,  [heat. 
With  which  I  may  behold  my  miseries  : 
Ye  wretched  flames  which  pUy  upon  my  sight. 
Turn  inward  I  make  me  all  one  piece,  though  earth ! 
My  tears  shall  overwhelm  you  else  too. 

Ord.  What  moves  my  lord  to  this  strange  sadness? 
If  any  late-discerned  want  in  me 
Give  cause  to  your  repentance,  care  and  duty 
Shall  find  a  painful  way  to  recompense. 

ThL  Are  you  yet  frozen,  veins?   feel  you  a 
breath, 
Whose  temperate  heat  would  make  the  north  star 

reel, 
Her  icy  pillars  thaw'd,  and  do  you  not  melt  ? 
Draw  nearer  !  yet  nearer. 
That  from  thy  barren  kiss  thou  may'st  confess 
I  have  not  heat  enough  to  make  a  blush  I 

Ord.  Speak  nearer  to  my  understanding,  like  a 
husband ! 

Thi.  How  should  he  speak  the  language  of  a 
husband. 
Who  wants  the  tongue  and  organs  of  his  voice  ? 

Ord.  It  is  a  phrase  will  part  with  the  same  ease 
From  you,  with  that  you  now  deliver. 

Thi,  Bind  not  his  ears  up  with  so  dull  a  charm. 
Who  hath  no  other  sense  left  open  i  why  should 

thy  words 
Find  more  restraint  than  thy  free-speaking  actions, 
Thy  close  embraces,  and  thy  midnight  sighs, 
The  silent  orators  to  slow  desire  ? 


Ord,  Strive  not  to  win  content  from  ignoruce. 
Which  must  be  lost  in  knowlMlge !     Heaven  aa 

witness, 
My  furthest  hope  of  good  reach'd  at  yoor  pfeasore, 
Which  seeing  alone  may  in  your  look  be  read : 
Add  not  a  doubtful  comment  to  a  text. 
That  in  itself  is  direct  and  easy. 

Thi.  Oh,  thou  hast  drunk  the  juice  of  hemlori 
Or  did  upbraided  Nature  make  this  pair,        [too: 
To  shew  she  had  not  quite  forgot  her  first 
Justly-praised  workmanship,  tiie  first  chaste  con- 
Before  the  want  of  joy  taught  guilty  sight       [pl«. 
A  vray,  through  shame  and  sorrow,  to  delight  ? 
Say,  may  we  mix,  as  in  their  innocence. 
When  turtles  kiss'd  to  confirm  happiness. 
Not  to  beget  it  ? 

Ord.  I  know  no  bar. 

Thi.  Should  I  believe  thee,  yet  tfay  pulse  beats 
woman. 
And  says  the  name  of  tetfe  did  promise  thee 
The  blest  reward  of  doty  to  thy  mother ; 
Who  gave  so  often  witness  of  her  joy. 
When  she  did  boast  thy  likeness  to  her  hosbaod. 

Ord,   'Tis  true,  that  to  bring  forth  a  scood^ 
to  yoursdf 
Was  only  worthy  of  my  virgin  loss  ; 
And  should  I  prize  you  less  unpattem'd,  sir. 
Than  being  exemplified  ?    Is't  not  more  hoooor 
To  be  possessor  of  uneqnall'd  virtue. 
Than  what  i»  parallel'd  ?    Give  me  belief ; 
The  name  of  mother  knows  no  way  of  good. 
More  than  the  end  in  me :  Who  weds  for  lost 
Is  oft  a  widow ;  when  I  married  you, 
I  lost  the  name  of  maid  to  gain  a  title 
Above  the  wish  of  change,  which  that  part  eui 
Only  maintain,  is  still  &e  same  in  man. 
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His  Tirtae  and  his  calm  society ; 

Which  no  grey  hairs  can  threaten  to  dissolve, 

Nor  wrinkles  bury. 

Thi.  Confine  thyself  to  silence,  lC9t  thou  take 
That  part  of  reason  from  me,  is  only  left 
To  give  persuasion  to  me  I'm  a  man  ! 
Or  say,  thorn  liast  never  seen  the  rivers  haste 
With  gladsome  speed,  to  meet  the  amorous  sea. 

Ord,  We  are  but  to  praise  the  coolness  of  their 
streams. 

ThL  Nor  view'd  the  kids,  taught  by  their  lust- 
ful fires, 
Pursue  each  other  through  the  wanton  lawns, 
And  liked  the  sport. 

Ord,  As  it  made  way  unto  their  envied  rest. 
With  weary  knoto  binding  their  harmless  eyes. 

Thi,  Nor  do  you  know  the  reason  why  the  dove, 
One  of  the  pair  your  hands  wont  hourly  feed. 
So  often  dipt  and  kiss'd  her  happy  mate  ? 

Ord,  Unless  it  were  to  welcome  his  wish'd  sight. 
Whose  absence  only  gave  her  mourning  voice. 

Thi,  And  you  could,  dove-like,  to  a  single  object 
Bind  your  loose  spirits  ?  to  one  ?  nay,  such  a  one 
Whom  only  eyes  and  ears  must  flatter  good, 
Your  surer  sense  made  useless  ?  nay,  myself. 
As  in  my  all  of  good,  already  known.? 

Ord,  Let  proof  plead  for  me  i  let  me  be  mew'd 
up 
Where  never  eye  may  reach  me,  but  your  own  ! 
And  when  I  shall  repent,  but  in  my  looks ;  if  sigh — 

Thi,  Or  shed  a  tear  that's  warm  ? 

Ord,  But  in  your  sadness. 

Thi,  Or  when  you  hear  the  birds  call  for  their 
mates, 
Adc  if  it  be  Saint  Valentine,  their  coupling  day  ? 

Ord,  If  anything  may  make  a  thought  suspected 
Of  knowing  any  happiness  but  you. 
Divorce  me,  by  the  title  of  Most  Falsehood  I 

Thi,  Oh,  who  would  know  a  wife, 
That  might  have  such  a  friend  ?     Posterity, 
Henceforth  lose  the  name  of  blessing,  and  leave 
The  earth  inhabited  to  people  Heaven  ! 

Enter  Thbodorct,  Brcnhalt,  Martsll,  and  Protaldvb. 

3far/.  All  happiness  to  Thierry  and  Ordella  ! 

Thi,  'Tis  a  desire  but  borrowed  from  me  ;  my 
happiness 
Shan  be  the  period  of  all  good  men's  wishes, 
Whidi  friends,  nay,  dying  fathers  shall  bequeath, 
And  in  my  one  give  aU  !     Is  there  a  duty 
Belongs  to  any  power  of  mine,  or  love 
To  any  virtue  I  have  right  to  ?    Here,  place  it  here ; 
Ordella's  name  shall  only  bear  command. 
Bole,  title,  sovereignty. 

Brun,  What  passion  sways  my  son  ? 

Thi,  Oh,  mother,  she  has  doubled  every  good 
The  travail  of  your  blood  made  possible 
To  my  glad  being  ! 

Prot.  He  should  have  done  lAtide. 

Little  unto  her,  he  is  so  light-hearted. 

^^'*  Brother,  friends,  if  honour  unto  shame, 
It  wealth  to  want,  enlarge  the  present  sense, 
py  joys  are  unbounded  :  Instead  of  question, 
Let  it  be  envy  not  [to]  bring  a  present 
To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth  1  banquets  and 

masques 
Keep  waking  our  delights,  mocking  night's  malice. 
Whose  dark  brow  would  fright  pleasure  from  us  ! 
oe  but  one  stage  of  revels,  and  each  eye  [our  court 
The  scene  where  our  content  moves  1 


Theod,  There  shall  want 
Nothing  to  express  our  shares  in  your  delight,  sir. 

Mart.  Till  now  I  ne'er  repented  the  estate 
Of  widower. 

Thi.  Music,  why  art  thou  so 
Slow.voiced  ?  it  stays  thy  presence,  my  OrdeUa ; 
This  chamber  is  a  sphere  too  narrow  for 
Thy  all-moving  virtue.  Make  way,  free  way,  I  sayl 
Who  must  alone  her  sex's  want  supply, 
Had  need  to  have  a  room  both  large  and  high. 
Mart,  This  passion's  above  utterance  ! 
Theod,  Nay,  credulity. 

{Exeunt  ail  but  THiCRav  and  Brunalt. 
JBrun,  Why,  son,  what  mean  you  ?  are  you  a 
Thi,  No,  mother,  I'm  no  man  :  [man? 

Were  I  a  man,  how  could  I  be  thus  happy  ? 
Bran,  How  can  a  wife  be  author  of  this  iov 
then  ?  ' 

Thi,  That,  being  no  man,  I  am  married  to  no 
The  best  of  men  in  full  ability  [woman  : 

Can  only  hope  to  satisfy  a  wife ; 
And,  for  that  hope  ridiculous,  I  in  my  want, 
And  such  defective  poverty,  that  to  her  bed 
As  my  first  cradle  brought  no  strength  but  thought. 
Have  met  a  temperance  beyond  hei^s  that  rock'd 
Necessity  being  her  bar ;  where  this  [me, 

Is  so  much  senseless  of  my  depriv'd  fire, 
She  knows  it  not  a  loss  by  her  desire. 
Brun,  It  is  beyond  my  admiration ! 
Thi,  Beyond  your  sex's  faith  ! 
The  unripe  virgins  of  our  age,  to  hear  it, 
Will  dream  themselves  to  women,  and  convert 
The  example  to  a  miracle. 
Brun,  Alas,  'tis  your  defect  moves  my  amaze- 
ment; 
But  what  ill  can  be  separate  from  ambition  ? 
Cruel  Theodoret ! 

Thi,  What  of  my  brother  ? 
Brun,  That  to  his  name  your  barrenness  adds 
rule: 
Who,  loving  the  effiect,  would  not  be  strange 
In  favouring  the  cause  :  Look  on  the  profit, 
And  gain  will  quickly  point  the  mischief  out. 

Thi,  The  name  of  father,  to  what  I  possess. 
Is  shame  and  care. 

Brun,  Were  we  begot  to  single  happiness, 
I  grant  you ;  but  from  such  a  wife,  such  virtue. 
To  get  an  heir,  what  hermit  would  not  find 
Deserving  argument  to  break  his  vow, 
Even  in  his  age  of  chastity  ? 

Thi,  You  teach  a  deaf  man  language. 
Brun,  The  cause  found  out,  the  malady  may  cease. 
Have  you  heard  of  one  Leforte  ? 

Thi,  A  leam'd  astronomer,  a  great  magician, 
Who  lives  hard-by  retired  ? 

Brun,  Repair  to  him,  with  the  just  hour  and 
Of  your  nativity :  Fools  are  amazed  at  fate;  [place 
Griefs,  but  conceal'd,  are  never  desperate. 

Thi,  You  have  timely  wakened  me  ;  nor  shall  I 
sleep 
Without  the  satisfaction  of  his  art.    iExit  Thisbrv. 
Brun,  Wisdom  prepares  you  to't.-.. 
Enter  Lbcurk. 

Lecure,  met  happily  1 
Leo,  The  ground  answers  your  purpose,  the  con- 
Being  secure  and  easy,  falling  just  [veyance 
Behind  the  state  set  for  Theodoret 

Brun,  'Tis  well : 
Your  trust  invites  yon  to  a  second  charge ; 
You  know  Leforte's  cell? 
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Lee,  Who  constellated  your  fitir  birth  ? 

Brun.  Enough ;  I  see  thou  know'st  him ;  where 

is  Bawdber  ? 
Lee,  I  left  him  careful  of  tiie  project  cast 
To  raise  Protaldye's  credit. 

Brun,  A  sore  that  must  be  plaister'd ;  in  whose 
wound 
Others  shall  find  their  graves  think  themselves 

sound. 
Your  ear  and  quickest  apprehension !  \.Exit. 

Enter  Bawdbxr  and  a  Servant. 

Baw,  Thia  man  of  war  will  advance  ? 

Lee,  His  hour's  upon  the  stroke. 

Baw,  Wind  him  back,  as  you  favour  my  ears  ! 
I  love  no  noise  in  my  head ;  my  brains  have  hitherto 
been  employ'd  in  silent  businesses. 

Enter  Da  Vrrav. 

Leo,  The  gentleman's  within  your  reach,  sir. 

\_Exn. 

Bam,  Give  ground,  whilst  I  drill  my  wits  to  the 
encounter. — De  Vitry,  I  take  it  ? 

Viiry,  All  that's  left  of  him. 

Baw,  Is  there  another  parcel  of  you  ?  If  it  be 
at  pawn,  I  will  gladly  redeem  it,  to  make  you 
wholly  mine. 

Vitry,  You  seek  too  hard  a  pennyworth. 

Baw.  You  do  ill  to  keep  such  distance ;  your 
parts  have  been  long  known  to  me,  howsoever  you 
please  to  forget  acquaintance. 

Vitry,  I  must  confess,  I  have  been  subject  to 
lewd  company. 

Baw.  Thanks  for  your  good  remembrance !  You 
have  been  a  soldier,  De  Vitry,  and  borne  arms. 

Vitry,  A  couple  of  unprofitable  ones,  that  have 
only  served  to  get  me  a  stomach  to  my  dinner. 

Baw.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  sir. 

Vitry,  Yon  should  have  heard  me  say  I  had 
dined  first:  I  have  built  on  an  unwholesome  ground, 
raised  up  a  house  before  I  knew  a  tenant,  marched 
to  meet  weariness,  fought  to  find  want  and  hunger. 

Baw,  'Tis  time  you  put  up  your  swords  and  run 
away  for  meat,  sir :  Nay,  if  I  had  not  withdrawn 
ere  now,  1  might  have  kept  the  fast  with  you :  But 
since  the  way  to  thrive  is  never  late,  what  is  the 
nearest  course  to  profit,  think  you  ? 

Vitry,  It  may  be  your  worship  will  say  bawdry. 

Baw,  True  sense,  bawdry. 

Vitry,  Why,  is  there  five  kinds  of  'em  ?  I  ne'er 
knew  but  one. 

Baw,  I'll  shew  you  a  new  way  of  prostitution  : 
Fallback!     Further  yet!    Further  I    There's  fifty 
crowns ;  do  but  as  much  to  Protaldye,  the  queen's 
favourite,  they  are  doubled. 
Vitry,  But  thus  much  ? 

Baw,  Give  him  but  an  affront  as  'he  comes  to 
the  presence,  and  in  his  drawing  make  way,  like  a 
true  bawd  to  his  valour,  the  sum's  thy  own ;  if  ye 
take  a  scratch  in  the  arm  or  so,  every  drop  of  blood 
weighs  down  a  ducat. 

Vitry.  After  that  rate,  I  and  my  friends  would 
beggar  the  kingdom. 

Sir,  you  have  made  me  blush  to  see  my  want, 
Whose  cure  is  such  a  cheap  and  easy  purchase : 
This  ia  male-bawdry,  belike  ? 

Enter  PaoTALDva,  a  Lady,  and  Revellers. 

Baw,  See !  You  shall  not  be  long  earning  your 
wages ;  your  work's  before  your  eyes. 


Vitry,  Leave  it  to  my  handling ;  I'U  Ul  upon 
it  instantly. 

Baw.  What  opinion  will  the  managing  of  this 
affair  bring  to  my  wisdom  I  my  invention  tackles 
with  apprehension  on't ! 

Prot.  These  are  the  joys  of  mairiage,  lady, 
whose  sights  are  able  to  dissolve  virginity.  Speak 
freely  !     Do  you  not  envy  the  bride's  felidty  ? 

Lady,  How  should  I,  being  partner  of 't  ? 

Prot.  What  you 
Enjoy  is  but  the  banquet's  view ;  the  taste 
Stands  from  your  palate  :  If  he  impart  by  day 
So  much  of  hia  content,  think  what  nigfat  gave ! 

Vitry.  Will  you  have  a  relish  of  wit,  lady  ? 

Baw,  This  is  the  man. 

Lady.  If  it  be  not  dear,  sir. 

Vitry.  If  you  affect  cheapness,  how  can  yoa 
prize  this  sullied  ware  so  much  ?  Mine's  fresh,  my 
own,  not  retail'd. 

Prot,  You  are  saucy,  sirrah ! 

Vitry,  The  fitter  to  be  in  the  dish  with  sudi  dry 
stockfish  as  you  are.  [PaoTAtDYB  strikes  him.] 
How !  strike  ? 

Baw,  Remember  the  condition,  as  jrou  look  tot 

payment ! 

VUry.  That  box  was  left  out  o*  th'  baigais. 

IQiva  him  a  box  on  Ike  <«r^ 

Prot,  Help,  help,  help  i 
Baw,  Plague  of  the  scrivener's  mnning  hand  1 
What  a  blow's  this  to  my  reputation  I 

Enter  Thikbry,  Thbodokbt,  Bru!vhai.t,  Obdklla, 
Mkmbbrob,  and  Makteix. 

Thi,  What  villain  dares  this  outrage  ? 

Vitry,  Hear  me,  sir !  This  creature  hired  mf 
with  fifty  crown  in  hand,  to  let  Protaldye  have  th 
better  of  me  at  single  rapier  on  a  made  quarrd 
He,  mistaking  the  weapon,  lays  me  ©▼«•  the  *^- 
with  his  dub-fist,  for  which  I  was  bold  to 
him  the  art  of  memory. 

Omnee,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Theod.  Your  general*  mother,  will  display  him^ 
'Spite  of  our  peace,  I  sec  [«!' 

Thi.  Forbear  these  civil  jars  :  Fy,  Protaldye : 
So  open  in  your  projects  ? — Avoid  our  presextfe 
sirrah  1 

Vitry.  Willingly.    If  you  have  any  more  wife 
to  earn,  you  see  I  can  take  pains. 

Theod.  There's  somewhat  for  thy  labour. 
More  than  was  promised.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Baw.  Where  could  I  wish  myself  now  ?  m  th 
Isle  of  Dogs,  so  I  might  'scape  scratching ;  fos 
see  by  her  cat's  eyes  I  shall  be  daw'd  fearfully. 

Thi,  We'll  hear  no  more  on't;  music  drown  \ 

sadness!  IS4^^' 

Command  the  ReveUers  in.— JLt  what  a  rate 

would 
Purchase  my  mother's  absence,  to  give  my  spleefl 
Full  liberty ! 

Brun.  Speak  not  a  thought's  delay ;  it  namt 
thy  ruin.  {Apart  to  PaoTAtPTi 

Prot.  I  had  thought  life  bad  borne  more  v«hj 
with  you.  I 

Brun,  Thy  loss  carries  mine  with't ;  let  tb 
secure  thee ! 
The  vault  is  ready,  and  the  door  conveys  to't 
Falls  just  behind  his  chair ;  the  Uow  once  gives. 
Thou  art  unseen. 

Prot,   I  cannot  feel  more  than  I  fear,  I 


at 


sure. 
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Brun.  Be  gone,  and  let  them  laugh  their  own 
destniction  I  [Protaloyb  wilkdrawi. 

Th*.  You'll  add  unto  her  rage. 

Theod,  'Sfoot,  I  shall  burst, 
Unless  I  vent  myself:  Ua,  ha,  ha  ! 

Brun.  Me,  sir  ?  ITo  one  (if  the  ReveUere. 

You  never  could  have  found  a  time  to  invite 
More  willingness  in  mj  dispose  to  pleasure. 

Mem,  'Would  you  would  please  to  make  some 
other  choice  I 

Rev,  'Tis  a  disgrace  would  dwell  upon  me,  lady, 
Should  you  refuse. 

Memo.  Your  reason  conquers. — My  grandmo- 
ther's looks  lAside, 
Have  tum'd  all  air  to  earth  in  me  ;  they  sit 
Upon  my  heart  like  night-charms,  black  and  heavy. 

Thi.  You  are  too  much  libertine.       IThej/  dance. 

Theod.  The  fortune  of  the  fool  persuades  my 
laughter 
More  than  his  cowardice :  Was  ever  rat 
Ta'en  by  the  tail  thus  ?  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Thi.  Forbear,  I  say ! 

Prot.  [Rises  behind  the  Throne.]  No  eye  looks 
this  way :  I  will  wink  and  strike, 
Lest  I  betray  myself. 

IStabi  Tbbodoust,  a$ut  disappears. 

Theod.  Ha  I  did  you  not  see  one  near  me  ? 

Thi.  How!   near  you?   why  do  you  look   so 
pale,  brother  ? 
Treason,  treason !  [Tiuooorict  die*. 

Memb,  Oh,  my  presage !  Father? 

Ord.  Brother! 

Mart,  Prince,  noble  prince ! 

Thi,  Make  the  gates  sure  I    search  into  every 
angle 
And  comer  of  the  court ;  oh,  my  shame  ! — Mother, 
Your  son  is  slain !  Theodoret,  noble  Theodoret, 
Here  in  my  arms,  too  weak  a  sanctuary 
'Gainst  treachery  and  murder ! — Say,  is 
taken? 

1  Guard,  No  man  hath  past  the  chamber,  on  my 
life,  sir. 

TM,  Set  present  fire  unto  the  place,  that  all 
unseen 
May  perish  in  this  mischief !  who  moves  slow  to't 
Shan  add  unto  the  flame. 

Brun,  What  mean  you  f  give  me  your  private 
hearing. 

Thi,  Persuasion  is  a  partner  in  the  crime : 
I  will  renounce  my  claim  unto  a  mother, 
If  you  make  offer  on't. 

Brun,  Ere  a  torch  can  take  flame, 
I  win  produce  the  author  of  the  fact. 

rW.  Withdraw  !  But  for  your  lights 

Memb,  Oh,  my  too-true  suspicion  ! 

\^Exeunt  alt  but  Thjbrry  and  Brunhalt. 

Thi.  Speak  !  where's  the  engine  to  this  horrid 

Brun.  Here  you  behold  her ;  upon  whom  [act  ? 
Make  good  your  causeless  rage  I  The  deed  was 
By  my  incitement,  and  not  yet  repented.       [done 

Thi.  Whither  did  Nature  start,  when  you  con- 
ceived 
A  birth  so  unlike  woman  ?   Say,  what  part 
Did  not  consent  to  make  a  son  of  him, 
Beserved  itself  within  you  to  his  ruin  ? 

Brun,  Ha,  ha !  a  son  of  mine  ?  do  not  dissever 
Thy  fiither's  dust,  shaking  his  quiet  urn. 
To  which  thy  breath  would  send  so  foul  an  issue. 
My  ton  ?  thy  brother  ? 

TAi.  Was  not  Theodoret  my  brother  ? 

VOL.  II. 
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the  traitor 


Or  is  thy  tongue  confederate  with  thy  heart, 
To  speak  and  do  only  things  monstrous? 

Brun,  Hear  me^  and  thou  shalt  make  thine  own 
belief : 
Thy  stilLwith-sorrow-mention'd  father  lived 
Three  careful  years,  in  hope  of  wished  heirs. 
When  I  conceived,  being  from  his  jealous  fear 
Enjoin'd  to  quiet  home  :    One  fatal  day. 
Transported  with  my  pleasure  to  the  chase, 
I  forced  command,  and  in  pursuit  of  game 
Fell  from  my  horse,  lost  both  my  child  and  hopes. 
Despair,  which  only  in  his  love  saw  life 
Worthy  of  being,  from  a  gard'ner's  arms 
Snatch'd  this  unlucky  brat,  and  call'd  it  mine  ; 
When  the  next  year  repaid  my  loss  with  thee, 
But  in  thy  wrongs  preserved  my  misery ; 
Which,  that  I  might  diminish,  though  not  end, 
My  sighs  and  wet  eyes,  from  thy  father's  will. 
Bequeathed  this  largest  part  of  his  dominions 
Of  France  unto  thee,  and  only  left  Austracia 
Unto  that  changeling ;  whose  life  affords 
Too  much  of  ill  'gainst  me  to  prove  my  words, 
And  call  him  stranger. 

Thi,   Come,   do  not  weep!    I  must,  nay  do 
believe  you ; 
And,  in  my  father's  satisfaction,  count  it 
Merit,  not  wrong,  or  loss. 

Brun.  You  do  but  flatter ; 
There's  anger  yet  flames  in  your  eyes. 

Thi.  See,  I  will  quench  it,  and  confess  that  you 
Have  suffer'd  double  travail  for  me. 

Brun.  You  will  not  fire  the  house  then  ? 

Thi.  Rather  reward  the  author  who  gave  cause 
Of  knowing  such  a  secret ;  my  oath  and  duty 
Shall  be  assurance  on't. 

Brun.  Protaldye,  rise. 
Good  fiuthful  servant !  Heaven  knows  how  hardly 
He  was  drawn  to  this  attempt. 

Protaloyc  rites  from  the  Trapdoor. 

Thi.  Protaldye  ?  He  had 
A  gard'ner's  fate,  I'll  swear,  fell  by  thy  hand : 
Sir,  we  do  owe  unto  you  for  this  service. 

Brun.  Why  look'st  thou  so  dejected  ? 

Prot.  I  want  a  little 
Shift,  lady ;  nothing  else. 

Enter  Martkll. 

Mart.  The  fires  are  ready ; 
Please  it  your  grace  withdraw,  whilst  we  perform 
Your  pleasure. 

Thi.  Reserve  them  for  the  body :  Since 
He  had  the  fate  to  live  and  die  a  prince, 
He  shall  not  lose  the  title  in  his  funeral.        lErit. 

Mart,   His  fate  to  live  a  prince  ?  Thou  old 
Impiety, 
Made  up  by  lust  and  mischief !  Take  up  the  body. 

lExeunt  with  the  body  (/Thbodorct. 


SCENE  11.—-^  mean  Hut, 
Enter  Ljecvrk,  disguised  as  an  Astrologer,  and  a  Benrant. 

Lee.  Dost  think  Leforte's  sure  enough  ? 

Serv,  As  bonds 
Can  make  him  :  I  have  tum'd  his  eyes  to  th'  east. 
And  left  him  gaping  after  the  morning  star. 
His  head  is  a  mere  astrolabe  ;  his  eyes 
Stand  for  the  poles,  the  gag  in  his  mouth  being 
The  coachman,  his  five  teeth  have  the  nearest  re- 
To  Charles's  Wain^.—  [semblance 

e  e 
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Lec»  Thou  hast  cast  a  figure 
Which  shall  raise  thee :  Direct  my  hair  a  little ; 
And  in  my  likeness  to  him  read  a  fortune 
Suiting  thy  largest  hopes. 

Serv*  You  are  so  far  'hove  likeness,  you're  the 
same; 
If  you  loYe  mirth,  persuade  him  from  himself* 
'Tis  but  an  astronomer  out  of  the  way, 
And  lying  will  bear  the  better  place  for't. 

Lee.  I 
Have  profitabler  use  in  hand :  Haste  to 
The  queen,  and  tell  her  how  you  left  me  changed  ! 

iExit  Servant. 
Who  would  not  serve  this  virtuous  active  queen  ? 
She  that  loves  mischief  'bove  the  man  that  does  it. 
And  him  above  her  pleasure  ;  yet  knows  no  Hea- 
ven else. 

Enter  Thibrry. 

Thi,  How  well  this  loneness  suits  the  art  I  seek, 
Discovering  secret  and  succeeding  fate, 
Knowledge  that  puts  all  lower  happiness  on, 
With  a  remiss  and  careless  hand ! — 
Fair  peace  unto  your  meditations,  father  1 

Lee.  The  same  to  you  you  bring,  sir ! 

Thi.  Drawn  by  your  much-famed  skill,  I  come 
to  know 
Whether  the  man  who  owes  this  character 
Shall  e'er  have  issue. 

Leo.  A  resolution  falling  with  most  ease 
Of  any  doubt  you  could  have  named !     He  is  a 
Whose  fortune  you  enquire.  [prince 

Thi.  He's  nobly  born. 

Lee.  He  had  a  dukedom  lately  fall'n  unto  him, 
By  one,  call'd  brother,  who  has  left  a  daughter. 

Tf^,  The  question  is  of  heiiv,  not  lands. 

Lee.  Heirs?  yes; 
He  shall  have  heirs. 

Thi.  Begotten  of  his  body  ?   Why  look'st  thou 
Thou  canst  not  suffer  in  his  want.  [pale  ? 


Lee.  Nor  thou ; 
I  neither  can  nor  will  give  further  knowledge 
To  thee. 

Thi.  Thou  must !     I  am  the  man  mywlf, 
Thy  sovereign  ;  who  must  owe  unto  thy  wisdom 
In  the  concealing  of  my  barren  shame. 

Lee.  Your  grace  doUi  wrong  your  stars  :  If  this 
You  may  have  children.  [be  youv, 

Thi,  Speak  it  again  1 

Lee.  You  may  have  fruitful  issue. 

Thi.  By  whom  ?  when  ?  how  ? 

Lee.  It  was  the  fatal  means  first  struck  my  blood 
With  the  cold  hand  of  wonder,  when  I  read  it 
Printed  upon  your  birth. 

Thi.  Can  there  be  any  way  unimooth,  has  end 
So  fair  and  good  ? 

Lee.  We  that  behold  the  sad  asp^ts  of  Heaven, 
Leading  sense-blinded  men,  feel  grief  enough 
To  know,  though  not  to  speak  their  miseries. 

Thi.  Sorrow  must  lose  a  name,  where  mine  finds 
life! 
If  not  in  thee,  at  least  ease  pain  with  speed. 
Which  must  know  no  cure  else. 

Lee.  Then  thus : 
The  first  of  females  which  your  eyes  shall  meet 
Before  the  sun  next  rise,  coming  from  oat 
The  temple  of  Diana,  being  slain, 
You  live  father  of  many  sons.  [EtH 

Thi.  Call' St  thou  this  sadness  ?  can  I  beget  a 
Deserving  less,  than  to  give  recompense  [son 

Unto  so  poor  a  loss  }  Whate'er  thou  art. 
Rest  peaceable,  blessM  creature,  born  to  be 
Mother  of  princes,  whose  grave  shall   be  more 

fhiitiul 
Than  others'  marriage-beds  !  Methinka  his  art 
Should  give  her  form  and  happy  figure  to  me  ; 
I  long  to  see  my  happiness :   He's  gone  ! 
As  I  remember,  he  named  my  brother's  daughter] 
Were  it  my  mother,  'twere  a  gainful  death 
Could  give  Ordella's  virtue  living  breath  I     [Exit 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  l^^Btfore  the  Temple  of  Diana. 

Enter  Thibubv  and  Martslu 

Mart  Your  grace  is  early  stirring. 

Thi.  How  can  he  sleep. 
Whose  happiness  is  laid  up  in  an  hour, 
He    knows    comes  stealing    toward  him }    Oh, 

Martell! 
Is't  possible  the  longing  bride,  whose  wishes 
Out>run  her  fears,  can,  on  that  day  she's  married. 
Consume  in  slumbers  ?  or  his  arms  rust  in  ease, 
That  hears  the  charge,  and  sees  the  honour'd 

purchase 
Ready  to  gild  his  valour  ?  Mine  is  more, 
A  power  above  these  passions  ;  this  day  France 
(France,  that  in  want  of  issue  withers  with  us. 
And,  like  an  aged  river,  runs  his  head 
Into  forgotten  ways)  again  I  ransom, 
And  his  fair  course  turn  right :  This  day,  Thierry, 
The  son  of  France,  whose  manly  powers  like  pri- 
soners 
Have  been  tied  up,  and  fetter'd  by  one  death 
Gives  life  to  thousand  ages  ;  this  day  beauty. 
The  envy  of  the  world,  the  pleasure,  glory, 


Content  above  the  world,  desire  beyond  it» 
Are  made  mine  own,  and  useful ! 

MarU  Happy  woman. 
That  dies  to  do  these  things ! 

Thi^  But  ten  times  happier. 
That  lives  to  do  the  greater  I   Oh,  Martell, 
The  gods  have  heard  me  now ;   and  those  tha 

scorn' d  me. 
Mothers  of  many  children,  and  bless'd  fathers. 
That  see  their  issues  like  the  stars  aaaumber*d. 
Their  comforts  more  than  them,  shall  in  my  praise 
Now  teach  their  infants  songs  ;  and  tell  their  ag« 
From  such  a  son  of  mine,  or  such  a  queen. 
That  chaste  Ordella  brings  me.   Blessed  marria£<| 
The  chain  that  links  two  holy  loves  together  ! 
And,  in  the  marriage,  more  than  blessM  Ordella^' 
That  comes  so  near  the  sacrament  itaelf,  ' 

The  priests  doubt  whether  purer !  ; 

Mart.  Sir,  you  are  lost ! 

Thi.  I  pr'ythee  let  me  be  so ! 

Mart,  The  day  wears  ;  | 

And  those  that  have  been  offering  early  prayers. 
Are  now  retiring  homeward. 

Thi.  Stand,  and  mark  then  ! 
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J%iari,  Is  it  tlie  first  must  suffer  ? 

Thu  The  first  woman. 

Jl/arf.  What  hand  shall  do  it,  sir  ? 

Tki^  This  hand,  MarteU  ; 
For  who  leas  dare  presume  to  give  the  gods 
An  incenae  of  this  offering  ? 

Mori.  'Would  I  were  she ! 
For  snch  a  way  to  die,  and  such  a  blessing, 
Can  nerer  crown  my  parting.      [Tiro  Men  pati  over. 

TM,  What  are  those  ? 

Mart,  Men,  men,  sir,  men. 

ThL  The  plagnes  of  men  light  on  'em  ! 
Thej  cross  my  hopes  like  hares.    Who's  that  ? 

[A  FHest  pcusti  aver. 

Mart.  A  priest,  sir. 

TAi.  'Would  he  were  gelt !  " 

Mart,  May  not  these  rascals  serre,  sir. 
Well  han^d  and  quarter'd  ? 

T-Ai.  No. 

MarU  Here  comes  a  woman. 

Midtr  Ordblla,  veiled, 

ThL  Stand,  and  behold  her  then  ! 

Mart.  I  think,  a  fair  one. 

ThL  Move  not,  whilst  I  prepare  her :  May  her 


(Like  his  whose  innocence  the  gods  are  pleased 

'With, 
And,  offering  at  their  altars,  gives  his  soul 
Far  purer  than  those  fires)  puU  heaven  upon  her ! 
Yoa  holy  powers,  no  human  spot  dwell  in  her ! 
No  lore  of  anything,  but  you  and  goodness. 
Tie  her  to  earth !    Fear  be  a  stranger  to  her, 
And  all  vreak  blood's  affections,  but  thy  hope. 
Let  her  bequeath  to  women  !  Hear  me,  Heaven  1 
Give  her  a  spirit  masculine,  and  noble, 
Fit  for  yourselves  to  ask,  and  me  to  offer  ! 
Oht  let  her  meet  my  blow,  dote  on  her  death  ; 
And  as  a  vranton  vine  bows  to  the  pruner. 
That  by  hia  catting  off  more  may  increase. 
So  let  her  fall  to  raise  me  fruit ! — Hail,  woman  ; 
The  happiest,  and  the  best  (if  thy  dull  will 
Do  not  abase  thy  fortune)  France  e'er  found  yet! 

Ord.  She's  more  than  dull,  sir,  less,  and  worse 
than  woman, 
That  may  inherit  such  an  infinite 
As  yon  propound,  a  greatness  so  near  goodness, 
And  bringps  a  will  to  rob  her. 

ThL  Tell  me  this  then  ; 
Was  there  e'er  woman  yet,  or  may  be  found, 
That  for  fair  fiame,  unspotted  memory. 
For  Virtue's  sake,  and  only  for  itself-sake. 
Has,  or  dare  make  a  story  ? 

Ord,   Many  dead,  sir ; 
Living,  I  tliink,  as  many. 

ThL  Say,  the  kingdom 
May  from  a.  woman's  will  receive  a  blessing. 
The  king  and  kingdom,  not  a  private  safety, 
A  general  blessing,  lady  ? 

Ord*  A  g^eneral  curse 
Light  on  her  heart  denies  it ! 

Thi.  Full  of  honour! 
And  f^nch  examples  as  the  former  ages 
Were  bnt  dim  shadows  of,  and  empty  figures  ? 

Ord.  Yon  strangely  stir  me,   sir  ;    and  were 
nay  weakness 
In  any  other  flesh  but  modest  woman's, 
Yoa  should  not  ask  more  questions  :  May  I  do  it  ? 

ThL  You  may ;  and,  which  is  more,  you  must 

Ord.   I  joy  in't. 


Above  a  moderate  gladness  !     Sir,  you  promise 
It  shall  be  honest  ? 

ThL  As  ever  Time  discover'd. 

Ord.  Let  it  be  what  it  may  then,  what  it  dare, 
I  have  a  mind  will  hazard  it. 

ThL  But,  hark  you ; 
What  may  that  woman  merit,  makes  this  blessing  ? 

Ord.  Only  her  duty,  sir. 

ThL  'Tis  terrible ! 

Ord.  'Tis  so  much  the  more  noble. 

ThL  'Tis  fiiU  of  fearful  shadows  ! 

Ord.  So  is  sleep,  sir. 
Or  anything  that's  merely  ours,  and  mortal ; 
We  were  begotten  gods  ^e :  But  those  fears, 
Feeling  but  once  the  fires  of  nobler  thoughts. 
Fly,  like  the  shapes  of  clouds  we  form,  to  nothing. 

ThL  Suppose  it  death  ! 

Ord.  I  do. 

ThL  And  endless  parting 
With  all  we  can  call  ours,  with  all  our  sweetness. 
With  youth,  strength,  pleasure,  people,  time,  nay 

reason  ! 
For  in  the  silent  grave,  no  conversation, 
No  joyful  tread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  lovers. 
No  careful  father*s  counsel,  nothing's  heard. 
Nor  nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion, 
Dust  and  an  endless  darkness:   And  dare  you. 
Desire  this  place  ?  [woman^ 

Ord.  'Tis  of  all  sleeps  the  sweetest : 
Children  begin  it  to  us,  strong  men  seek  it. 
And  kings  from  height  of  all  tiieir  painted  glories 
Fall,  like  spent  exhalations,  to  this  centre : 
And  those  are  fooLs  that  fear  it,  or  imagine 
A  few  unhandsome  pleasures,  or  life's  profits. 
Can  recompence  this  place ;  and  mad  that  stay  it. 
Till  age  blow  out  their  lights,  or  rotten  humours 
Bring  them  dispersed  to  th'  earth. 

Thi.  Then  you  can  suffer? 

Ord.  As  willingly  as  say  it. 

ThL  Martell,  a  wonder  ! 
Here  is  a  woman  that  dares  die. — ^Yet,  tell  me. 
Are  you  a  wife  P 

Ord.  I  am,  sir. 

Thi.  And  have  children  ? — 
She  sighs,  and  weeps  I 

Ord.  Oh,  none,  sir. 

Thi,  Dare  you  venture. 
For  a  poor  barren  praise  you  ne'er  shall  hear. 
To  part  with  these  sweet  hopes  ? 

Ord.  With  all  but  Heaven, 
And  yet  die  iiill  of  children :  He  that  reads  me 
When  I  am  ashes,  is  my  son  in  wishes ; 
And  those  chaste  dames  that  keep  my  memory. 
Singing  my  yearly  requiems,  are  my  daughters. 

Thi.  Then   there  is  nothing  wanting  but  my 
And  what  I  must  do,  lady.  [knowledge, 

Ord.  You  are  the  king,  sir, 
And  what  yon  do  I'll  suffer  ;  and  that  blessing 
That  you  desire,  the  gods  shower  on  the  kingdom  ! 

Thi.  Thus  much  before  I  strike  then ;  for  I  must 
kill  you, 
The  gods  have  will'd  it  so :  Thou'rt  made  the 

blessing 
Must  make  France  young  again,  and  me  a  man. 
Keep  up  your  strength  still  nobly  ! 

Ord.  Fear  me  not. 

Thi.  And  meet  death  like  a  measure ! 

Ord.  1  am  steadfast. 

Thi.  Thou  shalt  be  sainted,  woman ;  and  thy 
tomb 

e  e  2 
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Cut  out  in  crystal,  pore  and  good  as  thou  art ; 
And  on  it  shall  be  graven,  every  age, 
Succeeding  peers  of  France  that  rise  by  thy  &11 ; 
Till  thou  Uest  there  like  old  and  fruitful  Nature. 
Dar'st  thou  behold  thy  happiness  ? 

Ord.  I  dare,  sir. 

Thi,  Ha !         IPuUi  qf  hfr  veU,  leU  fdU  hu  neord. 

Mart,  Oh,  sir,  you  must  not  do  it. 

Thi.  No,  I  dare  not ! 
There  is  an  angel  keeps  that  paradise, 
A  fiery  angel,  friend.     Oh,  virtue,  virtue, 
Ever  and  endless  virtue  ! 

Ord.  Strike,  sir,  strike  ! 
And  if  in  my  poor  death  fair  France  may  merit, 
Give  me  a  thousand  blows  !  be  killing  me 
A  thousand  days ! 

Thi.  First,  let  the  earth  be  barren, 
And  man  no  more  remember'd !     Rise,  Ordella, 
The  nearest  to  thy  Maker,  and  the  purest 
That  ever  dull  flesh  shewed  us  ! — Oh,  my  heart- 
strings !  lExit' 

Mart.  I  see  you  full  of  wonder ;  therefore  no- 
And  truest  amongst  women,  I  will  tell  you  [blest, 
The  end  of  this  strange  accident. 

Ord.  Amazement 
Has  so  much  won  upon  my  heart,  that  truly 
I  feel  myself  unfit  to  hear  :  Oh,  sir. 
My  lord  has  slighted  me  ! 

Mart.  Oh,  no,  sweet  lady. 

Ord.  RobbM  me  of  such  a  glory,  by  his  pity 
And  most  unprovident  respect 

Mart.  Dear  lady. 
It  was  not  meant  to  you. 

Ord.  Else  where  the  day  is. 
And  hours  distinguish  time,  time  runs  to  ages, 
And  ages  end  the  world,  I  had  been  spoken! 

Mart.  VU  tell  you  what  it  was,  if  but  your 
Will  give  me  hearing.  [patience 

Ord.  If  I  have  transgressed, 
Forgive  me,  sir  1 

Mart.  Your  noble  lord  was  counselled 
(Grieving  the  barrenness  between  you  both, 
And  all  the  kingdom  with  him)  to  seek  out 
A  man  that  knew  the  secrets  of  the  gods : 
He  went,  found  such  an  one,  and  had  this  answer : 
That  if  he  would  have  issue,  on  this  morning, 
(For  this  hour  was  prefixed  him)  he  should  kill 
The  first  he  met  being  female,  from  the  temple, 
And  then  he  should  have  children:  The  mistake 
Is  now  too  perfect,  lady. 

Ord.  Still  'tis  I,  sir ; 
For  may  this  work  be  done  by  common  women  ? 
Durst  any  but  myself,  that  knew  the  blessing, 
And  felt  the  benefit,  assume  this  dying  ? 
In  any  other,  't  had  been  lost  and  noSiing, 
A  curse  and  not  a  blessing :  I  was  figured ; 
And  shall  a  Uttle  fondness  bar  my  purchase  ? 

Mart.  Where  should  he  then  seek  children  ? 

Ord.  Where  they  are  ? 
In  wombs  ordain'd  for  issues  ;  in  those  beauties 
That  bless  a  marriage-bed,  and  make  it  procreant 
With  kisses  that  conceive,  and  fruitful  pleasures : 
Mine,  like  a  grave,  buries  those  loyal  hopes, 
And  too  a  grave  it  covets. 

Mart.  You  are  too  good, 
Too  excellent,  too  honest !     Rob  not  us, 
And  those  that  shall  hereafter  seek  example, 
Of  such  inestimable  worths  in  woman, 
Your  lord  of  such  obedience,  all  of  honour! 
In  coveting  a  cruelty  is  not  yours. 


A  will  short  of  your  wisdom,  make  not  error 
A  tombstone  of  your  virtues,  whose  fair  life 
Deserves  a  constellation !     Your  lord  dare  not. 
He  cannot,  ought  not,  must  not  ran  this  hazard ; 
He  makes  a  separation  Natare  shakes  «t» 
The  gods  deny,  and  everlasting  Justioe 
Shrinks  back,  and  sheaths  her  sword  at. 

Ord.  All's  but  talk,  sir ! 
I  find  to  what  I  am  reserved,  and  needful : 
And  though  my  lord's  compassion  makes  me  poor, 
And  leaves  me  in  my  best  use,  yet  a  strength 
Above  mine  own,  or  his  dull  fondness,  finds  me : 
The  gods  have  given  it  to  me.  IDmws  a  km*/*. 

Mart.  Self-(kstruction  ?  IHoldska'. 

Now  all  good  angels  bless  thee  !  oh,  sweet  lady  I 
You  are  abused ;  this  is  a  way  to  shame  you. 
And  with  you  all  that  know  yon,  all  that  lore  you ; 
To  ruin  all  you  build !    Would  you  be  &nioua  ? 
Is  that  your  end  ? 

Ord.  I  would  be  what  I  should  be. 

Mart.  Live,  and  confirm  the  gods  then !  live, 
and  be  loaden 
With  more  than  olives  bear,  or  frmtful  antnmn  1 
This  way  you  kill  your  merit,  kill  your  cause. 
And  him  you  would  raise  life  to ;  Wliere  or  how 
Got  you  these  bloody  thoughts  ?  what  devil  durst 
Look  on  that  angel  face,  and  tempt  ?  do  yon  knov 
What  'tis  to  die  thus  ?  bow  you  strike  the  stars, 
And  all  good  things  above  us  ?  do  you  feel 
What  foUows  a  self-blood  ?  whither  yoa  venture. 
And  to  what  punishment  ?    Excellent  lady. 
Be  not  thus  coxen'd  !  do  not  fool  yourself  I 
The  priest  was  never  his  own  sacrifioey 
But  he  that  thought  his  hell  here. 

Ord.  I  am  oounsell'd. 

Mart.  And  I  am  glad  on't ;  lie,  I  know,  yos 

Ord.  I  never  have  done  yet  [dare  not. 

Mart.  Pray  take  my  comfort ! 
Was  this  a  soul  to  lose  ?  two  more  such  women 
Would  save  their  sex.  See,  she  repents  and  prays ! 
Oh,  hear  her,  hear  her  !  if  there  be  a  faith 
Able  to  reach  your  mercies,  she  hath  sent  it. 

Ord,  Now,  good  Martell,  confirm  me  1 

Mart.  1  will,  lady. 
And  every  hour  advise  you ;  for  I  doubt 
Whether  this  plot  be  Heaven's,  or  Hell's  your 
And  I  will  find  it,  if  it  be  in  mankind        [modier, 
To  search  the  centre  of  it  t  In  the  mesn  time, 
ril  give  you  out  for  dead,  and  by  yourself. 
And  shew  the  instrument ;  so  shall  I  find 
A  joy  that  will  betray  her. 

Ord.  Do  what's  fittest ; 
And  I  will  follow  you. 

Mart.  Then  ever  live 
Both  able  to  engross  all  love,  and  give  !     lExtumL 


SCENE  11.— i^n  Apnrtmeni  in  the  Baiaee. 
Enter  Brukbalt  and  PaatAunm^ 

Brun.  I  am  in  labour 
To  be  deliver'd  of  that  burthenons  project 
I  have  so  long  gone  with !     Ha,  here's  tiie  mid- 
Or  life,  or  death  ?  £wife  :— 

Enter  lacmuB; 

Leo.  If  in  the  supposition 
Of  her  death  in  whose  life  you  die,  you  ask  me, 
I  think  you  are  safe. 

Brun.  Is  she  dead  ? 


KESH  n. 


THIERRY  AND  THEODORET. 


421 


Lee.  I  have  naed 
All  meaos  to  make  her  bo  ;  I  saw  him  waiting 
At  the  temple  door,  and  used  such  art  within, 
That  only  she,  of  all  her  aez,  was  first 
Given  np  unto  his  fory. 
Brun.  Which  if  love 
Or  fear  made  him  forbear  to  ezecnte, 
The  vengeance  he  determined  his  fond  pity 
Shall  driw  it  on  himself;  for  were  there  left 
Not  iny  man  but  he,  to  serve  my  pleasures, 
Or  from  me  to  receive  commands,  (which  are 
The  joys  for  which  I  love  life)  he  should  be 

!  Removed,  and  I  alone  left  to  be  queen 
O'er  any  part  of  g^oodness  that's  left  in  me. 

I     Lee.  If  you  are  so  resolved,  I  have  provided 

I  A  means  to  ship  him  hence  :  Look  upon  this, 
fiat  touch  it  sparingly ;  for  this  once  used, 
Saj  hot  to  dry  a  tear,  will  keep  the  eye-lid 

I  From  dosing,  until  Death  perform  that  ofBce. 
Bnm,  Give  't  me !  I  may  have  use  of 't ;  and 
on  yon 

I  m  make  the  first  experiment,  if  one  sigh 
Or  heavy  look  beget  the  least  suspicion, 
Childish  compassion  can  thaw  the  ice 
Of  your  lo-long-congeal'd  and  flinty  hardness 

'SIii;fat,  go  on  constant,  or  I  shall 

Pro.  Best  lady, 
We  have  no  faculties  which  are  not  yours. 
Lee.  Nor  will  be  anything  without  you. 
Brun,  Be  so, 
And  we  will  stand  or  fall  together ;  For 
Since  we  have  gone  so  far,  that  Death  must  stay 
The  journey,  which  we  wish  should  never  end, 
And  innocent,  or  guilty,  we  must  die ; 
When  we  do  so,  let's  know  the  reason  why ! 

Enter  Tflnnaiv  and  Coartiers. 

A«r.  The  king  I 

Thi.  We'll  be  alone. 

Prot.  I  would  I  had 
A  convoy  too,  to  bring  me  safe  off ! 
For  rage,  although  it  be  dlayed  with  sorrow, 
Appears  so  dreadful  in  him,  that  I  shake 
To  look  upon  it. 

Brun.  Coward,  I  wiU  meet  it. 
And  know  from  whenoe't  has  birth. — Son  !  kingly 
Thierry ! 

ThL  Is  cheating  grown  so  common  among  men. 
And  thrives  so  wd  here,  that  the  gods  endMvour 
To  practise  it  above  ? 

Brun.  Your  mother  I 

rW.  Ha  !— 
Or  are  they  only  careful  to  revenge, 
^'ot  to  revrard  ?  or  when,  for  our  offences, 
We  study  satisfaction,  must  the  cure 
Be  worse  than  the  disease  ? 

Brun.  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

Thi.  To  lose  the  ability  to  perform  those  duties 
For  which  I  entertain'd  the  name  of  husband, 
Atk'd  more  than  common  sorrow ;  but  to  impose 
For  the  redress  of  that  defect,  a  torture 
Id  marking  her  to  death,  (for  whom  alone 
I  felt  that  weakness  as  a  want)  requires 
More  than  the  making  the  b^  bald,  or  falling 
Thus  flat  upon  the  earth,  or  cursing  that  way. 
Or  praying  this.    Oh,  such  a  scene  of  grief. 
And  so  set  down,  (the  world  the  stage  to  act  on) 
May  challenge  a  tragedian  better  practised 
l^n  I  am,  to  express  it !  for  my  cause 
^paasion  is  so  strong,  and  my  performance 


So  weak,  that  though  the  part  be  good,  I  f^ 

The  ill  acting  of  it  will  defraud  it  of 

The  poor  reward  it  may  deserve,  men's  pity. 

Brun.  I  have  given  you  way  dius  long :  A  king, 
and,  what 
Is  more,  my  son,  and  yet  a  slave  to  that 
Which  only  triumphs  over  cowards,  sorrow  ? 
For  shame,  look  up  ! 

Thi.  Is't  you  ?  look  down  on  me  ! 
And  if  that  you  are  capable  to  receive  it, 
Let  that  return  to  you,  that  have  brought  forth 
One  mark'd  out  only  for  it ! — What  are  these  ? 
Come  they,  upon  your  privilege,  to  tread  on 
The  tomb  of  my  afflictions  ? 

Prot.  No,  not  we,  sir. 

Thi.  How  dare  you  then  omit  the  ceremony 
Due  to  the  funeral  of  all  my  hopes  ? 
Or  come  unto  the  marriage  of  my  sorrows. 
But  in  such  colours  as  may  sort  with  them  ? 

Prot.  Alas,  we  will  wear  anything. 

Brun.  This  is  madness ! 
Take  but  my  counsel ! 

Thi,  Yours  ?  dare  you  again. 
Though  arm'd  with  the  authority  of  a  mother. 
Attempt  the  danger  that  will  fall  on  you, 
If  such  another  syllable  awake  it  ? 
Go,  and  with  yours  be  safe :  I  have  such  cause 
Of  grief,  (nay  more,  to  love  it)  that  I  will  not 
Have  such  as  these  be  sharers  in  it. 

Lee,  Madam ! 

Prot.  Another  time  were  better. 

Brun.  Do  not  stir, 
For  I  must  be  resolved,  and  will :  Be  statues  1 

Enter  Majktxll. 

Thi.  Ay,  thou  art  welcome  ;  and  upon  my  soul 
Thou  art  an  honest  man. — Do  you  see?  he  has 
To  lend  to  him  whom  prodigal  expence  [tears 

Of  sorrow  has  made  bankrupt  of  such  treasure ! — 
Nay,  thou  dost  well. 

Mart.  I  would  it  might  excuse 
The  ill  I  bring  along  ! 

Thi.  Thou  mak'st  me  smile 
I'  the  height  of  my  calamities :  As  if 
There  could  be  the  addition  of  an  atom, 
To  the  giant  body  of  my  miseries ! 
But  try ;  for  I  wUl  hear  thee. — All  sit  down  I  'tis 
To  any  that  shall  dare  to  interrupt  him         [death 
In  look,  gesture,  or  word. 

Mart.  And  such  attention 
As  is  due  to  the  last,  and  the  best  story 
That  ever  was  deliver'd,  will  become  you. 
The  grieved  Ordella  (for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  from  that)  having  from  me. 
Prompted  by  your  last  parting  groan,  enquired 
What  drew  it  from  you,  and  the  cause  soon  learn'd ; 
For  she  whom  barbarism  could  deny  nothing, 
With  such  prevailing  earnestness  desired  it, 
'Twas  not  in  me,  though  it  had  been  my  death. 
To  hide  it  from  her :  She,  I  say,  in  whom 
All  was,  that  Athens,  Rome,  or  wariike  Sparta, 
Have  register'd  for  good  in  their  best  women. 
But  nothing  of  their  ill ;  knowing  herself 
Mark'd  out  (I  know  not  by  what  power,  but  sure 
A  cruel  one)  to  die,  to  give  you  children ; 
Having  first  with  a  settled  countenance 
Look'd  up  to  Heaven,  and  then  upon  herself, 
(It  being  the  next  best  object)  and  then  smiled. 
As  if  her  joy  in  death  to  do  you  service 
Would  bresJc  forth,  in  despite  of  the  much  sorrow 


422 


THIERRY  AND  THEODORET. 


ACT  IT. 


She  shew'd  she  had  to  leave  yon ;  and  then  taking 

Me  by  the  hand,  (this  hand,  which  I  must  ever 

Love  better  than  I  have  done,  since  she  touch' d  it) 

**  Go,"  said  she,  **  to  my  lord,  (and  to  go  to  him 

Is  such  a  happiness  I  must  not  hope  for) 

And  tell  him  that  he  too  much  prized  a  trifle 

Made  only  worthy  in  his  love,  and  her 

Thankful  acceptance,  for  her  sake  to  rob 

The  orphan  kingdom  of  such  guardians,  as 

Must  of  necessity  descend  from  him  ; 

And  therefore,  in  some  part  of  recompense 

Of  his  much  love,  and  to  shew  to  the  world 

That  'twas  not  her  fault  only,  but  her  fate, 

That  did  deny  to  let  her  be  the  mother 

Of  such  most  certain  blessings :  yet,  for  proof 

She  did  not  envy  her,  that  happy  her. 

That  is  appointed  to  them,  her  quick  end 

Should  make  way  for  her."    Which  no  sooner 

spoke, 
But  in  a  moment  this  too-ready  engine 
Made  such  a  battery  in  the  choicest  castle 
That  ever  Nature  made  to  defend  life, 
That  straight  it  shook  aftd  sunk. 

Thu  Stay  !  dares  any 
Presume  to  shed  a  tear  before  me  ?  or 
Ascribe  that  worth  unto  themselves  to  merit, 
To  do  so  for  her  ?  I  have  done ;  now  on  ! 

Mari»  Fall'n  thus,  once  more  she  smil*d,  as  if 
that  Death 
For  her  had  studied  a  new  way  to  sever 
The  soul  and  body,  without  sense  of  pain ; 
And  then,  *«  Tell  him,"  quoth  she,  **  what  you 

have  seen, 
And  with  what  willingness  'twas  done !  for  which 
My  last  request  unto  him  is,  that  he 
Would  instantly  make  choice  of  one  (most  happy 
In  being  so  chosen)  to  supply  my  place ; 
By  whom,  if  Heaven  bless  him  with  a  daughter, 
In  my  remembrance  let  it  bear  my  name  1  *' 
Whidi  said,  she  died. 

Thi.  I  hear  this,  and  yet  live !  '  IDraw*. 

Heart !  art  thou  thunder-proof  ?  will  nothing  break 

thee? 
She*s  dead ;  and  what  her  entertainment  maybe 
In  the  other  world  without  me  is  uncertain ; 
And  dare  I  stay  here  unresolved  ? 

Mart,  Oh,  sir! 

Brun,  Dear  son ! 

ProL  Great  king! 

Thi.  Unhand  me  1  am  I  fall'n 
So  low,  that  I  have  lost  the  power  to  be 
Disposer  of  my  own  life  ? 

Mart.  Be  but  pleased 
To  borrow  so  much  time  of  sorrow,  as 
To  call  to  mind  her  last  request,  for  whom 
(I  must  confess  a  loss  beyond  expression) 
You  turn  your  hand  upon  yourself!  'twas  hers. 
And  dying  hers,  that  you  should  live,  and  happy, 
In  seeing  little  models  of  yourself. 
By  matching  with  another :  And  will  you 
Leave  anytlung  that  she  desired  ungranted  ? 
And  suffer  such  a  life,  that  was  laid  down 
Foryour  sake  only,  to  be  fruitless  ? 

m  Oh, 

Thou  dost  liirow  charms  upon  me,  against  which 

I  cannot  stop  my  ears  :  Bear  witness,  Heaven  I 

That  not  desire  of  life,  nor  love  of  pleasures, 

Nor  any  future  comforts,  but  to  give 

Peace  to  her  blessed  spirit,  in  satisfying 

Her  last  demand,  makes  me  defer  our  meeting  ! 


Which  in  my  choice,  and  sudden  choice,  shall  be 
To  all  apparent. 
Brun.  How  !  do  I  remove  one  mischief, 

lAparL 

To  draw  upon  my  head  a  greater? 

Thi,  Go, 
Thou  only  good  man,  to  whom  for  hendf 
Goodness  is  dear,  and  prepare  to  inter  it 
In  her  that  was  I  Oh,  my  heart,  my  OrdeDa ! 
A  monument  worthy  to  be  a  casket 
Of  such  a  jewel. 

Mart,  Your  command,  that  makes  way 
Unto  my  absence,  is  a  welcome  one ; 
For,  but  yourself,  there's  nothing  here  Martell 
Can  take  delight  to  look  on:  Yet  some  comfort 
Goes  back  wiSi  me  to  her,  who,  though  she  want  it. 
Deserves  all  blessings.  lExii, 

Brun.  So  soon  to  forget 
The  loss  of  such  a  wife,  believe  it,  will 
Be  censured  in  the  world. 

Thi,  Pray  you,  no  more! 
There  is  no  argument  you  can  use  to  croos  it. 
But  does  increase  in  me  such  a  suspicion 
I  would  not  cherish.^>Who's  that  ? 

Enter  Msmbbkos. 

Memb.  One  no  guard 
Can  put  back  from  access,  whose  tongue  no  threats. 
Nor  prayers  can  silence !  a  bold  suitor,  and 
For  that  which,  if  you  are  yourself,  a  king. 
You  were  made  so  to  grant  it :  Justice,  justice  ! 

Thi,  With  what  assurance  dare  yoa  hope  for 
Which  is  denied  to  me  ?  or  how  can  I  [that 

Stand  bound  to  be  just  unto  such  as  are 
Beneath  me,  that  find  none  from  those  that  are 
Above  me  ? 

Memb.  There  is  justice :  'Twere  unfit 
That  anything  but  vengeance  should  fall  on  him, 
That,  by  his  giving  way  to  more  than  murder, 
(For  my  dear  father's  death  was  parricide) 
Makes  it  his  owti. 

Brun,  I  charge  yon,  hear  her  not ! 

Memb,  Hell  cannot    stop   just  prayers  fivm 
entering  Heaven : 
I  must  and  will  be  heard ! — Sir,  but  remenkber 
That  he  that  by  her  plot  fell,  was  your  brother ; 
And  the  place  where,  your  palace,  against  all 
The  inviolable  rights  of  hospitality; 
Your  word,  a  king's  word,  given  for  his  safety  ; 
His  innocence,  his  protection  ;  and  the  gods 
Bound  to  revenge  the  impious  breach  of  sach 
So  great  and  sacred  bonos !  and  can  yoa  wonder 
(That  in  not  punishing  such  a  horrid  murder 
You  did  it)  that  Heaven's  favour  b  gone  from  yoa  ? 
Which  never  will  return,  until  his  blood 
Be  wash'd  away  in  hers. 

Brun,  Drag  hence  the  wretch  I 

Thi.  Forbear.— With  what  variety 
Of  torments  do  I  meet  1  Oh,  thou  hsist  open'd 
A  book,  in  which,  writ  down  in  bloody  lettns. 
My  conscience  finds  that  I  am  worthy  of 
More  than  I  undergo ;  but  I'll  begin. 
For  my  Ordella's  sake,  and  for  tlune  own* 
To  make  less  Heaven's  great  anger :  Tbou  hast 
A  fiither;  1  to  thee  am  so:  The  hope  [kwt 

Of  a  good  l^usband ;  in  me  have  one !  Nor 
Be  fearful  I  am  still  no  man ;  already 
That  weakness  is  gone  from  me. 

Brun.  That  it  might  IJsis*. 

Have  ever  grown  inseparably  upon  thee  1 — 
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What  will  you  do?  Is  such  a  things  as  this 
Worthy  the  loved  OrdeUa's  place  ?  the  daughter 
Of  a  poor  gardener  ? 

Memb.  Your  son! 

Thi.  The  power 
To  take  away  that  lowness  is  in  me. 

Brun.  Stay  yet;  for  rather  than  that  thou  shalt 
Incest  auto  thy  other  sins,  I  will,  [add 

With  hazard  of  my  own  life,  utter  all : 
IlieodoFet  was  thy  brother. 

ThL  You  denied  it, 
Upon  jour  oath  ;  nor  will  I  now  believe  you : 
Yoar  Protean  turnings  cannot  change  my  purpose  ! 

Memb,  And  for  me,  be  assured  the  means  to  be 
Refenged  on  thee,  vile  hag,  admits  no  thought 
Bot  what  tends  to  it! 

Brun,  Is  it  come  to  that  ? 
Then  have  at  the  last  refuge  I — Art  thou  grown 
Insensible  in  ill,  that  thou  goest  on 
Without  the  least  compunction  ?  There,  take  that ! 

iOives  him  a  handkerchii/. 
To  witness  that  thou  hadst  a  mother,  which 
Foresaw  thy  cause  of  grief  and  sad  repentance. 


That,  so  soon  after  blessM  Ordella's  death, 
Without  a  tear,  thou  canst  embrace  another ! 
Forgetful  man ! 

Thi,  Mine  eyes,  when  she  is  named, 
Cannot  forget  their  tribute,  and  your  gift 
Is  not  unuseful  now. 

Lee,  He's  past  all  cure  ; 
That  only  touch  is  death. 

Thi.  This  night  I'll  keep  it ; 
To-morrow  I  will  send  it  you,  and  full 
Of  my  affliction.  {Exit. 

Brun.  Is  the  poison  mortal  ? 

Lee,  Above  the  help  of  physic. 

Brun,  To  my  wish. 
Now  for  our  own  security !  You,  Protaldye, 
Shall  this  night  post  towards  Austracia, 
With  letters  to  Theodoret's  bastard  son, 
In  which  we  will  make  known  what  for  his  rising 
We  have  done  to  Thierry  :  No  denial, 
Nor  no  excuse  in  such  acts,  must  be  thought  of ; 
Which  all  dislike,  and  all  again  commend 
When  they  are  brought  unco  a  happy  end. 

\^ExeuM. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I.^Night.     A  Forest. 


Enter  Ds  Vrr&v  and ybur  Soldiers. 

Vitry,  No  war,  no  money,  no  master !  banish'd 
the  court,  not  trusted  in  the  city,  whipt  out  of  the 
country,  in  what  a  triangle  runs  our  misery !  Let 
me  hear  which  of  you  has  the  best  voice  to  beg  in, 
for  other  hopes  or  fortunes  I  see  you  have  not. 
Be  not  nice  ;  Nature  provided  you  with  tones  for 
the  purpose ;  the  people's  charity  was  your  heri- 
tage, and  I  would  see  which  of  you  deserves  his 
birthright 

■^H,  We  understand  you  not,  captain. 

VUrjf,  You  see  this  cardecue ;  the  last,  and  the 
only  quintessence  of  fifty  crowns,  distiU'd  in  the 
limbeck  of  your  gardage,  of  which  happy  piece 
thoQ  shalt  be  treasurer :  Now  he  that  can  soonest 
persoade  him  to  part  with  it,  enjoys  it,  possesses 
it,  sod,  with  it,  me  and  my  future  countenance. 

1  S(yU,  If  they  want  art  to  persuade  it,  111  keep 
it  myself. 

^itry.  So  you  be  not  a  partial  judge  in  your  own 
enue.  you  shall. 
AH.  A  match ! 

2  Sold,  m  begin  to  you :  Brave  sir,  be  proud  to 
make  him  happy  by  your  liberality,  whose  tongue 
▼oochsafes  now  to  petition,  was  never  heard  be- 
fore less  than  to  command.  I  am  a  soldier  by 
profession,  a  gentleman  by  birth,  and  an  officer  by 
place ;  whose  poverty  blushes  to  be  the  cause,  that 
to  high  a  virtue  should  descend  to  the  pity  of  your 
charity. 

1  Sold,  In  any  case  keep  your  high  style  I  It  is 
Dot  charity  to  shame  any  man,  much  less  a  virtue 
of  your  eminence;  wherefore  preserve  your  worth, 
^  ru  preserve  my  money. 

3  Sold,  You  persuade  ?  You  are  shallow !  Give 
*>7  to  merit :  Ah,  by  the  bread  of  God,  man,  thou 
^  a  bonny  countenance  and  a  blithe,  promising 
Quickie  good  to  a  sikiog  wemb,  that  has  trod  a  long 
^d  a  sore  ground  to  meet  with  friends,  that  will 


owe  much  to  thy  reverence,  when  they  shall  hear 
of  thy  courtesy  to  their  wandering  countrymen. 

I  Sold.  You  that  will  use  your  friends  so  hardly 
to  bring  them  in  debt,  sir,  will  deserve  worse  of  a 
stranger ;  wherefore,  pead  on,  pead  on,  I  say  I 

4  Sold,  It  is  the  Welsh  miAt  do't,  I  see. — 
Comrade,  man  of  urship,  St.  Tavy  be  her  patron, 
the  gods  of  the  mountaiins  keep  her  cow  and  her 
cupboard ;  may  she  never  want  the  green  of  the 
leek,  nor  the  fat  of  the  onion,  if  she  part  with  her 
bounties  to  him,  that  is  a  great  deal  away  from  her 
cousins,  and  has  two  big  suits  in  law  to  recover 
her  heritage ! 

1  Sold,  Pardon  me,  sir ;  I  will  have  nothing  to 
do  with  your  suits  ;  it  comes  within  the  statute  of 
maintenance.  Home  to  your  cousins,  and  sow 
garlick  and  hempseed !  the  one  will  stop  your 
hunger,  the  other  end  your  suits :  Gammaweuhf 
comrade^  gammawash  ! 

4  Sold,  'Foot,  he'll  hoord  all  for  himself. 

Vitry,  Yes,  let  him  :  Now  comes  my  turn ;  I'll 
see  if  he  can  answer  me  :  Save  you,  sir !  they  say 
you  have  that  I  want,  money. 

I  Sold.  And  that  you  are  like  to  want,  for  aught 
I  perceive  yet. 

Vitry,  Stand,  deliver ! 

1  Sold,  'Foot,  what  mean  you  ?  You  will  not 
rob  the  exchequer  ? 

Vilry,  Do  you  prate  ? 

1  Sold,  Hold,  hold  !  here,  captain  ! 

2  Sold,  Why,  I  could  have  done  this  before 
you. 

3  Sold,  And  I. 

4  Sold,  And  I. 

Vitry,  You  have  done  this :  ''  Brave  man,  be 
proud  to  make  him  happy  1"  '*  By  the  bread  of 
God,  man,  thou  hast  a  bonny  countenance  !" 
"  Comrade,  man  of  urship,  St  Tavy  be  her  patron !" 
Out  upon  you,  you  uncurried  colts  !  walking  cans, 
that  have  no  souls  in  you,  but  a  little  rosin  to  keep 
your  ribs  sweet,  and  hold  in  liquor  ! 
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All.  Why,  what  would  you  have  ub  to  do,  cap- 

Vitry.  Beg,  beg,  and  keep  constables  waking, 
wear  out  stocks  and  whipcord,  maunder  for  but- 
ter-milk, die  of  the  jaundice,  yet  have  the  cure 
about  you,  lice,  large  lice,  begot  of  your  own  dust, 
and  the  heat  of  the  brick-kilns  !  May  you  starve, 
and  fear  of  the  gallows  (which  is  a  gentle  con- 
sumption to  it)  only  prevent  it !  or  may  you  fall 
upon  your  fear,  and  be  hang'd  for  selling  those 
purses  to  keep  you  from  famine,  whose  monies  my 
valour  empties,  and  be  cast  without  other  evidence! 
Here  is  my  fort,  my  castle  of  defence  !  who  comes 
by  shall  pay  me  toll ;  the  first  purse  is  your  mitti- 
mus,  slaves. 

2  Sold.  The  purse?  'foot,  we'll  share  in  the 
money,  captain,  if  any  come  within  a  furlong  of 
our  fingers. 

4  Sold,  Did  you  doubt  but  we  could  steal  as  well 
as  yourself?     Did  not  I  speak  Welsh  ? 

3  Sold,  We  are  thieves  from  our  cradles,  and 
will  die  so. 

Vitry,  Then  you  will  not  beg  agnin  ? 

All.  Yes,  as  you  did ;  «  Stand  and  deliver  !" 

2  Sold,  Hark !  here  comes  handsel :  Tis  a  trade 
quickly  set  up,  and  as  soon  cast  down. 

Vitry.  Have  goodness  in  your  minds,  varlets, 
and  to't  like  men  :  He  that  has  more  money  than 
we  cannot  be  our  friend,  and  1  hope  there  is  no 
law  for  spoiling  the  enemy. 

3  Sold,  You  need  not  instruct  us  further ;  your 
example  pleads  enough. 

Vitry,  Disperse  yourselves  ;  and  as  their  com- 
pany is,  fall  on ! 

2  Sold,  Come,  there  are  a  band  of  'em ;  TU 
charge  single.  \,Exeunt  Soldien. 

Enter  PROTALDva. 

Prot,  'Tjs  wonderful  dark  I  I  have  lost  my  man, 
and  dare  not  call  for  him,  lest  I  should  have  more 
followers  than  I  would  pay  wages  to.  What  throes 
am  I  in,  in  this  travel !  These  be  honourable  ad- 
ventures !  had  I  that  honest  blood  in  my  veins 
again,  queen,  that  your  feats  and  these  frights  have 
drain'd  from  me,  honour  should  pull  hard,  ere  it 
drew  me  into  these  brakes. 

Vitry,  Who  goes  there  ? 

Prot.  Hey-ho  I  Here's  a  pang  of  preferment  I 

Vitry,  'Heart,  who  goes  there  ? 

Prot.  He  that  has  no  heart  to  your  acquaint- 
ance. What  shall  I  do  with  my  jewels  and  my 
letter  ?  My  codpiece,  that's  too  loose ;  good,  my 
boots!— Who  is*t  that  spoke  to  me?  Here's  a 
friend. 

Vitry,  We  shall  find  that  presently :  Stand,  as 
you  love  your  safety,  stand  ! 

Prot.  That  unlucky  word  of  standing  has 
brought  me  to  all  this. — Hold,  or  I  shall  never 
stand  you. 

Vitry,  I  should  know  that  voice.     Deliver ! 

Enter  Soldiers. 

Prot,  All  that  I  have  is  at  your  service,  gentle- 
men ;  and  much  good  may  it  do  you ! 

Vitry,  Zoons,  down  with  him !  Do  yon  prate  ? 

Prot.  Keep  your  first  word,  as  you  are  gentle- 
men, and  let  me  stand !  alas,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

2  Sold,  To  tie  you  to  us,  sir,  bind  you  in  the 
knot  of  friendship.  {They  He  him  to  a  tree. 

Prot,  Alas,  sir,  all  the  physic  in  Europe  cannot 
bind  me. 


Vitry,  Yon  should  have  jewels  abovt  yon,  atones, 
preci(^us  stones. 

1  Sold,  Captain,  away  1  There's  company  within 
hearing ;  if  you  stay  longer,  we  are  surprised. 

Vitry,  Let  the  devil  come,  I'll  pillage  this  hi- 
gate  a  little  better  yet ! 

2  Sold,  'Foot,  we  are  lost !  they  are  upon  as. 
Vitry.  Ha !  upon  us  ?  make  the  least  noise,  *tis 

thy  parting  gasp  ! 

3  Sold.  Which  way  shall  we  make,  sir  ? 
Vitry.  Every  man  his  own !  Do  you  hear  ?  only 

bind  me  before  you  go,  and  when  the  company's 
past,  make  to  this  place  again :  This  csrvel  should 
have  better  lading  in  him.  You  are  slow  ;  why  do 
you  not  tie  harder  ?  iBe  U  rial  to  a  tret. 

I  Sold,  You  are  sure  enough,  I  wamnt  yoa,   | 
sir. 

VUry,  Darkness  befriend  you  i  away  I 

iExetmt  Soldien. 

Prot,  What  tyrants  have  I  met  with !  they  leave 
me  alone  in  the  dark,  yet  would  not  have  me  cry. 
I  shall  grow  wondrous  melancholy,  if  I  stay  long 
here  without  company :  I  was  wont  to  get  a  nap 
with  saying  my  prayers  ;  Til  see  if  they  will  work 
upon  me  now.  But  then  if  I  should  talk  in  my 
sleep,  and  they  hear  me,  they  would  make  a  re- 
corder of  my  windpipe,  slit  my  throat.  Heaven  be 
praised  !  I  hear  some  noise ;  it  may  be  new  pur-  ' 
chase,  and  then  I  shall  have  fellows.  | 

Vitry,  They  are  gone  past  hearing :  Now  to 
task,  De  Vitry ! — Help,  help,  as  you  are  men,  help! 
some  charitable  hand,  relieve  a  poor  distressed 
miserable  wretch !  Thieves,  wicked  thieves,  have 
robbed  me,  bound  me. 

Prot,  'Foot,  'would  they  had  gagged  you  too ! 
your  noise  will  betray  us,  and  fetch  them  again. 

Vitry,  What  blessed  tongue  spake  to  me  ?  where, 
where  are  you,  sir  ? 

Prot,  A  plague  of  your  bawling  throat  I  We  aie 
well  enough,  if  you  have  the  grace  to  be  thankful 
for't  Do  but  snore  to  me,  and  'tis  as  moch  as  I 
desire,  to  pass  away  time  with,  till  morning ;  thea 
talk  as  loud  as  you  please.  Sir,  I  am  booiul  not  to 
stir,  wherefore,  lie  still  and  snore,  I  say. 

Vitry.  Then  you  have  met  with  thieves,  too,  I 
see. 

Prot.  And  desire  to  meet  with  no  more  of  then. 

Vitry,  Alas,  what  can  we  suffer  more?  Tliry 
are  far  enough  by  this  time ;  have  they  not  all,  all 
that  we  have,  sir  ? 

Prot,  No,  by  my  faith,  have  they  not,  sir  I  I 
gave  them  one  trick  to  boot  for  their  le«miQg : 
My  boots,  sir,  my  boots !  I  have  saved  my  sto^ 
and  my  jewels  in  them,  and  therefore  desire  to  hesr 
no  more  of  them. 

Vitry,  Now  blessing  on  your  wit,  sir !  what  a 
dull  slave  was  I,  dream'd  not  of  your  conveyance  ? 
Help  to  unbind  me,  sir,  and  1*11  undo  yoa;  my  hie 
for  yours,  no  worse  thief  than  myself  meets  yon 
again  this  night ! 

Prot,  Reach  me  thy  hands  ! 

Vitry,  Here,  sir,  here ;  I  conld  beat  my  brains 
out,  that  could  not  think  of  boots,  boots,  sir,  widc- 
topt  boots ;  I  shall  love  them  them  the  better 
whilst  I  live.  But  are  you  sure  your  jewda  are 
here,  sir  ? 

Prot,  Sure,  sayst  thou  ?  ha>  ha,  ha  I 

Vitry,  So  ho,  illo  ho  I 

Sold.  IWithin,'}  Here,  captain,  here. 

Prot^  'Foot,  what  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 


SCElfS   II. 


THIERRY  AND  THEODORET. 


425 


filler  fioldlanu 

VUrjf,  A  trick  to  boot,  say  yoa?  Here,  yoa  doll 
I  slm»t  poidiaae,  purchase !  The  soul  of  Uie  rock, 
'    diamonds,  sparkling  diamonds  ! 

Proi,  I  am  betrayed,  k>st,  past  reoorery,  lost ! 
As  yoa  are  men 

Fitry.  Nay,  rook,  since  yon  will  be  prating,  we 
win  share  your  carrion  with  yon.  Have  you  any 
other  conveyance  now^  sir  ? 

1  SoitL  'Foot,  here  arc  letters,  epistles,  familiar 
episfiea  :  We'll  see  what  treasure  is  in  them.  They 
are  sealed  sore. 

/Vol.  Gentlemen  I  as  yon  are  gentlemen,  spare 
my  letters,  and  take  all  willingly,  all !  Til  give  you 
a  release,  a  general  release,  and  meet  you  here  to- 
morrow with  as  much  more. 

yiirgf.  Nay,  since  yon  have  your  tricks,  and 
TOUT  cooTcyances,  we  will  not  leave  a  wrinkle  of 
joQ  unsearch'd. 

/Vo/.  Hark!  there  comes  company;  you  will 
be  betrayed.  As  you  love  your  safeties,  beat  out 
my  brains ;  I  shaU  betray  you  else. 

Viiry.  [Reads  the  letter $,^  Treasori,  unheard.of 
treason !  monstrous,  monstrous  villainies ! 

Proi.  I  confess  myself  a  traitor;  shew  yourselves 
good  sobjects,  and  hang  me  up  for't 

1  Sold.  If  it  be  treason,  tiie  discovery  will  get 
our  pardon,  captain. 

Ft/fy.  'Would  we  were  all  lost,  hang'd,  quar- 
ter'd«  to  save  this  one,  one  innocent  prince  ! 
Tliierry's  poisoned,  by  his  mother  poisoned,  the 
mistress  to  this  stallion !  who,  by  that  poison, 
never  shall  sleep  again ! 

2  Sold,  'Foot,  let  us  mince  him  by  piece*meal, 
till  he  eat  himself  up. 

3  Sold.  Let  us  dig  out  his  heart  with  needles, 
and  half  broil  him,  like  a  mussel ! 

Prot,  Such  another  and  I  prevent  you;  my 
blood's  settled  already. 

yUry.  Here's  that  shall  remove  it !  Toad,  viper! 
Dra^  him  unto  Martell !  Unnatural  parricide ! 
cruel,  bloody  woman  I 
Ali.  On,  you  dog-fish,  leech,  caterpillar  1 
yi^nf'  A  longer  sight  of  him  will  make  my  rage 
^^^'^  P^^»  *^  ^^  ^^B  sudden  end  prevent  revenge 
and  torture !  Wicked,  wicked  Brunhalt  I 

lExeunL 


SCENE  II.— Paris.    A  Romn  in  the  Palace, 
Emter  BAwnBSR  and  thru  Conrtiera. 

1  Ctmr.  Not  sleep  at  all  ?  no  means? 

2  Cour.  No  art  can  do  it  ? 

Bow,  I  will  assure  yon,  he  can  sleep  no  more 
Than  a  hooded  hawk  ;  a  centinel  to  him, 
Or  one  of  the  city  constables,  are  tops. 

3  Cour.   How  came  he  so  ? 

Bavf.  They  are  too  wise  that  dare  know ; 
Somethings  amiss  :  Heaven  help  all  1 

1  Caur.  What  cure  has  he  ? 

iSatr.  Armies  of  those  we  call  physicians ; 
Some  with  clisters,  some  with  lettice-caps, 
Some  posset  drinks,  some  pills ;  twenty  consulting 

here 
About  a  drench,  as  many  here  to  blood  him : 
Then  oomes  a  don  of  Spain,  and  he  prescribes 
More  cooling  opium  than  would  kill  a  Turk, 
Or  quench  a  whore  i'  th'  dog-days ;  after  1dm, 
A  wise  Italian,  and  he  cries,  **  Tie  unto  him 


A  woman  of  fonrsoore,  whose  bones  are  marble, 
Whose  blood  snow-water,  not  so  much  heat  about 
As  may  conceive  a  prayer  1"    After  him,         [her 
An  English  doctor,  with  a  bunch  of  pot-herbs. 
And  he  cries  out,  "  Endive  and  suckery. 
With  a  few  mallow-roots  and  butter-milk  ! " 
And  talks  of  oil  made  of  a  churchman's  charity ; 
Yet  still  he  wakes. 

1  Cour.  But  your  good  honour  has  a  prayer  in 
If  all  should  fail  ?  [store. 

Bate,  I  could  have  pray'd,  and  handsomely,  but 
And  an  ill  memory [age 

3  Ccur.  Has  spoil'd  your  primmer. 

Baw.  Yet  if  there  be  a  man  of  faith  i'  th'  court, 
And  can  pray  for  a  pension— 

Thisbry  it  brought  in  on  a  bed,  vith  Doctors  and 
Attendants. 

2  Cour,  Here's  the  king,  sir ; 
And  those  that  will  pray  without  pay. 

Baw.  Then  pray  for  me  too. 

1  Doctor.  How  does  your  grace  now  feel  your- 

Thi.  What's  that  ?  [self? 

1  Doctor,  Nothing  at  all,  sir,  but  your  fancy. 
TM,  Tell  me, 

Can  ever  these  eyes  more,  shut  up  in  slumbers, 
Assure  my  soul  there  is  sleep  ?  is  there  night 
And  rest  for  human  labours  ?  do  not  you 
And  all  the  world,  as  I  do,  out-stare  Time, 
And  live,  like  fimeral  lamps,  never  eztinguish'd  ? 
Is  there  a  grave  ?  (and  do  not  flatter  me, 
Nor  fear  to  tell  me  truth)  and  in  that  grave 
Is  there  a  hope  I  shall  sleep  ?  can  I  die  ? 
Are  not  my  miseries  immortal?    Oh, 
The  happiness  of  him  that  drinks  his  water. 
After  his  weary  day,  and  sleeps  for  ever ! 
Why  do  you  crucify  me  thus  with  £aoes. 
And  gaping  strangely  upon  one  another  I 
When  shall  I  rest  ? 

2  Doctor,  Oh,  sir,  be  patient ! 

Thi,  Am  I  not  patient  ?  have  I  not  endured 
More  than  a  mangy  dog,  among  your  doses  ? 
Am  I  not  now  your  patient  ?    Ye  can  make 
Unwholesome  fools  sleep  for  a  guarded  footdoth ; 
Whores  for  a  hot  sin-offering ;  yet  I  must  crave, 
That  feed  ye,  and  protect  ye,  and  proclaim  ye. 
Because  my  power  is  far  from  your  searching. 
Are  my  diseases  so  ?  can  ye  cure  none 
But  those  of  equal  ignorance  ?    Dare  ye  kill  me  ? 

1  Doctor.  We  do  beseech  your  grace  be  more 

redaim'd ! 
This  talk  doth  but  distemper  you. 

Thi.  WeU,  I  wiU  die, 
In  spite  of  all  your  potions  1    One  of  you  sleep ; 
Lie  down  and  sleep  nere,  that  I  may  behold 
What  blessed  rest  it  is  my  eyes  are  robb'd  of  !~- 
See  ;  he  can  sleep,  sleep  any  where,  sleep  nowy 
When  he  that  waJces  for  him  can  never  slumber  1 
Is't  not  a  dainty  ease  ? 

2  Doctor.  Your  grace  shall  feel  it. 

Thi.  Ob,  never,  never  1 1    The  eyes  of  Heaves 
See  but  their  certain  motions,  and  then  sleep : 
The  rages  of  the  ocean  have  Uieir  slumbers, 
And  quiet  silver  calms ;  each  violence 
Crowns  in  his  end  a  peace ;  but  my  fix'd  fires 
Shall  never,  never  set !— Who's  that? 

Enter  Mabtbll,  BauiraAJLT,  Da  Tirav,  and  Soldierk 

Mart,  No,  woman, 
Mother  of  mischief,  no !  the  day  shall  die  first, 
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And  all  good  things  li^e  in  a  worse  than  thou  art, 
Ere  thou  shalt  sleep  I     Dost  thou  see  him  ? 

Brun.  YeSy  and  curse  him  ; 
And  all  that  love  him,  fool,  and  all  live  by  him. 
Mari.  Why  art  thou  such  a  monster  ? 
Brun.  Why  art  thou 
So  tame  a  knave  to  ask  me  P 

Mart.  Hope  of  hell, 
By  this  fair  holy  light,  and  all  his  wrongs, 
Which  are  above  thy  years,  almost  thy  vices. 
Thou  shalt  not  rest,  not  fed  more  what  is  pity, 
Know  nothing  necessary,  meet  no  society 
But  what  shall  curse  and  crucify  tbee,  feel  in 

thyself 
Nothing  but  what  thou  art,  bane  and  bad  con- 
science. 
Till  this  man  rest ;  but  for  whose  reverence, 
Because  thou  art  his  mother,  I  would  say, 
Whore,  this  shall  be !  Do  you  nod?  I'll  waken  you 
With  my  sword's  point. 

Brun.  I  wish  no  more  of  Heaven, 
Nor  hope  no  more,  but  a  sufficient  anger 
To  torture  thee ! 

Mart,  See,  she  that  makes  you  see,  sir  I 
And,  to  your  misery,  still  see  your  mother. 
The  mother  of  your  woes,  sir,  of  your  waking. 
The  mother  of  your  people's  cries  and  curses, 
Your  murdering  moUier,  your  malicious  mother ! 

Thi.  Physicians,  ludf  my  state  to  sleep  an  hour 
Is  it  so,  mother  ?  [now  ! — 

Brun.  Yes,  it  is  so,  son  ; 
And,  were  it  yet  again  to  do,  it  should  be. 
Mart.  She  nods  again  ;  swinge  her  ! 
Thi.  But,  mother, 
(For  yet  I  love  that  reverence,  and  to  death 
Dare  not  forget  you  have  been  so)  was  this, 
This  endless  misery,  this  cureless  malice. 
This  snatching  from  me  all  my  youth  together. 
All  that  you  made  me  for,  and  happy  mothers 
Crown'd  with  eternal  time  are  proud  to  finish, 
Done  by  your  will  ? 
Brun.  It  was,  and  by  that  will— - 
Thi.  Oh,  mother,  do   not  lose    your  name  1 
forget  not 
The  touch  of  Nature  in  you,  tenderness  ! 
'Tis  all  the  soul  of  woman,  all  the  sweetness : 
Forget  not,  I  beseech  you,  what  are  children. 
Nor  how  you  have  groan'd  for  them  ;  to  what  love 
They  are  bom  inheritors,  with  what  care  kept ; 
And,  as  they  rise  to  ripeness,  still  remember 
How  they  imp  out  your  age  !  and  when  Time  calls 

you. 
That  as  an  autumn  flower  you  Ml,  forget  not 
Hdw  round  about  your  hearse  they  hang,   like 
Brun.  Holy  fool,  [penons  1 

Whose  patience  to  prevent  my  wrongs  has  kill'd 

thee. 
Preach  not  to  me  of  punishments  or  fears, 
Or  what  I  ought  to  be ;  but  what  I  am, 
A  woman  in  her  liberal  will  defeated, 
In  all  her  greatness  cross'd,  in  pleaJsure  blasted  ! 
My  angers  have  been  laugh'd  at,  my  ends  slighted. 
And  all*  those  glories  that  had  crownM  my  fortuneSi 
Suffered  by  blasted  Virtue  to  be  scatter'd  ; 
I  am  the  fruitful  mother  of  these  angers. 
And  what  such  have  done,  read,  and  know  thy 
Thi.  Heaven  forgive  you  !  [ruin  ! 

Mart.  She  tells  you  true ;  for  millions  of  her 
mischiefs 
Ar6  now  apparent  t  Protaldye  we  have  taken. 


An  equal  agent  with  her,  to  whose  care, 
After  the  <kmn'd  defeat  on  you,  she  trusted 
The  bringing-in  of  Leonor  the  bastard. 
Son  to  your  murder'd  brother  :  Her  phirncian 
By  this  time  is  attach'd  too,  that  damn'd  devil  I 

Enter  Mencnger. 

MeMM.  'TIs  like  he  will  be  so ;  for  ere  we  came, 
Fearing  an  equal  justice  for  his  mischiefs. 
He  drench'd  himself. 

Brun.  He  did  like  one  of  mine  then ! 

Thi.  Must  I  still  see  these  miseries  ?  no  nigbt 
To  hide  me  from  their  horrors  ?  That  Protaldje 
See  justice  fall  upon  1 

Brun.  Now  I  could  sleep  too. 

Mart.  I'll  give  you  yet  more  poppy ;  Bring  the 
lady. 
And  Heaven  in  her  embraces  give  him  quiet  I 

Bnttr  Okddjjl.. 

Madam,  unveil  yourself. 

Ord.  I  do  forgive  you ; 
And  thoqgh  you  sought  my  blood,  yet  I'll  pray  for 

Brun,  Art  thou  aLve  ?  [joa. 

Mart.  Now  could  you  sleep  ? 

Brun.  For  ever. 

Mart.  Go  carry  her  without  wink  of  sleep,  or 
quiet. 
Where  her  strong  knave  Protaldye's  broke  o'  th' , 

wheel. 
And  let  his  cries  and  roars  be  music  to  her ! 
I  mean  to  waken  her. 

Thi.  Do  her  no  wrong  ! 

Mart.  No,  right,  as  you  love  justice ! 

Brun.  I  will  think  ; 
And  if  there  be  new  curses  in  old  nature,  ' 

I  have  a  soul  dare  send  them  ! 

Mart.  Keep  her  waking  ! 

IBxil  Brukralt  aria  a  GaarL 

Thi.  What's  that  appears  so  sweetly  ?    Theft's 
that  face 

Mart.  Be  moderate,  lady  t 

Thi.  That's  angel's  face 

Mart.  Go  nearer. 

Thi.  Martell,  I  cannot  last  long !     See  the  soul 
(I  see  it  perfectly)  of  my  Ordella, 
The  heavenly  figure  of  her  sweetness,  there ! 
Forgive  me,  gods  !  it  comes  1   Divinest  substance ! 
Kn^,  kneel,  kneel,  every  one  !     Saint  of  thy  sex. 
If  it  be  for  my  cruelty  thou  comest — 
Do  ye  see  her,  hoa  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  sir ;  and  you  shall  know  her. 

Thi.  Tfown,  down  again  I — ^To  be  revenged  for 
blood! 
Sweet  spirit,  I  am  ready.    She  smiles  on  me ! 
Oh,  blessed  sign  of  peace  ! 

Mart.  Go  nearer,  lady. 

Ord.  I  come  to  make  you  happy. 

Thi.  Hear  you  that,  sirs  ? 
She  comes  to  crown  my  soul:  Away,  get  sacri^! 
Whilst  I  with  holy  honours 

Mart.  She  is  alive,  sir. 

Thi*  In  everlasting  life ;  I  know  it,  friend : 
Oh,  happy,  happy  soul  1 

Ord.  AlBBf  I  live,  sir; 
A  mortal  woman  still. 

T^^t.  Can  spirits  weep  too  ? 

Mart.  She  is  no  spirit,  ur;    pray  kiss  her. 
Lady, 
Be  very  gentle  to  him  ! 

Thi,  Stay  ! — She  is  warm ; 
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And,  by  my  life,  the  same  lips  1  Tdl  me,  bright- 
Are  yoa  the  same  Ordella  stili  ?  [ness, 

Mart  The  same,  sir, 
Whom  Heavens  and  my  good  angel  stay'd  from 

ThL  Kiss  me  again !  [ruin. 

Ord.  The  same  still,  stfll  your  servant. 

Thi,  Tia  she !  I  know  her  now,  Martell.    Sit 
down,  sweet  1 
Ofa,  bless'd  and  happiest  wbman ! — A  dead  slumber 
Bc^ns  to  creep  upon  me :  Oh,  my  jewel  1 

Ord.  Oh,  sleep,  my  lord  ! 

7^.  My  joys  are  too  much  for  me  I 

Enter  Messenger  and  MmsEiun. 

Me$s.  Brunhalt,  impatient  of  her  constraint  to 
Portaldye  tortured,  has  choak'd  herself.  [see 

Mori,  No  more  ! 
Her  tins  go  with  her ! 

ThL  have,  I  must  die ;  I  Cdnt : 
Cbse  op  my  glasses ! 

1  Dociar.  The  queen  fiadnts  too,  and  deadly. 

ThL  One  dying  kiss ! 


Ord.  My  last,  sir,  and  my  dearest ! 
And  now,  dose  my  eyes  too  ! 

Thi.  Thou  perfect  woman ! — 
Martell,  the  kingdom's  yours :  Take  Memberge  to 

you, 
And  keep  my  line  alive  ! — Nay,  weep  net,  lady ! 
Take  me !  I  go.  IDits. 

Ord.  Take  me  too  !  Farewell,  Honour !     IDia. 

2  Doctor.  They  are  gone  for  ever. 

Mart.  The  peace  of  happy  souls  go  after  them  I 
Bear  them  unto  their  last  b^s,  whilst  I  study 
A  tomb  to  speak  thdr  loves  whilst  old  Time  lasteth, 
I  am  your  king  in  sorrows. 

All,  We  your  subjects ! 

Mart.  De  Vitry,  for  your  services,  be  near  us  I 
Whip  out  these  instruments  of  this  mad  mother 
From  court,  and  all  good  people ;  and,  because 
She  was  bom  noble,  let  that  title  find  her 
A  private  grave,  but  neither  tongue  nor  honour  1 
And  now  lead  on  !  They  that  shall  read  this  story, 
Shall  find  that  Virtue  lives  in  good,  not  glory. 

lExeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 

Our  poet  knows  you  will  be  just ;  but  we 
Appeal  to  mercy ;  he  desires  that  ye 
Would  not  distaste  his  muse,  because  of  late 
Transplanted  ;  which  would  grow  here  if  no  fate 
Have  an  unlucky  hode :  Opinion 
Comes  hither  but  on  crutches  yet,  the  sun 
Hath  lent  no  beam  to  warm  us ;  if  this  play 
Proceed  more  fortunate,  we'll  crown  the  day 
And  love  that  brought  you  hither.    'Tis  in  you 
,To  make  a  little  sprig  of  laurel  grow. 
And  spread  into  a  grove,  where  you  may  sit 
And  hear  soft  stories,  when  by  blasting  it 
You  gain  no  honour,  though  our  ruins  lye 
To  tdl  the  spoils  of  your  offended  eye  : 
If  not  for  what  we  are,  (for,  alas,  here 
No  Roscius  moves  to  charm  your  eyes  or  ear  !) 
Yet  as  you  hope  hereafter  to  see  plays. 
Encourage  us,  and  give  our  poet  bays. 


THE    WOMAN-HATER 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Dinu  OP  MuAH ,  in  love  leith  Obiana. 

Count  Valors. 

GoNDARuio,  (A«  Woman-EUtsr. 

Arrigo,  a  Courtier. 

LtKHo,  a  weak  formal  Statetmaiu 

Laxarillo,  a  voluptfunu  Smell'Fe€ut» 

Boy,  hAZAMUJo^B  Servant 

Mercer,  a  Dupe,  and  an  OiffMed  Admirer  nf 

Learning. 
Pandar. 

Two  IntelUgencen. 
Beoietary  to  Luao. 


Gentleman. 

Senranta,  ^c» 

Page. 

The  Meiroer*s  Prentice, 


Two  Courtezans, 


Oriawa,  Siiter  to  VALORa. 

Julia,  \ 

FRAirciaaafA,  f 

A  Deaf  GeaUewoman. 

Ladiea. 

Maid. 


SCENE,— Milan. 


PROLOGUE. 


Gbntlembn,  inductions  are  out  of  date,  and  a 
Prologue  in  verse  is  as  stale  aa  a  black  velvet  cloak 
and  a  bay  garland ;  therefore  you  shall  have  it  in 
plain  prose,  thus :  If  there  be  any  amongst  you 
that  come  to  hear  lascivious  scenes,  let  them  depart ; 
for  I  do  pronounce  this,  to  the  utter  discomfort  of 
all  two-penny  gallery-men,  you  shall  have  no  baw- 
dry in  it :  Or  if  there  be  any  lurking  amongst  you 
in  comers,  with  table-books,  who  have  some  hope 

to  find  fit  matter  to  feed  his ^malice'  on,  let  them 

clasp  them  up,  and  slink  away,  or  stay  and  be  con- 
verted. For  he  that  made  this  play  means  to 
please  auditors  so,  as  he  may  be  an  auditor  him- 
self hereafter,  and  not  purchase  them  with  the 
dear  loss  of  his  ears.  I  dare  not  call  it  eomedy  or 
tragedy ;    'tis  perfectly  neither :    A  play  it  is,  I 


which  was  meant  to  make  you  laugh ;  how  it  will 
please  you,  is  not  written  in  my  part :  For  thou^ 
you  should  like  it  to-day,  perhaps  yoarselves  knov 
not  how  you  should  digest  it  to-morrow.  Some 
things  in  it  you  may  meet  with,  which  are  out  of 
the  common  road  :  A  duke  there  is,  and  the  scene 
lies  in  Italy,  as  those  two  things  lightly  we  nertir 
miss.  But  you  shall  not  find  in  it  the  ordinaiy 
and  over-worn  trade  of  jesting  at  lords,  and  cour- 
tiers, and  citizens,  without  taxation  of  any  parti* 
cular  or  new  vice  by  them  found  out,  but  at  the 
persons  of  them :  Such,  he,  that  made  this,  thicks 
vile,  and  for  his  own  part  vows,  That  he  did  nerer 
think,  but  that  a  lord,  lord-bom,  might  be  a  vise 
man,  and  a  courtier  an  honest  man. 


PROLOGUE, 

AT    THB    REVIVAL. 


Ladies,  take't  as  a  secret  in  your  ear, 

Instead  of  homage,  and  kind  welcome  here, 

I  heartily  could  wish  you  all  were  gone ; 

For  if  you  stay,  'good  faith,  we  are  undone. 

Alas !  you  now  expect  the  usual  ways 

Of  our  address,  which  is  your  sex's  praise: 

But  we  to-night,  unluckily,  must  speak 

Such  things  will  make  your  lovers'  heart-strings 

Be-lie  your  virtues,  and  your  beauties  stain,  [break. 

With  words,  contrived  long  since,  in  your  disdain^ 

'Tis  strange  you  stir  not  yet;  not  all  this  while 

Lift  up  your  fans  to  hide  a  soomfiil  smile ; 


Whisper,  or  jog  your  lords  to  steal  away. 
So  leave  us  to  act,  unto  ourselves,  our  play  : 
Then  sure,  there  may  be  hope,  you  can  sabdue 
Your  patience  to  endure  an  act  or  two ; 
Nay  more,  when  you  are  told  our  poet's  rage 
Pursues  but  one  example,  which  that  age 
Wherein  he  lived  produced ;  and  we  rely 
Not  on  the  truth,  but  the  variety. 
His  Muse  believed  not  what  she  then  did  write ; 
Her  wings  were  wont  to  make  a  nobler  flight, 
Soar'd  high,  and  to  the  stars  your  sex  did  raise : 
For  which,  full  twenty  years  he  wore  the  bays. 


THE  WOMAN-HATER. 


Tm  he  ndnoed  BTadoe  from  bet  100111, 

And  Uight  (be  ad  Asp>tU  how  to  monrn ; 

Om  Antbnu'i  Iotc  ■  gUd  relieF ; 

And  made  Puithes  elq;;>iit  in  grief- 

If  thoce  greU  trophiei  of  hi*  noble  muie 

CukDat  one  hamonr  'gunit  jonr  ttx  ezciue, 


JOB  are  cruel  to  Toonelvea ;  wliilit  he 
(Safe  ID  file  ftme  of  hii  integritj) 
Will  be  B  prophet,  Dot  •  poet  thoaght, 
Aad  thi*  fiiie  web  Utt  long,  though  looaelj  wrought. 


SCBNE  I.— Night.    A  Sinel. 
Fatrr  Dvki,  Auuu.  and  Ldczd. 

Dnke.  TiM  dow  the  aveet^at  time  for  ileep ;  the 
Scum  tpent :  Arrigo,  what's  o'clock  !        [night  i> 

Arr.  Past  four. 

Dvlre.  Is  it  eo  much,  and  yet  Che  mani  not  op? 
S«  jooder,  where  the  ihame-foced  maideD  comee : 
huo  our  light  how  gentlf  doth  she  alide. 
Hiding  her  chaste  cheelu,  like  a  modeM  bride, 
lliih  a  red  Teil  of  blnshei :  u  ia  she, 
Em  >Dcb  all  modest  Tirtuooa  women  be  t 
Whf  thinki  joai  lordship  I  am  up  so  looa  ? 

Lvda.  Alwut  some  weightj  st«te-ploL 

Dalur.  And  what  thinks 
Your  koigbthood  of  it  ? 

Jrr.  I  do  Ihiok,  to  cure 
Sdot  iCnnge  corruptiooB  in  the  commonwealth. 

Bui*.  Yon  are  well  conceited  of  yourselres,  to 
1  ^ue  yoD  ont  to  bear  me  compoDf  [think 

In  nch  iSaira  and  business  of  state  1 
Bat  im  not  I  a  pattern  for  all  prince*, 
1W  break  my  soft  sleep  for  my  sabjects'  good  ? 
ha  I  not  caiifnl  ?  very  prorident  P 

Laein.  Your  gnoe  is  carefuL 

Arr,  Very  proridenL 

Duke.  Nay,  knew  you  how  my  serioiu  working 

Coocem  ^e  whole  estates  of  all  my  snbjecta, 

iy.  and  their  Urea :   then,  Lucto,  thoa  wonldtt 

1  ■ne  a  loriog  prinee.  [swear, 

Lutio.  1  thLik  yoor  grace 
lilnidi  to  walk  the  pnbtic  streets  disgoised. 
To  «e  tbc  streets'  duorders. 

Didce.  11a  not  so. 

Arr.  Yon  Keretly  wiQ  erois  some  otber  states, 
T^t  do  conspire  against  yon. 

Date.  Weightier  far : 
Too  ire  my  friends,  and  yon  shall  hate  the  caiue ; 
I  bieak  my  sleeps  thru  soon  to  see  a  wencb. 

Laeie.  Yoo  are  wond'rooa  careful  for  your  sub- 
jecta'  good  I 

Arr.  Yon  an  a  Tery  laying  prince  indeed  ! 

Oiiif.  This  care  I  Cake  fbr  them,  when  their 
Alt  dosed  with  heavy  slumber*.  [dull  eyes 

To  Me  your  wenches. 

Lucv.  What  Milan  beauty  hath  the  power 
To  charm  beraorereign's  eyes,  and  break  hiaaleept ! 


As  we  commanded,  sent  to  the  sad  Gondaiino, 
Onr  general  ? 
Arr.  "Til  sent. 

Dukg.  But  stay  I  where  shinea 
That  light  ? 

Arr.   'Tia  in  the  chamber  of  Laiarillo. 

Dukt.  lAiarillo  ?  what  is  he  ? 

jf  rr.  A  courtier,  my  lord  ;  and  one  that  I  won. 
der  your  grace  knows  not,  for  he  hath  followed 
yoor  court,  and  your  last  predecessor's,  firom  place 
to  place,  any  time  thin  seien  year,  as  fatthrolly  as 
your  spits  and  your  dripping-pans  hate  done,  and 
almost  as  greasily. 

Bake.  Oh,  we  know  him :  As  we  have  heard, 
he  keeps 
A  calendar  of  all  the  ftmons  dishes 
Of  meat,  that  have  been  in  Che  court,  erer  since 
Onr  great-grandftcher's  time;  and  when  be  can 

thrust 
In  at  no  table,  he  makes  hia  meat  of  that. 

Lucio.  The  tery  same,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A  conrtier  caD'st  Uiou  him  t 
Behete  me,  Ludo,  there  be  many  such 
About  our  coart,  respccCed,  aa  they  think, 
Eten  by  onraelf.     With  thee  1  will  be  plain  : 
We  princes  do  use  to  prefer  many  for  nothing,  and 
to  take  particular  and  free  knowledge,  almost  in 
the  nature  of  acqoaintance,  of  many  whom  we  do 
ose  only  fbr  our  pleasures  ;  and  do  give  largely  to 
numben,  more  out  of  policy  to  be  thonghC  liberal, 
and  by  that  means  Co  make  the  people  strite  to  de- 
aerte  onr  lore,  than  Co  reward  any  particular  desert 
of  theirs  to  whom  we  give  ;  and  do  suffer  onrseltea 
to  bear  flatterers,  more  far  recreation  than  for  late 
of  iC,  though  we  seldom  hate  it : 
And  yet  we  know  all  theie  ;  and  when  we  please, 
Can  lonch  the  wheel,  and  Inrn  their  names  abont. 

I,tu!io.  I  wander  tbey  that  know  their  states  so 
well. 
Should  fancy  sneh  base  ilares. 

Dake.  Thou  wonder'st,  Ludo  ? 
Dost  not  thou  think  if  thou  wert  Dake  of  Milan, 
Thou  shouldst  be  flatter'd  ? 

Lueu).  I  know,  my  lord,  1  would  not. 

Duke.  Why,  so  1  thought  tilll  was  a  duke  ;  I 
thought  I  should  hate  left  me  no  more  flatterers 
than  there  are  now  plain-dealers  ;  and  yet,  for  all 
this  my  resolution,  I  am  most  palpably  flatter'd  : 
The  poor  man  may  loath  covetouBaesB  and  flattery, 
but  (brtone  will  alter  the  mind  when  (he  wind 
turns  ;  there  may  be  well  a  little  conflict,  bnt  it 
will  drive  the  billowa  before  it.  Arrigo,  it  grows 
latet 

For  see,  hit  Tethys  hatii  undone  the  ban 
To  Pbabna'  team  ;  and  hia  nnritall'd  light 
Hath  chased  the  momicg's  modest  blush  away : 
Now  must  we  to  oar  loie. — Bright  Paphian  queen, 
Thon  CjOeram  goddess,  that  delight* 
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ACT  1. 


In  stirring  glances,  and  art  still  thyself 

More  toying  than  thy  team  of  sparrows  be  ; 

Tboa  laughing  Erecina,  oh,  inspire 

Her  heart  with  lore,  or  lessen  my  desire !  lExeunt. 


SCENE  II. — Lazarillo's  Lodging, 
Enter  Lazarillo  and  Boy. 

LoM.  Go,  ran,  search,  pry  in  every  nook  and 
angle  of  the  kitchens,  larders,  and  pasteries ;  know 
what  meat's  boiled,  baked,  roast,  stewed,  fried,  or 
soused,  at  this  dinner,  to  be  served  directly,  or 
indirectly,  to  every  several  table  in  the  court ; 
begone  I 

Boy,  I  run ;  but  not  so  fast  as  your  mouth  will 
do  upon  the  stroke  of  eleven.  lExit, 

Ltuf.  What  an  excellent  thing  did  God  bestow 
upon  man,  when  he  did  give  him  a  good  stomach  1 
What  unbounded  graces  there  are  pour'd  upon 
them  that  have  the  continual  command  of  the  very 
best  of  these  blessings  1  'Tis  an  excellent  thing  to 
be  a  prince ;  he  is  served  with  such  admirable 
variety  of  fare,  such  innumerable  choice  of  delicates ; 
his  tables  are  full  fraught  with  most  nourishing  food, 
and  his  cupboards  heavy  laden  with  rich  wines ; 
his  court  is  still  fiU'd  with  most  pleasing  varieties: 
in  the  summer  his  palace  is  full  of  green-geese,  and 
in  winter  it  swarmeth  woodcocks.  Oh,  thou  god- 
dess of  Plenty ! 

Fill  me  this  day  with  some  rare  delicates, 
And  I  will  every  year  most  constantly, 
As  this  day,  celebrate  a  sumptuous  feast 
(If  thou  wilt  send  me  victuals)  in  thine  honour  I 
And  to  it  shall  be  bidden,  for  thy  sake, 
Even  all  the  valiant  stomachs  in  the  court ; 
All  short-cloak'd  knights,  and  all  cross-garter'd 

gentlemen ; 
An  pump  and  pantofle,  foot-cloth  riders ; 
With  all  the  swarming  generatioa 
Of  long  stocks,  short  pain'd  hose,  and  huge  stuff 'd 

doublets : 
All  these  shall  eat,  and,  which  is  more  than  yet 
Hath  e*er  been  seen,  they  shall  be  satisfied  ! — 
I  wonder  my  ambassador  returns  not. 

Enter  Boy. 

Bog.  Here  I  am,  master. 

Laif.  And  welcome  1 
Never  did  that  sweet  virgin  in  her  smock, 
Fair-cheek'd  Andromeda,  when  to  the  rock 
Her  ivory  limbs  were  chsin'd,  and  straight  before 
A  huge  sea-monster,  tumbling  to  the  shore, 
To  have  devoured  her,  with  more  longing  sight 
Expect  the  coming  of  some  hardy  knight. 
That  might  have  quell'd  his  pride,  and  set  her  free. 
Than  I  with  longing  sight  have  look'd  for  thee. 

Bog,  Your  Perseus  is  come,  master,  that  will 
destroy  him ; 
The  very  comfort  of  whose  presence  shuts 
The  monster  Hunger  from  your  yelping  guts. 

Lax,  Brief,  boy,  brief! 
Discourse  the  service  of  each  several  table 
Compendiously. 

Bog.  Here  is  a  bill  of  all,  sir. 

LoM,  Give  it  me  1  ilUadt. 

**  A  bill  of  all  the  several  services  tlus  day  appointed 
for  every  table  in  the  court  :*' 
Ay,  this  is  it  on  which  my  hopes  rely ; 
Within  this  paper  all  my  joys  are  closed ! 
Boy,  open  it,  and  read  it  with  reverence. 


Bog,  [Reads,']  '<  For  tbe  captain  of  the  guard's 
table,  three  chines  of  beef  and  two  joles  <^  stur- 
geon." 

La»,  A  portly  service. 
But  gross,  gross.  Proceed  to  the  Dake*8  own  table. 
Dear  boy,  to  the  duke's  own  table  I 

Bog,  **  For  the  duke's  own  table,  the  head  of  an 
umbrana." 

Lasf.  Is  it  possible  ? 
Can  Heaven  be  so  propitious  to  the  duke  ? 

Bog.  Yes,  Til  assure  you,  sir,  'tis  possible  ; 
Heaven  is  so  propitious  to  him. 

Lag,  Why  then,  he  is  the  richest  prhioe  aHve ! 
He  were  the  wealthiest  monarch  in  <dl  Europe, 
Had  he  no  other  territories,  dominions. 
Provinces,  seats,  nor  palaces,  but  only 
That  umbrana's  head. 

Bog.  'Tis  very  fresh  and  sweet,  sir ;  the  fish  was 
taken  but  this  night,  and  the  head,  as  a  rare  novelty, 
appointed  by  special  commandment  for  the  duke's 
own  table,  this  dinner. 

Latt,  If  poor  unworthy  I  may  come  to  eat 
Of  this  most  sacred  dish,  I  here  do  vow 
(If  that  blind  huswife  Fortune  will  bestow 
But  means  on  me)  to  keep  a  sumptuooa  house, 
A  board  groaning  under  the  heavy  borden  of  the 
beast  that  cheweth  the  cud,  and  the  fowl  that  cut. 
teth  the  air :  It  shall  not,  like  the  table  of  a  coun- 
try justice,  be  sprinkled  over  with  all  manner  of 
cheap  sallads,  sliced  beef,  giblets,  and  pettitoes,  to 
fill  up  room ;  nor  should  there  stand  any  great. 
cumbKBrsome,  un-cut-up  pies,  at  the  nether-end, 
filled  with  moss  and  stones,  partly  to  make  a  shov 
with,  and  partly  to  keep  the  lower  mess  firom  eat- 
ing ;  nor  shall  my  meat  come  in  sneaking,  like  the 
city  service,  one  dish  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after 
another,  and  gone  as  if  they  had  appointed  to  meet 
there,  and  had  mistook  the  hour ;  nor  should  it. 
like  the  new  court  service,  oome  in  in  haste,  as  if 
it  fain  would  be  gone  again,  all  counea  at  once, 
like  a  hunting  breakfast ;  but  I  wonld.  have  mr 
several  courses,  and  my  dishes  well  filed :  My  fint 
course  should  be  brought  in  after  the  andent 
manner,  by  a  score  of  old  bleer-eyed  aervittg-Dien. 
in  long  blue  ooats  ; — Marry,  they  shall  buy  silk, 
facing,  and  buttons  themselves ;  but  thafs  by  the 
way— 

Bog.  Master,  the  time  calls  on ;  will  you  be 
walking  ? 

Lax,  Follow,  boy,  follow !  my  guts  were  half  ui 
hour  since  in  the  privy  kitchen.  lEstvm, 


SCENE  III.— i^n  Apartment  in  the  Home  «/ 
Count  Y  a  lore. 

Enter  .Taloks  and  Osxana. 

Ori,  'Faith,  brother,  I  must  needs  go  yonder. 

Vol.  And  i'faith,  sister,  what  will  yon  do  yonder? 

Oft.  I  know  the  lady  Honoria  will  be  glad  to  lee 
me. 

Val.  GUd  to  see  you  ?  'Faith,  the  lady  Honoris 
cares  for  you  as  she  doth  for  all  other  young  ladies: 
she  is  glad  to  see  you,  and  will  shew  yon  the  pri^T. 
garden,  and  tell  you  how  many  gowns  the  dnche«tf 
had.  Marry,  if  you  have  ever  an  old  nnde,  that 
would  be  a  lord,  or  ever  a  kinsman  tiiat  liath  dose 
a  murder,  or  committed  a  robbery,  and  vrili  p^ 
good  store  of  money  to  procure  his  pardon,  then 
the  lady  Honoria  will  be  glad  to  see  yon. 


SCEXE  m. 
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On.  Aj,  but  they  Bay  one  shall  see  fine  sights 
at  the  oouit. 

Vol.  m  tell  yon  what  you  shall  see ;  yon  shall 
Ke  many  faces  of  man's  making,  for  yon  shall  find 
Tery  few  as  God  left  them  :  And  you  shall  see  many 
legs  too ;  amongst  the  rest  yon  shall  behold  one 
pair,  the  feet  of  which  were  in  times  past  sockless, 
bot  are  now,  through  the  change  of  time  (that  alters 
all  things,)  very  strangely  become  the  legs  of  a 
knight  and  a  courtier ;  another  pair  you  shall  see, 
that  were  heir-apparent  legs  to  a  glover,  these  legs 
hope  shortly  to  be  honourable  ;  when  they  pass  by 
they  will  bow,  and  the  mouth  to  these  legs  will  seem 
to  offer  you  some  courtship ;  it  will  swear,  but  it 
vill  lie ;  hear  it  not  i 

On.  Why,  and  are  not  these  fine  sights  ? 

Vol.  Sister, 
I&  serioQsaess  you  yet  are  young,  and  fair ; 
A  fair  young  maid,  and  apt 

On.  Apt  ? 

Vol.  Exceeding  apt ; 
Apt  to  be  drawn  to 

Ori.  To  what? 

Vol.  To  that  you  should  not  be ;  'tis  no  dispraise ; 
She  is  not  bad  that  hath  desire  to  ill, 
Bat  she  that  hath  no  power  to  rule  that  will : 
Fur  there  you  shall  be  woo'd  in  other  kinds 
ITian  yet  your  years  have  known ; 
The  chiefest  men  will  seem  to  throw  themselves 
.\s  Tasttls  at  your  service,  kiss  your  hand, 
Prepare  you  banquets,  masks,  shows,  all  int^ce- 
That  Wit  and  Lust  together  can  devise,       [ments 
To  draw  a  lady  from  the  state  of  grace 
To  an  old  lady  widow's  gallery ; 
Aad  they  will  praise  your  virtues ;  beware  that  I 
The  only  way  to  turn  a  woman  whore, 
h  to  commend  her  chastity :  You'll  go  ? 

Ori.  I  would  go,  if  it  were  but  only  to  shew  you, 
that  I  coold  be  there,  and  be  moved  with  none  of 
^ese  tricks. 

^'al.  Your  servants  are  ready  ? 

Ori.  An  hour  since. 

Vol.  Well,  if  you  come  off  clear  from  this  hot 
service,  yoor  praise  shall  be  the  greater.  Farewell, 
*Uter! 

Ori.  Farewell,  brother ! 

^ai.  Once  more  !  If  you  stay  in  the  presence 
till  candle-light,  keep  on  the  foreside  o'  th'  cur- 
^ :  and,  do  you  hear,  take  heed  of  the  old  bawd, 
n  the  cloth-of-tissue  sleeves,  and  the  knit  mittens  1 
Farewell,  Bister  l-^i£jni  Oriana.]  Now  am  I  idle; 
I  would  I  had  been  a  scholar,  that  I  might  have 
Allied  now !  the  punishment  of  meaner  men  is, 
they  have  too  much  to  do  ;  our  only  misery  is,  that 
without  company  we  know  not  what  to  do,  I  must 
t»ke  some  of  the  common  courses  of  our  nobility, 
*hich  is  thus :  if  I  can  find  no  company  that  likes 
^,  pluck  off  my  hat-band,  throw  an  old  cloak 
over  my  face,  and,  as  if  I  would  not  be  Jcnown,  walk 
lustily  through  the  streets,  till  I  be  discovered  ; 
^^^  "there  goes  count  Such-a-one,"  says  one; 
"There  goes  count  Such-a-one,"  says  another; 
"  Look  how  fast  he  goes,"  says  a  third ;  "  There's 
'^tne  great  matters  in  hand  questionless,"  says  a 
f<j«rUj ;  when  all  my  business  is  to  have  them  say 
^'  This  hath  been  used.  Or,  if  I  can  find  any 
^^psny,  ril  after  dinner  to  the  stage  to  see  a 
play;  where,  when  I  6r8t  enter,  you  shall  have  a 
[Barmnr  in  the  house;  every  one  that  does  not 
www,  cries, "  What  nobleman  is  that  ?"  all  the  gal- 


lants on  the  stage  rise,  vail  to  me,  kiss  their  hand, 
offer  me  their  places  :  Then  I  pick  out  some  one, 
whom  I  please  to  grace  among  the  rest,  take  his 
seat,  use  it,  throw  my  cloak  over  my  lace,  and  laugh 
at  him :  the  poor  gentleman  imagines  himself  most 
highly  graced,  thinks  all  the  auditors  esteem  him 
one  of  my  bosom-friends,  and  in  right  special  regard 
with  me.  But  here  comes  a  gentleman,  that  I  hope 
will  make  me  better  sport  than  either  street  and 
stage  fooleries.  IRetires  to  one  side  of  <A«  Siage. 

Enter  LAXARHJiD  and  Boy. 

This  man  loves  to  eat  good  meat ;  always  provided, 
he  do  not  pay  for  it  himself.  He  goes  by  the  name 
of  the  Hungry  Courtier;  marry,  because  I  think 
that  name  will  not  sufficiently  distinguish  him  (for 
no  doubt  he  hath  more  fellows  there)  his  name  is 
Lazarillo ;  he  is  none  of  these  same  ord'nary  eaters, 
that  wiU  devour  three  breakfasts,  and  as  many  din- 
ners, without  any  prejudice  to  their  bevers,  drink- 
ings,  or  suppers ;  but  he  hath  a  more  courtly  kind 
of  hunger,  and  doth  hunt  more  after  novelty  than 
plenty.    I'll  over-hear  him. 

Lax.  Oh,  thou  most  itchfaig  kindly  appetite, 
Which  every  creature  in  his  stomach  feeU, 
Oh,  leave,  leave  yet  at  last  thus  to  torment  me ! 
Three  several  sallads  have  I  sacrificed, 
Bedew'd  with  precious  oil  and  vinegar, 
Already  to  appease  thy  greedy  wrath. — 
Boy! 

Botf,  Sir? 

Lag.  Will  the  count  speak  with  me  ? 

Boy,  One  of  his  gentlemen  is  gone  to  inform  him 
of  your  coming,  sir. 

Laz.  There  is  no  way  left  for  me  to  compass  this 
fish-head,  but  by  being  presently  made  known  to 
the  duke. 

Bo$f.  That  will  be  hard,  sir. 

Laz.  When  I  have  tasted  of  this  sacred  dish, 
Then  shall  my  bones  rest  in  my  father's  tomb 
In  peace  ;  then  shall  I  die  most  willingly, 
And  as  a  dish  be  served  to  satisfy 
Death's  hunger ;  and  I  will  be  buried  thus  : 
My  bier  shall  be  a  charger  borne  by  four, 
The  coffin  where  I  lie  a  powd'ring-tub, 
Bestrew*d  with  lettuce,  and  cool  sallad-herbs ; 
My  winding-sheet  of  tansies ;  the  black  guard 
Shall  be  my  solemn  mourners ;  and,  instead 
Of  ceremonies,  wholesome  burial  prayers  ; 
A  printed  dirge  in  rhyme  shall  bury  me. 
Instead  of  tears  let  them  pour  capon-sauce 
Upon  my  hearse,  and  salt  instead  of  dust, 
Manchets  for  stones ;  for  other  glorious  shields 
Give  me  a  voider  ;  and  above  my  hearse. 
For  a  trutch  sword,  my  naked  knife  stuck  up ! 

[Valore  comee  fortDard. 

Boy,  Master,  the  count's  here. 

Laz.  Where  ?— My  lord,  I  do  beseech  you 

{^Kneeling. 

Vol,  You  are  very  welcome,  sir;  I  pray  you  stand 
up ;  you  shall  dine  with  me. 

Imz,  I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  by  the  love  I 
still  have  borne  to  your  honourable  house 

Vol.  Sir,  what  need  all  this  ?  you  shall  dine  with 
me.    I  pray  rise. 

Laz,  Perhaps  your  lordship  takes  me  for  one  of 
these  same  fellows,  that  do,  as  it  were,  respect 
victuals. 

Val.  Oh,  sir,  by  no  means. 

Laz,   Your  lordship  has  often  promised,  that 
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whensoever  I  should  affect  greatness,  your  own 
hand  should  help  to  raise  me. 

Vol,  And  so  much  still  assure  yourself  of 

Lag.  And  though  I  must  confess  I  have  ever 
shunn'd  popularity,  by  the  example  of  others,  yet 
I  do  now  feel  myself  a  little  ambitious  :  Your  lord- 
ship  is  great,  and,  though  young,  yet  a  privy-coun- 
sellor. 

Vol,  I  pray  you,  sir,  leap  into  the  matter;  what 
would  you  have  me  do  for  you  ? 

LiUf.  I  would  entreat  your  lordship  to  make  me 
known  to  the  duke. 

Vol.  When,  sir  ? 

LoM,  Suddenly,  my  lord;  I  would  have  you 
present  me  unto  him  this  morning. 

Vol.  It  shall  be  done :  But  for  what  virtues  would 
you  have  him  take  notice  of  you  ? 

Ltui,  Your  lordship  shall  know  that  presently. 

Vol,  lAtide,]  'Tis  pity  of  this  fellow ;  he  is  of 
good  wit,  and  sufficient  understanding,  when  he  is 
not  troubled  with  this  greedy  worm. 

LoM.  'Faith,  you  may  entreat  him  to  take  notice 
of  me  for  anything ;  for  being  an  excellent  farrier, 
for  playing  well  at  opsa  counter,  or  sticking  knives 
in  walls,  for  being  impudent,  or  for  nothing ;  why 
mij  not  I  be  a  favourite  on  the  sudden  ?  I  see 
nothing  against  it. 

Vcti.  Not  so,  sir ;  I  know  you  have  not  the  face 
to  be  a  favourite  on  the  sudden. 

Zrosr.  Why  then,  you  shall  present  me  as  a  gen- 
tleman well  qualified,  or  one  extraordinary  seen  in 
divers  strange  mysteries. 

Vol.  In  what,  sir  ?  as  how  ? 

LoM,  Marry  as  thus 

Enter  Intelligencer. 

Vol,  Yonder's  my  old  spirit,  that  hath  haunted  me 
daily,  ever  since  I  was  a  privy-counsellor  ;  I  must 
be  rid  of  him. — [To  the  Intelligencer.]  I  pray  you 
stay  there ;  I  am  a  little  busy  ;  I  will  speak  with 
you  presently. 

LoM,  You  shall  bring  me  in,  and  after  a  little 
other  talk,  taking  me  by  the  hand,  you  shall  utter 
these  words  to  the  duke :  **  May  it  please  your 
grace,  to  take  note  of  a  gentleman,  well  read,  deeply 
learned,  and  thorougUy  grounded  in  the  hidden 
knowledge  of  all  sallads  and  pot-herbs  what- 
soever." 

Vol.  'Twill  be  rare  I  If  you  will  walk  before,  sir, 
I  will  overtake  you  instantly. 

Lax,  Your  lordship's  ever.  IKjcit, 

Vol,  lAside.'\  This  fellow  is  a  kind  of  an  in- 
former, one  that  lives  in  ale-houses  and  taverns ; 
and  because  he  perceives  some  worthy  men  in  this 
land,  with  much  labour  and  great  expence,  to  have 
discovered  things  dangerously  hanging  over  the 
state,  he  thinks  to  discover  as  much  out  of  the  talk 
of  drunkards  in  tap-houses :  He  brings  me  infor- 
mations, pick'd  out  of  broken  words,  in  men's 
common  talk,  which,  with  his  malicious  mis-appli- 
cation, he  hopes  will  seem  dangerous ;  he  doth, 
besides,  bring  me  the  names  of  sll  the  young  gen- 
tlemen in  the  city,  that  use  ordinaries,  or  taverns, 
talking  (to  my  thinking)  only  as  the  freedom  of 
their  youth  teach  them,  without  any  further  ends, 
for  duigerous  and  seditious  spirits ;  he  is,  besides, 
an  arrant  whoremaster  as  any  is  in  Milan,  of  a 


layman ;  I  will  not  meddle  with  the  clergy :  He  is 
parcel  lawyer,  and  in  my  conscience  much  of  their 
religion:  I  must  put  upon  him  some  piece  of 
service. — Come  hither,  sir :  What  have  yon  to  do 
with  me  ? 

Int.  Little,  my  lord ;  I  only  come  to  know  how 
your  lordship  would  employ  me. 

Val.  Observed  you  Uiat  gentleman  that  parted 
from  me  but  now  ? 

Int.  I  saw  him  now,  my  lord. 

Val.  I  was  sending  for  you  ;  I  have  talk'd  with 
this  man,  and  I  do  find  him  dangerous. 

Int.  Is  your  lordship  in  good  earnest  ? 

VaL  Hark  you,  sir;  there  may  perhaps  be  some 
within  ear-shot.  IHe  tehispen  with  him. 

Enter  LAZAJiruuo  and  B07. 

LoM.  Sirrah,  will  you  venture  your  life,  the  duke 
hath  sent  the  fish  h^d  to  my  lonl  ? 

Bay.  Sir,  if  he  have  not,  kill  me,  do  what  you 
will  with  me  i 

Lax,  How  uncertain  is  the  state  of  all  mortal 
things  !  I  have  these  crosses  from  my  cradle,  from 
my  very  cradle,  insomuch  that  I  do  begin  to  grow 
desperate:  Fortune,  I  do  despise  thee,  do  thj 
worst ! — ^Yet,  when  I  do  better  gather  mysdf 
together,  I  do  find  it  is  rather  the  part  of  a  wise 
man  to  prevent  the  storms  of  fortune  by  stirring, 
than  to  suffer  'em,  by  standing  still,  to  pour  tiiem- 
selves  upon  his  naked  body  :  I  will  abont  it. 

Val.  Who's  within  there  ? 

Enter  a  Serving-maiu 

Let  this  gentleman  out  at  the  back-door  ! — Forget 
not  my  instructions.  If  you  find  anything  dan- 
gerous, trouble  not  yourself  to  find  out  me,  but 
carry  your  informations  to  the  lord  Lucio  ;  he  is  a 
man  grave,  and  well  experienced  in  these  busi- 
nesses. 

Int.  Your  lordship's  servant. 

lExeunt  Intelligencer  and  So-vingJBaB. 

Lax.  Will  it  please  your  lordship  walk  ? 

Val.  Sir,  I  was  coming ;  I  will  orertake  you. 

Lax.  I  will  attend  you  over  against  the  lord 
Gondarino's  house. 

Val  You  shall  not  attend  there  lon^. 

Lax.  Thither  must  I 
To  see  my  love's  face,  the  chaste  virgin  head 
Of  a  dear  fish,  yet  pure  and  undeflovrer'd. 
Not  known  of  man ;  no  rough-bred  coxmtrj  baud 
Hath  once  touch'd  thee,  no  pander's  witlier'd  pa«, 
Nor  an  un-napkin'd  lawyer's  greasy  fist. 
Hath  once  slubber'd  thee  ;  no  lady's  snpple  hand, 
Wash'd  o'er  with  urine,  hatii  yet  seized  on  thee 
With  her  two  nimble  talons  ;  no  coort-hand, 
Whom  his  own  natural  filth,  or  change  of  air, 
Hath  bedeck'd  with  scabs,  hath  marr'd  thy  whiter 
Oh,  let  it  be  thought  lawAil  then  for  m«,    [grace  : 
To  crop  the  flower  of  thy  virginity  I  'lExit. 

Val.  This  day  I  am  for  fools ;  I  am  all  theirs : 
Though,  like  to  our  young  wanton  cockered  heirs, 
Who  do  affect  those  men  above  the  rest 
In  whose  base  company  they  still  are  beat, 
I  do  not  with  much  labour  strive  to  be 
The  wisest  ever  in  the  company ; 
But  for  a  fool  our  wisdom  oft  amends, 
As  enemies  do  teach  us  more  than  fxieoda.    C''^'' 
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SCENE  I.— ^  Room  in  Gond  A  kino's  House, 


Enter  Qokdakuio  and  Berranta. 

Sen.  My  lord! 
Gimd.  Ha! 

Serv.  Here's  one  liath  brought  yoa  a  present. 
Gond.  From  whom  ?  firom  a  woman  ?  if  it  be 
I  from  a  woman,  bid  him  carry  it  back,  and  tell  her 

she*sa  whore.     What  is  it  ? 
,     Serv.  A  fish-head,  my  lord. 

Gimd.  What  fish-head  ? 
I     Serv.  I  did  not  ask  that,  my  lord. 
I      Gond.  Whence  comes  it  ? 

Serv.  From  the  court. 
I     Gond.  Oh,  'tis  a  ood^s  head. 

Serv.  No,  my  lord ;  'tis  some  strange  head ;  it 
'  cones  from  the  duke. 

Gond.  Let  it  be  carried  to  my  mercer ;  I  do  owe 
kirn  money  for  silks  ;  stop  his  mouth  with  that. — 
[EieuMt  Servants.]  Was  there  ever  any  man  that 
bated  his  wife  after  death  but  1 1  and,  for  her  sake, 
all  women,  women  that  were  created  only  for  the 
preserration  of  little  dogs  I 

Bnter  Serrvnt. 

Serv.  My  lord,  the  count's  sister  being  overtaken 
in  the  streets  with  a  great  hail-storm,  is  lit  at  your 
pte,  and  desires  room  till  the  storm  be  overpast. 

Gond.  Is  she  a  woman! 

Serv.  Ay,  my  lord,  I  think  so. 

Gond.  I  have  none  for  her  then ;  bid  her  get 
ber  gone ;  tell  her  she  is  not  welcome  ! 

Serv.  My  lord,  she  is  now  coming  up. 

Gond.  She  shall  not  come  up  1  tell  her  anything ; 
tell  her  I  have  but  one  great  room  in  my  house, 
and  I  am  now  in  it  at  the  close-stool. 

Serv.  She's  here,  my  lord. 

Gond.  Oh,  impudence  of  women!  I  can  keep 
oat  of  my  house,  or  I  can  defend  my  house 
>^iut  thieves ;  but  I  cannot  keep  out  women. — 
^ov,  madam ; 

filter  OnuoiA,  a  Waiting-womaD,  and  a  Fisge. 

^Hnt  hath  your  ladyship  to  say  to  me  ? 

Ori.  My  lord,  I  was  ix>ld  to  crave  the  help  of 
yow  house  against  the  storm. 

Gond.  Your  ladyship's  boldness  in  coming  will 
be  impudence  in  staying ;  for  you  are  most  unwel- 
coffle. 

Ori.  Oh,  my  lord  ! 
^  Gond.  Do  you  laugh  ?  by  the  hate  I  bear  to  you, 
'tis  true ! 

Ori.  You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Gond,  Let  me  laugh  to  death  if  I  be,  or  can  be, 
*biUt  thou  art  here,  or  livest,  or  any  of  thy  sex  ! 

Ori  I  commend  your  lordship. 

Gond,  Do  you  commend  me  ?  why  do  you  com- 
neod  me !  1  give  you  no  such  cause :  Thou  art  a 
nithj,  hnpndent  whore ;  a  woman,  a  very  woman  ! 

Ori,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Gond.  Begot  when  thy  father  was  drunk. 

Ori.  Your  lordship  hath  a  good  wit 

Gond.  Horn  ?  what  ?  have  I  good  wit  ? 

On.  Come,  my  lord ;  I  have  heard  before  of  your 

"'J^^^lup'i  merry  vein  in  jesting  against  our  sex ; 

;  ^ich  I  being  desirous  to  hear,  made  me  rather 

I  cbnse  your  lordahip'a  house  than  any  other ;  but  I 

j  »Bow  1  am  welcome. 

'.^     tot.  II. 


G<md.  Let  me  not  live,  if  you  be  !  Methinks  it 
doth  not  become  you  to  come  to  my  house,  being  a 
stranger  to  you  :  I  have  no  woman  in  my  house  to 
entertain  you,  nor  to  shew  you  your  chamber ;  why 
should  you  come  to  me  ?  I  have  no  galleries,  nor 
banqueting-houses,  nor  bawdy-pictures,  to  shew 
your  ladyship. 

Ori.  Believe  me,  this  your  lordship's  plainness 
makes  me  think  myself  more  welcome  than  if  you 
had  sworn,  by  all  the  pretty  court-oaths  that  are,  I 
had  been  weloomer  than  your  soul  to  your  body. 

Gond.  Now  she's  in,  talking  treason  will  [not] 
get  her  out ;  I  durst  sooner  undertake  to  talk  an 
intelligencer  out  of  the  room,  and  speak  more  than 
he  durst  hear,  than  talk  a  woman  out  of  my  com- 
pany. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord,  the  Duke  being  in  the  streets, 
and  the  storm  continuing,  is  entered  your  gate,  and 
now  coming  up. 

Gond.  "Rie  Duke  ? — Now  I  know  your  errand, 
madam;  you  have  plots  and  private-meetings  in 
hand:  Why  do  you  chuse  my  house?  are  you 
ashamed  to  go  to  it  in  the  old  coupling-place? 
though  it  be  less  suspicious  here,  (for  no  Christian 
will  suspect  a  woman  to  be  in  my  house)  yet  you 
may  do  it  cleanlier  there,  for  there  is  a  care  had  of 
those  businesses ;  and  wheresoever  you  remove, 
your  great  maintainer  and  you  shall  have  your 
lodgings  directly  opposite :  it  is  but  putting  on 
your  night-gown  and  your  slippers  :  Madam,  you 
understand  me  1 

Oft.  Before,  I  would  not  understand  him ;  but 
now  he  speaks  riddles  to  me  indeed. 

Enter  Ike  Dukje,  Arrioo,  and  Locio. 

Duke.  'Twas  a  strange  hail-storm. 

Ludo.  'Twas  exceeding  strange. 

Gond,  Good  morrow  to  your  grace ! 

Duke,  Good  morrow,  Gondarino. 

Gond,  Justice,  great  prince  ! 

Duke,  Why  should  you  beg  for  justice  ?  I  never 
did  you  wrong ;  what's  the  offender  ? 

Gond.  A  woman. 

Duke.  Oh,  I  know  your  ancient  quarrel  against 
that  sex  ;  but  what  heinous  crime  hath  she  com- 
mitted ? 

Goftd,  She  hath  gone  abroad. 

Duke,  What  ?  it  cannot  be. 

Gond  She  hath  done  it. 

Duke,  How  1  I  never  heard  of  any  woman  that 
did  so  before. 

Gond,  If  she  have  not  laid  by  that  modesty 
That  should  attend  a  virgin,  and,  quite  void 
Of  shame,  hath  left  the  house  where  she  was  bom, 
(As  they  should  never  do,)  let  me  endure 
The  pains  that  she  should  suffer ! 

Duke,  Hath  she  so  ? 
Which  is  the  woman ! 

Gond.  This,  this. 

Duke,  How  ! — Arrigo  \  Lucio  \ 

Gond,  Ay,  then  it  is  a  plot :  No  prince  alive 
Shall  force  me  make  my  house  a  brothel-house ; 
Not  for  the  sin's,  but  for  the  woman's  sake ; 
I  will  not  have  her  in  my  doors  so  long : 
Will  they  make  my  house  as  bawdy  as  their  own 

Duke.  Is  it  not  Oriana ?  [are? 

//  
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Lucio.  It  ifl. 

Duke.  Sister  to  count  Valore  ? 

Arr,  The  very  same. 

Duke.  She  that  I  love  I 

Lucio.  She  that  you  love. 

Duke.  I  do  suspect 

Lucio.  So  do  I. 

Duke.  This  fellow  to  be  bat  a  counterfeit ; 
One  that  doth  seem  to  loath  all  woman-kind, 
To  hate  himself  becaase  he  hath  some  part 
Of  woman  in  him,  seems  not  to  endure 
To  see  or  to  be  seen  of  any  woman, 
Only  becaase  he  knows  it  is  their  nature 
To  wish  to  taate  that  which  is  most  forbidden  : 
And  with  this  show  he  may  the  better  compass 
(And  with  far  less  suspicion)  his  base  ends. 

Lucio.  Upon  my  life,  'tis  so. 

Duke*  And  I  do  know, 
Before  his  late  wife  gave  him  that  offence. 
He  was  the  greatest  servant  to  that  sex 
That  ever  was.    What  doth  this  lady  here 
With  him  alone  ?    Why  should  he  rail  at  her 
Tome? 

Lucio.  Because  your  grace  might  not  suspect. 

Duke.  It  was  so !  I  do  love  her  strangely. 
I  would  fain  know  the  truth ;  counsel  me. 

IThep  three  whisper. 

Enter  VALoaa,  Lazaiullo,  and  Boy. 

Vol.  It  falls  out  better  than  we  could  expect, 
sir,  that  we  should  find  the  duke  and  my  lord  Gron- 
daiino  together,  both  which  you  desire  to  be  ac- 
quainted with. 

Lax.  'Twas  very  happy. — Boy,  go  dovm  into 
the  kitchen,  and  see  if  you  can  spy  that  same. — 
[£jnt  Boy.]  I  am  now  in  some  hope ;  I  have 
methinks  a  kind  of  fever  upon  me,  a  certain  gloom- 
iness within  me,  doubting,  as  it  were,  betwixt  two 
passions :  There  is  no  young  maid  upon  her  wed- 
ding-night, when  her  husband  sets  first  foot  in  the 
bed,  blushes,  and  looks  pale  again,  oftner  than  I  do 
now.  There  is  no  poet  acquainted  with  more 
shakings  and  quakings,  towards  the  latter  end  of 
his  new  play,  (when  he's  in  that  case  that  he  stands 
peeping  betwixt  the  curtains,  so  fearfully  that  a 
bottle  of  ale  cannot  be  open'd,  but  he  thinks  some- 
body hisses)  than  I  am  at  this  instant. 

Vol.  Are  they  in  consultation?  If  they  be, 
either  my  young  Duke  hath  gotten  some  bastard, 
and  is  persuading  my  knight  yonder  to  father  the 
child,  and  marry  the  wench,  or  else  some  cockpit 
is  to  be  built. 

Laz.  My  lord  !  what  nobleman's  that  ? 

Vol.  His  name  is  Lucio ;  'tis  he  that  was  made 
a  lord  at  the  request  of  some  of  his  friends  for  his 
wife's  sake ;  he  affects  to  be  a  great  statesman,  and 
thinks  it  consists  in  night-caps,  and  jewels,  and 
toothpicks. 

Lax.  And  what's  that  other  ? 

Val.  A  knight,  sir,  that  pleaseth  the  Duke  to 
fiiTour,  and  to  raise  to  some  extraordinary  fortunes : 
He  can  make  as  good  men  as  himself  every  day  in 
the  week,  and  doth. 

Laz.  For  what  was  he  raised  ? 

Val.  Truly,  sir,  I  am  not  able  to  say  directly 
for  what,  but  for  wearing  of  red  breeches,  as  I  take 
it :  he  is  a  brave  man ;  he  will  spend  three  knight- 
hoods at  a  supper  without  trumpets. 

La2.  My  lord,  I'll  talk  with  him ;  for  I  have  a 
friend  that  would  gladly  receive  the  honoor— — 


Val.  If  he  have  the  itch  of  knighthood  upon  him, 
let  him  repair  to  that  physician,  he'll  core  him. 
But  I  will  give  you  a  note  :  Is  your  friend  fat  or 
lean? 

Laz.  Something  fat. 

Val.  It  will  be  the  worse  for  him. 

Laz.  I  hope  that's  not  material. 

Val.  Very  much,  for  there's  an  impost  set  upon 
knighthoods,  and  your  friend  shall  pay  a  noble  in 
the  pound. 

Duke.  [Cominff  forward.']  I  do  not  Uke  exami- 
We  shall  find  out  the  truth  more  easily,    [natioiu ; 
Some  other  way  less  noted,  and  that  course 
Should  not  be  used,  till  we  be  sure  to  prore 
Something  directly ;  for  when  they  perceive 
Themselves  suspected,  they  will  then  provide 
More  warily  to  answer. 

Lucio.     Doth  she  know 
Your  grace  doth  love  her  ?  ^ 

Duke.  She  hath  never  heard  it. 

Lucio,  Then  thus,  my  lord. 

Laz.  What's  he  that  walks  alone  so  sully,  with 
his  hands  behind  him  ? 

Val.  The  lord  of  the  house,  he  that  yon  desre 
to  be  acquainted  with.  He  doth  hate  women  for 
the  same  cause  that  I  love  them. 

Laz.  What's  that  ? 

Val.  For  that  which  apes  want :  You  perceiTf 
me,  sir  ? 

Laz.  And  is  he  sad  }  can  he  be  sad  that  hath  $o 
rich  a  gem  under  his  roof,  as  that  which  I  do  fol> 
low  ! — What  young  lady's  that  ? 

Val.  Which?  Have  I  mine  eye-sigbt  perfect? 
'tis  my  sister !  Did  I  say  the  Duke  had  a  bastard  ? 
what  shoold  she  make  here  with  him  and  his  coun- 
cil ?  She  hath  no  papen  in  her  hand  to  petition  to 
them ;  she  hath  never  a  husband  in  prison,  whose 
release  she  might  sue  for :  That's  a  fine  trick  fort 
wench,  to  get  her  husband  clapt  up,  that  she  raaj 
more  freely,  and  with  less  suspicion,  visit  the  pri- 
vate studies  of  men  in  authority.  Now  I  do  dis- 
cover their  consultation;  yon  fellow  is  a  pan<^ 
without  all  salvation !  but  let  me  not  condemn  her 
too  rashly,  without  weighing  the  matter  :  She  ii  a 
young  lady;  she  went  forth  early  this  monuDg 
with  a  waiting-woman,  and  a  page  or  so  :  This  is 
no  garden-house,  in  my  oonscienoe,  she  went  forth 
with  no  dishonest  intent ;  for  she  did  not  prettud 
going  to  any  sermon  in  the  further  end  of  the  dtj ; 
neither  went  she  to  see  any  odd  old  gentlewouksn. 
that  mourns  for  the  death  of  her  husband,  or  tktf 
loss  of  her  fnend,  and  must  have  yoong  ladies 
come  to  comfort  her ;  those  are  the  damoabk 
bawds  !  'Twas  no  set  meeting  certainly,  for  there 
was  no  wafer-woman  with  her  these  thtve  days,  en 
my  knowledge.  I'll  talk  with  her. — Good  mor- 
row, my  lord  1 

Gond.  You  are  welcome,  sir. — Here's  her  bro- 
ther come  now  to  do^  kind  office  for  his  sister :  ii 
it  not  strange  ? 

Val.  I  am  glad  to  meet  yon  here,  sister. 

Ori,  I  thank  you,  good  brother;  and  if  y«« 
doubt  of  the  cause  of  my  coming,  I  can  satfiff 
you. 

Val.  No,  'faith,  I  dare  trust  thee :  I  do  suspect 
thou  art  honest ;  for  it  is  so  rare  a  thiiig  to  be 
honest,  amongst  you,  that  some  one  man  in  an  ur 
may  perhaps  suspect  some  two  women  to  be 
honest,  but  never  believe  it  verily. — 
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I     Laeit.  Let  jour  retnm  be  sadden  1 
AtT.  UuDtpected  b;  them. 
Dtit.  It  ihaU;  lo  shaU  1  best 
!  PrrrdTe  thor  lore,  if  there  be  >.nj  :  Pireoell  I 
'      VaL  Let  me  entreat  jour  grace  to  aliy  >  lit 
I  To  loxm  ■  gentleioaD,  to  wbom  yourself 
I  1i  bkIi  behalding  :  He  hatb  made  the  sport 
'  for  joor  whole  contt  these  eight  jean,  on  my 
Duh.  His  name?  [koDwledge. 

ToJ.  LaiariUo. 

Daie.  I  heard  of  him  this  monun; ; 
ntkh  i>  he? 

Val,  Luarillo,  plnck  np  thy  spirita  I 
Tlif  lortaua  are  now  raising ;  the  duke  calls  for 
iai  tboD  abilt  be  acqaainted  with  him.         [thee 

/.«.  He's  going  away, 
Add  I  miut  of  necessity  atay  here, 
L'pcD  batineas. 
rol.  "Tia  all  one ;  thoa  ahalt  know  him  first, 
tu.  Slay  a  little  !—  lAiidc. 

If  he  should  offer  to  take  mo  away  wilh  him, 
Aihl  by  that  means  I  should  low  tlut  I  seek  for— 
Bit  if  he  ibonld,  I  will  not  go  with  him. 

fal.  I^iuitlo,  the  doke  stays  [  wilt  thoa  loie 
TTii'  opportunity  ? 
Lai,  How  most  1  speak  to  him  ? 
I'a/.  Twas  well  thought  of ;  yon  must  not  talk 
At  ps  do  to  an  ordinary  man,  [to  h' 

Honeit  plain  sense,  bnt  you  moat  wind  abont  hii_  , 
Foi  tiimple ;  if  he  ghoold  aik  you  what  o'clock 

'tia, 
YoD  must  not  say,  "  If  it  please  your  grace,  'tis 

B<i1tliiis,"Thrice  three  o'clock,  so  please  my  lore. 

reign;" 
<ir  tbu.  "  Look  how  many  moses  there  doth  dwell 
Ipoii  Ihe  sweet  banks  of  the  learned  well, 
Aodjoit  M  many  atrokea  the  clock  hath  struck  ;" 
'^od  io  (otth  :  And  you  must  now  and  then 
EslM  into  a  description. 

tai.  1  hope  I  ahall  do  it 

la'.  Come  1  "  May  it  please  your  grace  to  take 
KW  of  I  gentleman,  well  seen,  deeply  read,  and 
tbraaghly  grounded  in  the  hidden  knowledge  of  all 
allxlaind  pot-herba  whataoeTer." 

Dukt.   I  shall  desire  to   know  him   more   in- 

Ltx.  1  kits  the  ox-hide  of  your  grace's  foot. 

fa/.  Very  well ! — Will  your  grace  qnestion  bim 

Oair.  How  old  are  you  ?  [a  tittle  ! 

/■•u.  FuU  eight-and. twenty  aeieral  almanacks 
Hue  been  compiled,  all  for  aereral  years, 
'^uc  Hnt  I  drew  this  breath  ;  fbnr  prenticeshipa 
Kxe  I  most  tmiy  served  in  this  world  ; 
And  eight-and-twenty  time*  bath  Phtebus'  car 
Run  OBt  hie  yearly  course,  since 

Ditte.  1  Dodentand  ^n,  sir. 

l-ucia.  How  like  an  ignorant  poet  be  talks  T 

Hi^t.  Youareeight-and-twentyyearold.  What 
tioit  of  ifae  da<  d»  vnn  hold  it  to  be  ? 

:hat  mortals  whet  their 

le-Boles,  and  on  ataira ; 

the  teaty  cook 

w  the  tahlea  all 

h   apprehend   me  very 


underatandiuglj  read  In  the 


of  theUfe 


He  knowa  that  man  ia  mortal  by  hia  birth ; 
He  knows  that  man  must  die,  sod  therefore  Utc  : 
He  kaowB  that  man  mnat  live,  and  therefore  eat. 
And  if  it  ahall  pleaae  your  grace  to  accompany 
yourself  with  him,  1  doubt  not  bat  that  he  will,  at 
the  least,  make  good  my  commendations. 

Duke,  Attend  us,  Laiarillo  ;  we  do  want 
Men  of  anch  action ,  as  we  haie  received  you 
Reported  from  yonr  hononrable  friend. 

La».  Good  my  lord,  stand  betwiit  me  and  my 
OTcrtbrow  1  you  know  1  am  tied  here,  and  may  not 
depart ! — My  gradons  lord,  to  weighty  are  the 
bnsinesses  of  mine  own,  which  at  this  time  do  call 
npon  me,  that  I  will  rather  choose  to  die,  than  to 
neglect  them. 

Vol.  Nay,  yon  shsU  well  perceiTe  j  beaidea  the 
virtues  that  I  have  already  inform'd  yon  of,  be 
hatb  a  itomach  which  will  stoop  to  no  prince 

Duke.  Sir,  at  yonr  beat  leisure;  I  shall  thirat  to 

Lbm.  And  1  ahall  hunger  for  it. 

Duke.  Till  then,  forewcll  all '. 

Gond.  Fal,  Long  life  attend  yonr  grace  t 

Duke,  I  do  not  taate  this  sport.  Arrigo  I  Lucio  t 

Arr.  Lucia.  We  do  attend. 

ZBxihM  Duke,  Aamoo.  and  Lucio. 

Gond,  Hia  grace  is  gone,  and  hath  left  hla 
Helen  with  me  :  1  am  no  pandor  for  bim ;  nei 
can  I  be  won,  with  the  hope  of  gain,  or  the  itching 
desire  of  tasting  my  lord's  lechery  to  him,  to  keep 
her  at  my  house,  or  bring  her  in  diagniae  to  ' ' 
bed-chamber. 

The  twines  of  adders  and  of  scorpions 
About  my  naked  breast,  will  seem  to  me 
More  tickling  than  those  claapa,  which  men  adore, 
The  luetfnl,  dull.  iU-apirited  embraces 
Of  women  1  The  much-praised  Amazoos, 
Knowing  their  own  infirmities  so  well. 
Made  of  themselves  a  people,  aod  what  men 
They  take  amongst  them  they  condemn  to  die  ; 
Perceiving  that  their  folly  made  them  fit 
To  live  no  longer,  that  would  willingly 
Come  in  the  worthleas  presence  of  a  woman. — 
I  will  attend,  and  see  what  my  young  lord 
WiU  do  with  bU  sister. 

EMtr  Boy. 

Bof.  My  lord,  the  fisb'head  is  gone  again. 

Vai.  Whither? 

Boy.  I  know  whither,  my  lord. 

Val.  Keep  it  frnm  Lazarillo !— Sister,  shall  I 
confer  with  you  in  private,  to  know  the  cause  of 
the  duke's  coming  hither  ?  I  know  he  makes  yon 
acquainted  with  hia  business  of  slate. 

Ori.  I'll  satisfy  you,  brother  ;  for  [  see  you  are 

Gmd.  Now  there  shall  be  some  course  taken  for 
her  conveyance. 

Lai.  Lazarillo,  thou  art  happy !  Iby  carriage 
hath  bc^t  love,  and  that  lore  bath  brought  forth 
fruits ;  thon  art  here  in  the  company  of  a  man 
honourable,  that  will  help  thee  to  taste  of  the 
boantiea  of  the  sea  ;  and  when  thon  bast  so  done, 
tboD  sholt  retire  thyself  unto  the  court,  and  there 
taste  of  the  delicates  of  the  earth,  and  be  great  in 
the  eyes  of  thy  sovereign.  Now  no  more  shall 
thou  need  to  scramble  for  thy  meat,  nor  rem — 
//*         
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thy  stomach  with  tiie  court ;  bat  thy  credit  shall 
command  thy  heart's  desire,  and  all  novelties  shall 
be  sent  u  presents  nnto  thee. 

Vol.  Good  sister,  when  you  see  your  own  time, 
will  you  return  home  ? 

Ori.  Yes,  brother,  and  not  before. 

Lax,  I  will  grow  popular  in  this  state,  and  over- 
throw the  fortunes  of  a  number,  that  live  by 
extortion. 

Val.  Lazarillo,  bestir  thyself  nimbly  and  sud- 
denly, and  hear  me  with  patience. 

Lax.  Let  me  not  fall  from  myself  I 
Speak  I   I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Val.   So  art  thou  to  revenge^  tohen  thou  shalt 
hear; 
The  fish-head  is  gone,  and  we  know  not  whither. 

Lax.  I  will  not  curse,  nor  swear,  nor  rage,  nor 
rail. 
Nor  with  contemptuous  tongue  accuse  my  fate 
C  Though  I  might  justly  do  it ;)  nor  will  I 
Wish  myself  uncreated,  for  this  evil ! — 
Shall  I  entreat  your  lordship  to  be  seen 
A  little  longer  in  the  company 
Of  a  man  crossed  by  fortune  ? 

VaJ.  I  hate  to  leave  my  friend  in  his  extre- 
mities. 

LeuK.   'Tis  noble  in  you ;   then  I  take  your 
hand. 
And  do  protest,  I  do  not  follow  this 
For  any  malice  or  for  private  ends. 
But  with  a  love,  as  gentle  and  as  chaste, 
As  that  a  brother  to  his  sister  bears : 
And  if  I  see  this  fish-head,  j^  unknown. 
The  last  words  that  my  dying  father  spake. 
Before  his  eye-strings  brdce,  shall  not  of  me 
So  often  be  remember'd,  as  our  meeting : 
Fortune  attend  me,  as  my  ends  are  just, 
Full  of  pure  love,  and  free  from  servile  lust ! — 

Val.  [  To  GoNDARiMc]  Farewell,  my  lord  !  I 
was  entreated  to  invite  your  lordship  to  a  lady's 
up-sitting.  iExeunt  Valors,  Labarilix),  and  Boy. 

Gond,  Oh,  my  ears  ! — Why,  madam,  will  not  you 
follow  your  brother  ?  You  are  waited  for  by  great 
men ;  he'll  bring  you  to  'em. 

Ori.  I  am  veir  wefl,  my  lord ;  you  do  mistake 
me,  if  you  think  I  affect  greater  company  than 
yourself. 

Gond.  What  madness  possesseth  thee,  that  thou 
canst  imagine  me  a  fit  man  to  entertain  ladies  ?  I 
tell  thee,  I  do  use  to  tear  their  hair,  to  kick  them, 
and  to  twinge  their  noses,  if  they  be  not  careful  in 
avoiding  me. 

Ori.  Your  lordship  may  descant  upon  your  own 
behaviour  as  please  you,  but  I  protest,  so  sweet  and 
courtly  it  appears  in  my  «ye,  that  I  mean  not  to 
leave  you  yet. 

Gond.  I  shall  grow  rough. 

Oft.  A  rough  carriage  is  best  in  a  man. — I'll 
dine  with  you,  my  lord. 

Gond,  Why,  I  will  starve  thee ;  thou  shalt  have 
nothing. 

Ori.  I  have  heard  of  your  lordship's  nothing ; 
I'll  put  that  to  the  venture. 


Gond.  Well,  thou  shalt  have  meat ;  1*11  send  it 
to  thee. 

Ori.  I'll  keep  no  state,  my  lord;  neither  do  1 
mourn ;  I'll  dine  with  you. 

Gond.  Is  such  a  thing  as  this  allow'd  to  live  ? 
What  power  hath  let  thee  loose  upon  the  earth. 
To  plague  us  for  our  sins  ?     Out  of  my  doors  1 

Ori.  I  would  your  lordship  did  but  see  how  well 
This  fury  doth  become  you !  it  doth  show 
So  near  the  life,  as  it  were  natural. 

Gond.  Oh,  thou  danm'd  woman!    I  will  flj  the 
vengeance 
That  hangs  above  thee  :  Follow,  if  thon  darest ! 

Ori,  I  must  not  leave  this  feUow;  I  will  torment 
him  to  madness  I 

To  teach  his  passions  against  kind  to  move. 
The  more  he  hates,  the  more  I'll  seem  to  love. 

IBxeunt  Oeiana,  Maid,  and  Figc. 


SCENE  ll.-^The  Street, 
Enter  Pandar  and  "ULemee* 

Pandar.  Sir,  what  may  be  done  by  art  shall  be 
done  ;  I  wear  not  this  black  cloak  for  nothing. 

Mercer.  Perform  this,  help  me  to  tins  great  hrir 
by  learning,  and  you  shall  want  no  black  cloaks ; 
taffaties,  silk-grograms,  satins,  and  velvets  are 
mine  ;  Uiey  shMl  be  yours,  perform  what  you  hare 
promised;  and  you  shall  make  me  a  lover  of 
sciences ;  I  will  study  the  learned  langnagtt,  and 
keep  my  shop-book  in  Latin. 

Pandar.  Trouble  me  not  now ;  I  will  not  fail 
you  within  this  hour  at  your  shop. 

Mercer,  Let  art  have  her  course.  {Efff, 

Enter  Juua. 

Pandar.  'TIs  well  spoken. — ^Madonna ! 

Julia.  Hast  thou  brought  me  any  customers  ? 

Pandar.  No. 

Julia,  What  the  devil  dost  thou  m  black  ? 

Pandar.  As  all  jolemn  professors  of  settled 
courses,  cover  my  knavery  with  it.  Will  yoa  marry 
a  citizen,  reasonably  rich  and  unreaaoimbly  foolii^. 
silks  in  his  shop,  money  in  his  purse,  and  no  wit 
in  his  head  ? 

Julia.  Out  upon  him !  I  could  have  been  other- 
wise  than  so  ;  there  was  a  knight  swore  he  woakl 
have  had  me,  if  I  would  have  lent  him  bat  forty 
shillings  to  have  redeem'd  his  doak,  to  go  ta 
church  in. 

Pandar,  Then  your  waistcoat-waiter  ahall  ha^ 
him ;  call  her  in. 

Julia,  Francissina! 

Fran,  [Within.'\  Anon. 

Julia.  Gret  you  to  the  church,  and  slurive  your- 
self, for  you  shall  be  richly  married  ancm. 

Pandar.  And  get  you  after  her.  I  will  workl 
upon  my  citizen  whilst  he  is  wann  ;  I  most  noi 
suffer  him  to  consult  with  his  neighboors :  The 
openest  fools  are  hardly  cozened,  if  they  once  grn« 
jealous.  lExiwt 
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SCENE  I. — AfuUher  Room  in  Gonda&ino's 

Haute. 
E9Ur  QatmAMiHo.jIpingJirom  Oiuawa. 
Gand,  Sare  me,  ye  better  powers !  let  me  not  fall 
Between  the  loose  embracements  of  a  woman ! 
HeaTen»  if  my  sins  be  ripe,  grown  to  a  head, 
And  most  attend  yonr  vengeance,  I  beg  not  to 

divert  my  fate, 
Or  to  reprieve  a  while  thy  punishment ; 
Only  I  crave,  (and  hear  me,  equal  Heavens  !) 
Let  not  your  fdrious  rod,  that  must  afflict  me, 
Be  that  imperfect  piece  of  Nature 
That  Art  makes  up,  woman,  unsatiate  woman  1 
Had  we  not  knowing  souls,  at  first  infused 
To  teach  a  difference  'twizt  extremes  and  goods  ? 
Were  vre  not  made  ourselves,  free,  unconfined^ 
Commanders  of  our  own  affections  ? 
And  can  it  be,  that  this  most  perfect  creature, 
This  image  of  his  Maker,  well-squared  man, 
Should  l»ve  the  handfast,  that  he  had  of  grace. 
To  fiadl  into  a  woman's  easy  arms  ? 

Enter  Obian  a. 
Ort.  Now,  Venus,  be  my  speed !  inspire  me  with 
all  the  several  subtle  temptations,  that  thou  hast 
already  given,  or  hast  in  store  hereafter  to  bestow 
upon  oar  sex !  Grant  that  I  may  apply  that  physic 
that  is  most  apt  to  work  upon  him  ;  whether  he 
will  soonest  be  moved  with  wantonness,  singing, 
dancing,  or  (being  passionate)  with  scorn ;  or  with 
sad  and  serious  loolu,  cunningly  mingled  with  sighs, 
with  smiling,  lisping,  kissing  the  hand,  and  making 
ffaort  cort'sies ;  or  with  whatsoever  other  nimble 
power  he  may  be  caught,  do  thou  infuse  into  me ; 
and,  when  1  have  him,  I  will  sacrifice  him  up  to 
thee! 

Gond,  It  comes  again  !  new  apparitions. 
And  ten^ting  spirits  !    Stand  and  reveal  thyself; 
Tell  why  thou  follow' st  me  ?     I  fear  thee,. 
As  I  fear  the  place  thou  camest  from.  Hell. 
Ort.  My  lord,  I  am  a  woman^  and  such  a  one— 
G<md,  That  I  hate  truly ! 
Thou  hadst  better  been  a  devil. 
Ori  Why,  my  unpatient  lord  ? 
Gond,  Devils  were  once  good ;  there  they  excelLM 

you  women. 
Ori,  Can  you  be  so  uneasy  ?  can  you  freeze, 
AjMi  such  a  summer's  heat  so  ready  to  dissolve  ? 
Nay,  gentle  lord,  turn  not  away  in  scorn. 
Nor  hold  me  less  fiiir  than  I  am  !    Look  on  these 

cheeks; 
Tbey  hare  yet  enough  of  nature,  true  complexion  ; 
If  to  be  red  and  white,  a  forehead  high. 
An  easy  melting  lip,  a  speaking  eye, 
And  such  a  tongue,  whose  language  takes  the  ear 
Of  strict  religion,  and  men  most  austere  r 
If  these  may  hope  to  please,  look  here  ! 

G<md.  This  woman  with  entreaty  would  shew  all ! 
— Lady,  there  lies  your  way ;  I  pray  you,  farewell. 

Ort.  You're  yet  too  harsh,  too  dissonant ; 
There's  no  true  music  in  your  words,  my  lord. 
Gand,  What  shall  I  give  thee  to  be  gone  ?  Here 
•tay; 
An  tbon  want'st  lodging,  take  my  house,  'tis  big 

enough, 
Tu  thine. own ;  'twill  hold  five  lecherous  lorda 
And  their  lackies,  without  discovery : 
There's  stoves  and  bathing-tubs. 


Ort.  Dear  lord,  you  are  too  wild. 

Gond,  'Shalt  have  a  doctor  too,  thou  shalt, 
'Bout  six  and  twenty,  'tis  a  pleasing  age  ; 
Or  I  can  help  thee  to  a  handsome  usher ; 
Or  if  thou  lack'st  a  page,  I'U  give  thee  one : 
Pr'ythee  keep  house,  and  leave  me  ! 

Ori,  1  do  confess  1  am  too  easy,  too  much 
woman, 
Not  coy  enough  to  take  affection  ; 
Yet  I  can  frown,,  and  nip  a  passion, 
Even  in  the  bud  :  I  can  say. 
Men  please  their  present  heats,  then  please  to 

leave  us. 
I  can  hold  off,  and,  by  my  chymic  power, 
Draw  sonnets  from  the  melting  lover's  brain ; 
Ay-me*8f  and  elegies :  Yet  to  you,  my  lord, 
My  love,  my  better  self,  I  put  these  off, 
Doing  that  office  not  befits  our  sex. 
Entreat  a  man  to  love. — Are  you  not  yet 
Relenting  ?  ha'  you  blood  and  spirit  in  those  veins  ? 
You  are  no  image,  though  you  be  as  hard 
As  mai'ble :  Sure  you  have  no  liver ;  if  you  had, 
'Twould  send  a  lively  and  desiring  heat 
To  every  member !     Is  not  this  miserable  ? 
A  thing  so  truly  form'd,  shaped  out  by  symmetry. 
Has  all  the  organs  that  belong  to  man, 
And  working  too,  yet  to  show  all  these 
Like  dead  motions  moving  upon  wires  ? 
Then,  good  my  lord,  leave  off  what  you  have  been, 
And  firmly  be  what  you  were  first  intended  for, 
A  man  ! 

Gond.  Thou  art  a  precious  piece  of  sly  damna> 
I  will  be  deaf;  I  will  lock  up  my  ears :  [tion ! 

Tempt  me  not !    I  will  not  love  1  if  1  do^— 

Oft.  Then  I'll  hate  you. 

Gond.    Let  me  be  'nointed  with  honey,   and 
tum'd 
Into  the  sun,  to  be  stung  to  death  with  horse-flies  ! 
Hear' St  thou,  thou  breeder?  here  I'll  sit. 
And,  in  despite  of  thee,  I  will  say  nothing. 

ISiU  down. 

Ori.  Let  me,  with  your  fair  patience,  sit  beside 
youl 

Gond.  Madam,  lady,  tempter,  tongue,  woman. 
Look  to  me,  I  shall  kick !     I  say  again,  [air, 

Look  to  me,  I  shall  kick  ! 

Ori.  I  cannot  think  your  better  knowledge 
Can  use  a  woman  so  uncivilly. 

Gond.  I  cannot  think  I  shall  become  a  coxcomb, 
To  ha'  my  hair  curl'd  by  an  idle  finger. 
My  cheeks  turn  tabors,  and  be  play'd  upon, 
Mine  eyes  look'd  babies  in,  and  my  nose  blow'd 

to  my  hand : 
I  say  again,  I  shall  kick !  sure,  I  shall. 

OH.  'Tisbut 
Your  outside  that  you  show ;.  I  know  your  mind 
Never  was  guilty  of  so  great  a  weakness  : 
Or,  could  the  tongues  of  all  men  join'd  together 
Possess  me  with  a  thought  of  your  dislike, 
My  weakness  were  above  a  woman's,  to  fall  off 
From  my  affection,  for  one  crack  of  thunder. 
Oh,  wotdd  you  could  love,  my  lord  I 

Gond.  I  would  thou  wouldst 
Sit  still,  and  say  nothing !    What  madman  let  thee 

loose. 
To  da  more  mischief  than  a  dozen  whirlwinds  ? 
Keep  thy  hands  in  thy  muff^  and  warm  the  idle 


438 


THE  WOMAN-HATER. 


ACT  III. 


Worms  in  thy  fingers'  ends :  Will  you  be  doing 

stiU? 
Will  no  entreating  serve  you  ?  no  lawful  warning  ? 
I  must  remove,  and  leave  your  ladyship  : 
Nay,  never  hope  to  stay  me  ;  for  I  wiU  run 
From  that  smooth,   smiling,  witching,  cozening, 

tempting. 
Damning  face  of  thine,  as  far  as  I  can  find  any  land. 
Where  1  will  put  myself  into  a  daily  course 
Of  curses  for  thee  and  all  thy  family. 

Ori.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  sit  still !     I'll  promise 

peace, 
And  fold  mine  arms  up,  let  but  mine  eye  dis- 
course ; 
Or  let  my  voice,   set  to  some  pleasing  chord, 

sound  out 
The  sullen  strains  of  my  neglected  love  ! 

Gand.  Sing  till  thou  crack  thy  treble-string  in 

pieces, 
And  when  thou  hast  done,  put  up  thy  pipes  and 
Do  anything,  sit  still  and  tempt  me  not !     [walk  ! 
Ori,  [Aside.']  I  would  rather  sing  at  doors  for 

bread,  than  sing  to 
This  fellow,  but  for  hate  :  If  this  should  be 
Told  in  the  court,  that  I  begin  to  woo  lords, 
What  a  troop  of  the  untruss'd  nobility 
Should  I  have  at  my  lodging  to-morrow  morning ! 

ISingi. 

80NO. 

Come,  ftloep,  and,  with  thy  aweet  deceiving. 

Lock  mo  in  delight  awhile ; 

Let  8ome  pleasing  dreams  beguile 

All  my  fancies ;  that  from  thence, 

I  may  feel  an  influence. 
All  my  powers  of  care  bereaving ! 

Though  but  a  shadow,  but  a  sliding. 

Let  me  know  some  little  joy ! 

We  that  suffer  long  annoy. 

Are  contented  with  a  thought. 

Through  an  idle  fancy  wrought : 
Oh,  let  my  Joys  have  some  abiding ! 

G<md,  Have  you  done  your  wassail  ? 
'Tis  a  handsome  drowsy  cUtty,  I'll  assure  you : 
Now  I  had  as  lief  hear  a  cut  cry,  when  her  tail 
Is  cut  off,  as  hear  these  lamentations. 
These  lowsy  love-lays,  these  bewailments. 
You  think  you  have  caught  me,  lady ;  you  think  I 

melt  now. 
Like  a  dish  of  May-butter,  and  run 
All  into  brine  and  passion :  Yes,  yes,  I  am  taken  ; 
Look  how  I  cross  my  arms,  look  pale,  and  dwindle, 
And  would  cry,  but  for  spoiling  my  face  ! 
We  must  part :  Nay,  we'll  avoid  sdl  ceremony ; 
No  kissing,  lady !  I  desire  to  know 
Your  ladyship  no  more. — 'Death  of  my  soul,  the 
Duke ! 

Ori.  God  keep  your  lordship  1 

Gond»  From  thee  and  all  thy  sex. 

Ori,  ril  be  the  clerk,  and  cry.  Amen  I    Your 
lordship's 
Ever-assured  enemy,  Oriana.  lExit  Oriana. 

Enter  Dukk,  Abrioo,  and  Lucio. 

Gond,  All  the  day's  good  attend  your  lordship ! 

Duke.  We  thank  you,  Gondarino. — Is  it  pos- 
Can  belief  lay  hold  on  such  a  miracle  ?         [sible  ? 
To  see  thee  (one  that  hath  cloister'd  up  all  passion, 
Turned  wilfiil  votary,  and  forsworn  converse 
With  women)  in  company  and  fair  discourse 
With  the  best  beauty  of  Milan  ? 


Gond.  'Tis  true ;  and  if  your  grace,  \hsA  hath 
the  sway 
Of  the  whole  state,  will  suffer  this  lewd  sex. 
These  women,  to  pursue  us  to  our  homes, 
Not  to  be  pray'd  nor  to  be  rail'd  away, 
But  they  will  woo,  and  dance,  and  sing, 
And,  in  a  manner  looser  than  they  are 
By  nature  (which  should  seem  impossible), 
To  throw  their  arms  on  our  unwilling  nedcs 

Duke,  No  more !  I  can  see  through  your  visor; 
dissemble  it 
No  more  !  Do  not  I  know  thou  hast  used  all  art, 
To  work  upon  the  poor  simplicity 
Of  this  young  maid,  that  yet  hath  known  none  ill, 
Thinks  that  damnation  will  fright  those  that  woo 
From  oaths  and  lies  ?    But  yet  I  think  her  diaste, 
And  will  from  thee,  before  thou  shalt  apply 
Stronger  temptations,  bear  her  hence  vrith  me. 

Gond.  My  lord,  I  speak  not  this  to  gain  new 
But  howsoever  you  esteem  my  words,  [gnoe, 

My  love  and  duty  will  not  suffer  me 
To  see  you  fiivour  such  a  prostitute. 
And  I  stand  by  dumb ;  without  rack,  torture, 
Or  strapado,  I  will  unrip  myself : 
I  do  confess  I  was  in  company 
With  that  pleasing  piece  of  frailty,  that  we  caD 

woman ; 
I  do  confess,  after  a  long  and  tedious  siege, 
I  yielded. 

Duke.  Forward! 

Gond,  'Faith,  my  lord,  to  come  qinckly  to  tbe 
The  woman  you  saw  with  me  is  a  whore,  [pobt, 
An  arrant  whore. 

Duke.  Was  she  not  count  Valore's  sister  ? 

Gond.  Yes;  that  count  Valore's  sister  is  naogbt 

Duke.  Thou  darest  not  say  so. 

Gond.  Not  if  it  be  distasting  to  yofor  lord^p ; 
But  give  me  freedom,  and  I  dare  maintain 
She  has  embraced  this  body,  and  grown  to  it 
As  close  as  the  hot  youthful  vine  to  the  elm. 

Duke,  Twice  have  I  seen  her  with  thee,  twice 
my  thoughts 
Were  prompted  by  mine  eye,  to  hold  thy  strictDCss 
False  and  impostorous : 
Is  this  your  mewing-up,  your  strict  retirement, 
Your  bitterness  and  gtdl  against  that  sex  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  thee  say,  thou  wouid'st  sooaer 
The  basilisk's  dead-doing  eye,  than  meet      [cK«t 
A  woman  for  an  object }  Look  it  be  true  yoa  teli 

me; 
Or,  by  our  country's  saint,  your  head  goes  off  !— 
If  thou  prove  a  whore, 
No  woman's  face  shall  ever  move  me  more. 

{^Bxcunt  DcKK,  Aaaioo,  tmd  L<^cio> 

Gond,  So,  so !  'tis  as't  should  be. 
Are  women  grown  so  mankind?   must  they  U 

wooing  ? 
I  have  a  plot  shall  blow  her  up ;  she  flies,  k« 

mounts ; 
rU  teach  her  ladyship  to  dare  my  fury ! 
I  will  be  known,  and  fear'd,  and  more  truly  b*t» 
Of  women  than  an  eunuch. 

Enter  Obiaita. 

She's  here  again : 
Good  gall  be  patient !  for  I  must  dtssemble. 

Ori.  Now,  my  cold  frosty  lord. 
My  Woman- Hater,  you  that  have  sworn 
An  everlasting  hate  to  all  our  sex ! 
By  my  troth,  good  lord,  and  as  1  am  yet  a  va^ 
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MeChonght  'twas  excellent  sport  to  hear  your  ho- 
nour 
Swear  oat  an  alphabet,  chafe  nobly  like  a  general, 
Kick  like  a  resty  jade,  and  make  Ul  faces  ! 
Did  yonr  good  hooour  think  I  was  in  love  ? 
Where  did  I  first  begin  to  take  that  heat  ? 
From  those  two  radiant  eyes,  that  piercing  sight  ? 
Ob,  they  were  lovely,  if  the  balls  stood  right  I 
And  there's  a  leg  made  out  of  a  dainty  staff, 
Where,  the  gods  be  thanked,  there  is  calf  enough ! 

GvruL  Pardon  him,  lady,  that  is  now  a  con- 
▼ertite : 
Yoar  beauty,  like  a  saint,  hath  wrought  this  wonder. 

Ori,  Alas,  has  it  been  pricked  at  the  heart  ? 
h  the  stomach  come  down !  will't  rail  no  more 
At  women,  and  call  'em  devils,  she-cats,  and  gob- 
lins? 

Gimd.  [Atide,']  He  that  shall  marry  thee,  had 
better  spend 
The  poor  remainder  of  his  days  in  a  dung-barge. 
For  two-pence  a-week,  and  find  himself. 
Down  again,  spleen !  I  pr'ythee  down  again  I — 
Shall  I  find  fiivour,  lady  ?  Shall  at  length 
Mj  true  unfeigned  penitence  get  pardon 
For  my  harsh  unseasoned  follies  ? 
I  am  no  more  an  atheist ;  no ;  I  do 
Acknowledge  that  dread  powerful  deity. 
And  his  all-qoick'ning  heats  bum  in  my^breast : 
Oh,  be  not  as  I  was,  hard,  unrelenting ; 
But  as  I  am,  be  partner  of  my  fires  I 

Ori.  Sure  we  shall  have  store  of  larks ;  the  skies 
wiU 
Not  hold  up  long :  I  should  have  looked  as  soon 
For  frost  in  the  Dog-days,  or  another  inundation, 
As  hoped  this  strange  conversion  above  miracle. 
Let  me  look  upon  your  lordship  :  Is  your  name 
Gondarino  ?  are  you  Milan's  general,  that 
Great  bugbear  Bloody-bones,  at  whose  very  name 
All  women,  from  the  lady  to  the  laundress, 
Shake  like  a  cold  fit? 

Gond.  Grood  patience,  help  me  ! 
This  fever  will  enrage  my  blood  again. — 
Madam,  I  am  that  man ;  I  am  even  he 
That  once  did  owe  unreconciled  hate 
To  you,  and  all  that  bear  the  name  of  woman ; 
1  am  the  man  that  wrong'd  your  honour  to  the 

Duke, 
I  am  the  man  that  said  you  were  unchaste. 
And  prostitute ;  yet  I  am  he  that  dare  deny  all  this. 

Ori.  Your  Ug  nobility  is  very  merry. 

Gitnd,  Lady,  'tis  true  that  I  have  wrong'd  you 
thus, 
.\nd  my  contrition  is  as  true  as  that ; 
Yet  have  I  found  a  means  to  make  all  good  again  : 
1  do  beseech  your  beauty,  not  for  myself, 
(My  merits  are  yet  in  conception) 
Bot  for  your  honour's  safety  and  my  zeal. 
Retire  a  while,  while  I  unsay  myself 
I'ato  the  Duke,  and  cast  out  that  evil  spirit 
I  have  possessed  him  with  ! 
I  have  a  house  conveniently  private. 

Ori.  Lord,  thou  hast  wrong'd  my  innocence ; 
But  thy  confession  hath  gain'd  thee  faith. 

GantL  By  the  true  honest  service  that  I  owe 
those  eyes. 
My  meaning  is  as  spotless  as  my  faith. 

Ori,  The  puke  doubt  mine  honour?   a'  may 
judge  strangely. 
Twill  not  be  long  before  I'll  be  enlarged  again  ? 

Gtmd.  A  day  or  two. 


Oft.  Mine  own  servants  shall  attend  me  ? 

Gand,  Your  ladyship's  command  is  good. 

Ori.  Look  you  be  true  !  [JErit 

C^nd,  Else  let  me  lose  the  hopes  my  soul  aspires 
to ! — I  will  be  a  scourge  to  all  females  in  my  life, 
and,  after  my  death,  £e  name  of  Gondarino  shall 
be  terrible  to  the  mighty  women  of  the  earth:  they 
shall  shake  at  my  name,  and  at  the  sound  of  it  their 
knees  shall  knock  together;  and  they  shall  run  into 
nunneries,  for  they  and  I  are  beyond  all  hope  ir- 
reconcileable :  for  if  I  could  endure  an  ear  with  an 
hole  in't,  or  a  plaited  lock,  or  a  bareheaded  coach- 
man, that  sits  like  a  sign  where  great  ladies  are  to 
be  sold  within,  agreement  betwixt  us  were  not  to 
be  despaired  of.  If  I  could  be  but  brought  to  en- 
dure to  see  women,  I  would  have  them  come  all 
once  a  week  and  kiss  me,  as  witches  do  the  devil, 
in  token  of  homage.  I  must  not  live  here ;  I  will 
to  the  court, 

And  there  pursue  my  plot ;  when  it  hath  took, 
Women  shall  stand  in  awe  but  of  my  look. 

IBxeunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Court  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  two  IntdUgenoen. 

1  Int.  There  take  your  standing ;  be  close  and 
vigilant !  here  will  I  set  myself ;  and  let  him  look 
to  his  language  !  a'  shall  know  the  Duke  has  more 
ears  in  court  than  two. 

2  Int.  I'll  quote  him  to  a  tittle:  Let  him  speak 
wisely,  and  plainly,  and  as  hidden  as  a'  can,  I  shall 
crush  him ;  a'  shall  not  'scape  [by]  characters ; 
though  a'  speak  Babel,  I  shall  crush  him.  We 
have  a  fortune  by  this  service  banging  over  us, 
that,  within  this  year  or  two,  I  hope  we  shall  be 
call'd  to  be  examiners,  wear  politic  gowns  guarded 
with  copper-lace,  making  great  faces  full  of  fear 
and  office ;  our  labours  may  deserve  this. 

1  Int.  I  hope  it  shall:  Why,  have  not  many 
men  been  raised  from  this  worming  trade,  first,  to 
gain  good  access  to  great  men ;  then,  to  have  com- 
missions out  for  search ;  and  lastly,  to  be  worthily 
named  at  a  great  arraignment  ?  Yes  ;  and  why  not 
we  ?  They  ^t  endeavour  well  deserve  their  fee. 
Close,  dose !  a'  comes ;  mark  well,  and  all  goes 
well  I  ITheif  Hand  apart. 

Enter  Yauobm,  Lazaullo,  and  Boy. 

LoM.  Farewell,  my  hopes !   my  anchor  now  is 
broken  ! 
Farewell,  my  quondam  joys  I  of  which  no  token 
Is  now  remaining ;  such  is  the^ad  mischance. 
Where  lady  Fortune  leads  the  slippery  dance. 
Yet,  at  the  length,  let  me  this  favour  have, 
Give  me  my  wishes,  or  a  wished  grave ! 

Val,  The  gods  defend,  so  brave  and  vaUant  maw 
Should  slip  into  the  never-satiate  jaw 
Of  black  Despair  I  No ;  thoushalt  live  and  know 
Thy  full  desires  ;  Hunger,  thy  ancient  foe. 
Shall  be  subdued  ;  those  guts  that  daily  tumble. 
Through  air  and  appetite,  shall  cease  to  rumble ; 
And  thou  shalt  now  at  length  obtain  thy  dish, 
That  noble  part,  the  sweet  head  of  a  fish. 

Laz.  Then  am  I  greater  than  the  duke  I — 

2  Int.  There,  there's  a  notable  piece  of  treason  ? 
greater  than  the  duke ;  mark  that  1 

VtU.  But  how,  or  where  ;  or  when  this  riiall  be 
compass'd,  is  yet  out  of  my  reach. 

Laz,  I  am  so  truly  miserable,  that  might  I  be 
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DOW  knocked  o*  th'  head,  with  all  my  heart  I  would 
forgive  a  dog-killer. 

VaL  Yet  do  I  see, 
Through  this  confusedness,  some  little  comfort. 

LoM,  The  plot,  my  lord,  as  e'er  yoa  came  of  a 
woman,  discover. 

1  Int.  Plots,  dangerous  plots  1  I  will  deserve  by 
this  most  liberally. 

Vol.  'Tis  from  my  head  again. 

Lag.  Oh,  that  it  would  stand  me,  that  I  might 
fight,  or  have  some  venture  for  it !  that  I  might  be 
turned  loose,  to  try  my  fortune  amongst  the  whole 
fry  in  a  college  or  an  inn  of  court,  or  scramble  with 
the  prisoners  in  the  dungeon ! 
Nay,  were  it  set  down  in  the  outer  court. 
And  all  the  guard  about  it  in  a  ring, 
With  their  knives  drawn,  (which  were  a  dismal 
And  after  twenty  leisurely  were  told,  [sight,) 

I  to  be  let  loose  only  in  my  shirt, 
To  try  their  valour,  how  much  of  the  spoil 
I  would  recover  from  the  enemies'  mouths, 
I  would  accept  the  challenge. 

Vol.  Let  it  go  1  Hast  not  thou  been  held  to  have 
some  wit  in  the  court,  and  to  make  some  fine  jests 
upon  country  people  in  progress-time  ?  and  wilt 
thou  lose  this  opinion  for  the  cold  head  of  a  fish  ? 
I  say,  let  it  go  1  I'll  help  thee  to  as  good  a  dish  of 
meat. 

Lax,  God,  let  me  not  live,  if  I  do  not  wonder 
Men  should  talk  so  profanely  ! 
But  'tis  not  in  the  power  of  loose  words, 
Or  any  vain  or  misbelieving  man, 
To  make  me  dare  to  wrong  thy  purity. 
Show  me  but  any  lady  in  the  court, 
That  hath  so  full  an  eye,  so  sweet  a  breath, 
So  soft  and  white  a  flesh  :  This  doth  not  lie 
In  almond-gloves,  nor  ever  hath  been  wash'd 
In  artificial  baths ;  no  traveller 
That  hath  brought  doctor  home  with  him,  hath 
With  all  his  waters,  powders,  focuses,        [dared. 
To  make  thy  lovely  corps  sophisticate. 

Vcii.  I  have  it;  'tis  now  infused ;  be  comforted  1 

Lax.  Can  there  be  that  little  hope  yet  left 
In  nature  ?  Shall  I  once  more  erect  up  trophies  ? 
Shall  I  enjoy  the  sight  of  my  dear  saint. 
And  bless  my  palate  with  the  best  of  creatures  ? 
Ah,  good  mv  lord,  by  whom  I  breathe  again. 
Shall  I  receive  this  being  ? 

Fal.  Sir,  I  have  found  by  certain  cahsnUtion, 
And  settled  revolution  of  the  stars, 
The  fish  is  sent  by  the  lord  Gondarino 
To  his  mercer :  Now  it  is  a  growing  hope 
To  know  where  'tis. 

Lojg.  Oh,  it  is  far  above 
The  good  of  women ;  the  pathick  cannot  yield 
More  pleasing  titillation ! 

Val.  But  how  to  compass  it  ?  search,  cast  about, 
And  bang  your  brains,  Lazarillo  !  Thou  art 
Too  dull  and  heavy  to  deserve  a  blessing. 

Laz.  My  lord,  I'll  not  be  idle : — Now,  Lazarillo, 
Think,  think,  think ! 

To/.  [Atide.}  Yonder's  my  informer,  and  his 
fellow,  with  table-books ;  they  nod  at  me :  upon 
my  life,  they  have  poor  Lazarillo  (that  beats  his 
brains  about  no  such  weighty  matter)  in  for  treason 
before  this. 

Lag.  My  lord,  what  do  you  think,  if  I  should 
shave  myself,  put  on  midwife's  apparel,  come  in 
with  a  handkerchief,  and  beg  a  piece  for  a  great- 
bellied  woman,  or  a  sick  child  } 


Val.  Cvood,  Tery  good ! 

Lag.  Or  corrupt  the  waiting  prentiBe  to  betray 
the  reversion  ? 

1  Int.  There's  another  point  in's  plot ;  corrupt 
with  money  to  betray :  sure  'tis  some  fort  a'  means. 
Mark ;  have  a  care ! 

Lag.  An  'twere  the  bare  vinegar  'tis  eaten  with, 
it  would  in  some  sort  satisfy  nature :  but  might  I 
once  attain  the  dish  itself,  though  I  cut  out  my 
means  through  sword  and  fire,  throagfa  poison, 
through  anything  that  may  make  good  my  hopes — 

2  Int.  Tlianks  to  the  gods,  and  our  officiousaess, 
the  plot's  discover'd  !  fire,  steel^aad  poison ;  bum 
the  palace,  kill  the  duke,  and  poiMm  his  privy- 
council. 

Val.  To  the  mercer's ! — ^Let  me  see !  how  if, 
before  we  can  attain  the  means  to  make  ap  our  ac- 
quaintance, the  fish  be  eaten  ? 

Lag.  If  it  be  eaten,  here  he  stands,  that  is  the 
most  dejected,  most  unfortunate,  miserable,  ac- 
cursed, forsaken  slave  this  province  yields  1  I  will 
not,  sure,  out- live  it ;  no,  I  will  die  braTdy,  and 
like  a  Roman ; 

And  after  death,  amidst  the  Elyiian  shades 
I'll  meet  my  love  again. 

1  Int.  "  I  will  die  bravely,  like  a  Roman:" 
have  a  care ;  mark  that !  when  he  hath  done  all, 
he  wUl  kill  himself. 

Val.  Will  nothing  ease  your  appetite  but  thb  ? 

Lag.  No ;  could  the  sea  throw  up  his  Tastness, 
And  offer  free  his  best  inhabitants, 
'Twere  not  so  much  as  a  bare  temptation  to  me  ! 

Val.  If  you  could  be  drawn  to  affect  beef,  veni- 
son, or  fowl,  it  would  be  far  the  better. 

Lag.  I  do  beseech  your  lordship's  patience ! 
I  do  confess  that,  in  tiiisheat  of  blood, 
I  have  oontemn'd  all  duU  and  grosser  meats; 
But  I  protest  I  do  honour  a  chine  of  beef,  I  do 
reverence  a  loin  of  veal ;  but,  good  my  lord,  gtre 
me  leave  a  little  to  adore  this !  But,  my  good  lord, 
would  your  lordship,  under  colour  of  taking  np 
some  silks,  go  to  the  mercer's,  I  would  in  all  ha- 
mility  attend  your  honour,  where  we  may  be  m- 
vited,  if  fortune  stand  propitious. 

Vol.  Sir,  you  shall  work  me  as  yon  please. 

Lag.  Let  it  be  suddenly,  I  do  beseech  your 
lordship  !  'Tis  now  upon  the  point  of  dinner-tiiiie. 

Val.  I  am  all  yours. 

lExettnt  JjAMAanxoand  Tai^ms. 

1  Int.  Come,  let's  confer :  Imprimig,  a'  saith, 
like  a  blasphemous  villain,  he's  greater  than  the 
duke ;  this  peppers  him,  an  there  were  nothias 
else. 

2  Int.  Then  a'  was  naming  plots ;  did  you  not 
hear? 

1  Int.  Yes ;  but  a'  fell  from  that  unto  dtsoovcrj. 
to  corrupt  by  money,  and  so  attain — 

2  Int.  Ay,  ay,  a'  meant  some  fort  or  citadd  the 
duke  hath ;  his  very  face  betrayed  his  meaning. 
Oh,  he  is  a  very  subtle  and  a  dangerous  knave ; 
but  if  a'  deal,  a  Uod's  name,  we  shall  worm  him. 

1  Int.  But  now  comes  the  stroke,  the  fatal  blow, 
fire,  sword,  and  poison :  Oh,  canibsl,  thou  bloodj 
canibal ! 

2  Int.  What  had  become  of  this  poor  state  had 
not  we  been  P 

1  Int.  'Faith,  it  had  lain  buried  in  its  own  ashes, 

had  not  a  greater  hand  been  in't. 

2  Int.  But  note  the  rascal's  resdution;  after 
the  act's  done,  because  he  would  avoid  all  fear  of 
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torture,  and  oozen  the  law,  a'  wonld  kill  himself : 
Was  there  erer  the  like  danger  brought  to  light  in 
this  age  ?  Sore  we  shall  merit  much :  we  shall  be 
aUe  to  keep  two  men  a-piece,  and  a  two-hand 
svord  between  ns ;  we  will  live  in  favour  of  the 
ftMUf  betraj  our  ten  or  twelve  trtasons  a-week,  and 
the  people  shall  fear  us.  Come  ;  to  the  lord  Lu- 
cio !  the  ran  shall  not  go  down  'till  he  be  hang'd. 

lEjeeuni, 


SCENE  IV^— ^  Room  in  the  Mercer's  House, 
BhUt  Mexwr  aiwf  a  Jhtntioo. 

Mereer,  Look  to  my  shop ;  and  if  there  come 
cTer  a  scholar  in  black,  let  him  speak  with  me. 
[F.jit  Boy.]  We  that  are  shopkeepers  in  good 
trade,  are  so  pestered,  that  we  can  scarce  pick  out 
an  hour  for  our  morning's  meditation  ;  and  how- 
fioerer  we  are  all  accounted  dull,  and  common  jest- 
ing stocks  for  your  gallants,  there  are  some  of  us 
^  DOt  deserve  it ;  for,  for  my  own  part,  I  do  begin 
to  be  given  to  my  book.  I  love  a  scholar  with  my 
h«art ;  for,  questionless,  there  are  marvellous  things 
to  be  done  by  art :  Why,  sir,  some  of  them  will 
tdl  you  what  is  become  of  horses,  and  silver  spoons, 
aod  win  make  wenches  dance  naked  to  their  beds. 
I  am  yet  nnmarried,  and  because  some  of  our 
ocighbours  are  said  to  be  cuckolds,  I  will  never 
Doarry  withont  the  consent  of  some  of  these  scholars, 
that  know  what  will  come  of  it. 

JEMerPandar. 

Pandar.  Are  you  busy,  sir  ? 

Mercer.  Never  to  jrou,  sir,  nor  to  any  of  your 
coat.  Sir,  is  there  anything  to  be  done  by  art, 
cooceming  the  great  heir  we  talkM  on  ? 

Pofyiar,  Will  she,  nill  she,  she  shall  come  run- 
ning into  my  house,  at  the  further  comer  in  Saint 
Mark's  street,  betwixt  three  and  four. 

Mercer,  Betwixt  three  and  four  ?  She's  brave 
in  clothes,  is  she  not } 

Fandar.  Oh,  rich,  rich  \— [Aside.]  Where  should 
I  ret  clothea  to  dress  her  in  ?  Help  me,  invention ! 
—Sir,  that  her  running  through  the  street  may  be 
krss  noted,  my  art  more  shown,  and  your  fear  to 
tpeak  frith  her  less,  she  shall  come  in  a  white 
waiftooat,  and 

Mercer.  What!  shall  she  .> 

Fandar,  [Aside.]  And  perhaps  torn  stockings ; 
the  hath  left  her  old  wont  else. 

Enter  Presatico. 

Fren.  Sir,  my  lord  Gondarino  hath  sent  you  a 
rare  fish-head. 

Mercer,  It  comes  right ;  all  things  suit  right 
with  me  sinoe  I  b^an  to  love  scholars  !  You  shall 
bare  it  home  with  you  against  she  come.  Carry  it 
to  this  gentleman's  house. 

Fandar.  The  fidr  white  house,  at  the  further 
comer  of  Saint  Mark's  street.  Make  haste ! — I 
mnst  leave  yon  too,  sir ;  I  have  two  hours  to  study. 
Bay  a  new  accidence,  and  ply  your  book,  and  you 
ihaU  want  nothing  that  all  tte  scholars  in  the  town 
can  do  for  yon  I  lExit, 

Mercer.  Heaven  prosper  both  our  studies!  What 
a  doU  slaTe  was  I  before  I  fell  in  love  with  this 
learning !  not  worthy  to  tread  upon  the  earth  ;  and 
what  fresh  hopes  it  hath  put  into  me  I  I  do  hope, 
within  this  twelvemonth,  to  be  able  by  art  to  serve 
the  court  vrith  silks,  and  not  undo  myself;  to  trust 


knights,  and  yet  get  in  my  money  again ;  to  keep 
my  wife  brave,  and  yet  she  keep  nobody  else  so. 

Enter  Yalobb  and  Lazarillo. 

Your  lordship  is  most  honourably  welcome,  in  re- 
gard of  your  nobility ;  but  most  especially  in  regard 
of  your  scholarship.  Did  your  lord^p  come 
openly  ? 

Vol.  Sir,  this  doak  keeps  me  private  ;  besides, 
no  man  will  suspect  me  to  be  in  the  company  of 
this  gentleman  ;  with  whom  I  will  desire  you  to  be 
acquainted :  he  may  prove  a  good  customer  to  you. 

Lax.  For  plain  silks  and  velvets. 

Mercer.  Are  you  scholastical  ? 

Laz.  Something  addicted  to  the  muses. 

Vol.  I  hope  they  will  not  dispute.  [Atide. 

Mercer.  You  have  no  skill  in  the  black  art  ? 

Enter  Prentice. 

Pren.  Sir,  yonder's  a  gentleman  enquires  has- 
tily for  count  Valore. 

VaL  For  me  ?  what  is  he  ? 

Pren.  One  of  your  followers,  my  lord,  I  think. 

Vol.  Let  him  come  in. 

Mercer.  Shall  I  talk  with  you  in  private,  sir  ? 

Enter  Messenger,  with  a  Letter. 

Vol.  [Retuis.]  **  Count,  come  to  the  court;  your 
business  calls  you  thither :"  I  will  go.  Farewell, 
sir !  I'll  see  your  silks  some  other  time.  Farewell, 
Lazarillo  I 

Mercer.  Will  not  your  lordship  take  a  piece  of 
beef  with  me  ? 

Vol.  Sir,  I  have  greater  business  than  eating ; 
I'll  leave  this  gentleman  with  you. 

lExeunt  Valors  and  Meaaenger. 

Last.  Now,  now,  now,  now !  Now  do  I  feel  that 
strange  struggling  within  me,  that  I  think  I  could 
prophesy. 

Mercer.  The  gentleman  is  meditating. 

LojK.  Hunger,  Valour,  Love,  Ambition,  are  alike 
pleasing,  and,  let  our  philosophers  say  what  they 
will,  are  one  kind  of  heat ;  only  Hunger  is  the 
safest :  Ambition  is  apt  to  fisill ;  Love  and  Valour 
are  not  free  from  dangers :  only  Hunger,  begotten 
of  some  old  limber  courtier,  in  paned  hose,  and 
nursed  by  an  attorney's  wife ;  now  so  thriven,  that 
he  need  not  fear  to  be  of  the  Great  Turk's  guard ; 
is  so  free  from  all  quarrels  and  dangers,  so  full  of 
hopes,  joys,  and  ticklings,  that  my  life  is  not  so 
dear  to  me  as  his  acquaintance. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  the  fish-head  is  gone. 

LoM.  Then  be  thou  henceforth  dumb,  with  thy 
ill-boding  voice ! 
Farewell,  Milan  !    Farewell,  noble  duke  ! 
Farewell,  my  fellow -courtiers  all,  with  whom 
I  have  of  yore  made  many  a  scrambling  meal 
In  comers,  behind  arrases,  on  stairs ; 
And  in  the  action  oftentimes  have  spoil'd 
Our  doublets  and  our  hose  with  liquid  stuff ! 
Farewell,  you  lusty  archers  of  the  guard. 
To  whom  I  now  do  give  the  bucklers  up. 
And  never  more  with  any  of  your  coat 
Will  eat  for  wagers  !  now  you  happy  be ; 
When  this  shall  light  upon  you,  tliink  on  me ! 
You  sewers,  carvers,  ushers  of  the  court, 
Simamed  gentle  for  your  fiiir  demean, 
Here  I  do  take  of  you  my  last  fareweU : 
May  you  stand  stiffly  in  your  proper  places, 
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And  execute  your  offices  aright ! 
Farewelli  you  maidens,  with  your  mothers  eke, 
Farewell,  you  courtly  chaplains  that  be  there  I 
All  good  attend  you !  may  you  never  more 
Marry  your  patron's  lady's  waiting. woman, 
But  may  you  raised  be  by  this  my  fall ! 
May  LazariUo  suffer  for  you  all ! 

Mercer.  Sir,  I  was  hearkening  to  you. 

Laz,  I  will  hear  nothing  I  I  will  break  my  knife, 
the  ensign  of  my  former  happy  state,  knock  out  my 
teeth,  have  them  hung  at  a  barber's,  and  enter  into 
religion. 

Boy.  Why,  sir,  I  think  I  know  whither  it  is  gone. 

Ltist.  See  the  rashness  of  man  in  his  nature  ! — 
Whither,  whither  ?  I  do  unsay  all  that  I  have  said ! 
Go  on,  go  on,  boy  I  I  humble  myself,  and  follow 
thee. — Farewell,  sir ! 

Mercer.  Not  so,  sir  ;  you  shall  take  a  piece  of 
beef  with  me. 

Laz.  I  cannot  stay. 

Mercer.  By  my  fay,  but  you  shall,  sir,  in  re- 


gard of  your  love  to  learning,  and  your  skill  in  the 
black  art. 

Lax.  I  do  hate  learning,  and  I  have  no  sldU  in 
the  black  art :  I  would  I  had ! 

Mercer.  Why,  your  desire  ia  suificient  to  me ; 
you  shall  stay. 

Lcus.  The  most  horrible  and  detested  cones  that 
can  be  imagined,  light  upon  all  the  profe»ors  of 
that  art !  May  they  be  drunk,  and,  when  they  go 
to  conjure,  reel  in  the  circle  1  May  the  spirits  br 
them  raised  tear  'em  in  pieces,  and  hang  ttidr 
quarters  on  old  broken  walls  and  steeple  tops ! 

Mercer.  This  speech  of  yours  shows  yoo  to  hafe 
some  skill  in  the  science ;  wherefore,  in  civility,  I 
may  not  suffer  you  to  depart  empty. 

Lax.  My  stomach  is  up ;  I  cannot  endure  it !  I 
will  fight  in  this  quarrel,  as  soon  as  for  my  prince. 
Room!  make  way  I  [Z>r«p»  *t*  raj^^r. 

Hunger  commands ;  my  valour  must  obey ! 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  l.^An  Antechamber  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Valorb  and  Arrioo. 

Val.  Is  the  duke  private  ? 
Arr,  He  is  alone;  but  I  think  your  lordship 
may  enter.  [Exit  Yaloax. 

Enter  GoirDAarNo. 

Gond.  Who  is  with  the  duke  ? 

Arr.  The  count  is  new  gone  in ;  but  the  duke 
will  come  forth,  before  you  can  be  weary  of 
waiting. 

Gond.  I  will  attend  him  here. 

Arr.  I  must  wait  without  the  door.  {Exit. 

Gond.  Doth  he  hope  to  clear  his  sister  ?  She 
will  come  no  more  to  my  house,  to  laugh  at  me : 
I  have  sent  her  to  an  habitation,  where,  when  she 
shall  be  seen,  it  will  set  a  gloss  upon  her  name  : 
Yet,  upon  my  soul,  I  have  bestowed  her  amongst 
the  purest-hearted  creatures  of  her  sex,  and  the 
freest  from  dissimulation ;  for  their  deeds  are  all 
alike,  only  they  dare  speak  what  the  rest  think. 
The  women  of  this  age,  (if  there  be  any  degrees  of 
comparison  amongst  their  sex,)  are  worse  than 
those  of  former  times  ;  for  I  have  read  of  women, 
of  that  truth,  spirit,  and  constancy,  that,  were  they 
now  living,  I  should  endure  to  see  them :  but  I  fear 
the  writers  of  the  time  belied  them ;  for  how  fami- 
liar a  thing  is  it  with  the  poets  of  our  age,  to  extol 
their  whores  (which  they  call  mutresses)  with  hea- 
venly praises  !  but,  I  thank  their  furies,  and  their 
crazed  brains,  beyond  belief  I  Nay,  how  many  that 
would  fain  seem  serious,  have  dedicated  grave  works 
to  ladies,  toothless,  hollow-eyed,  their  hair  shed- 
ding, purple-faced,  their  nails  apparently  coming 
off,  and  the  bridges  of  their  noses  broken  down, 
and  have  call'd  them  the  choice  handy-works  of 
Nature,  the  patterns  of  perfection,  and  the  wonder- 
ment of  women  !  Our  women  begin  to  swarm  like 
bees  in  summer :  As  I  came  hither,  there  was  no 
pair  of  stairs,  no  entry,  no  lobby,  but  was  pestered 
with  them  :  Methinks  there  might  be  some  course 
taken  to  destroy  them. 


Enter  Aauoo,  and  an  old  deafCounirf  Gentlewionaii, 
Suitor  to  ike  Duke. 

Arr.  I  do  accept  your  money :  Walk  here ;  and 
when  the  duke  comes  out,  you  shall  have  fit  oppor- 
tunity to  deliver  your  petition  to  him. 

Genilew.  I  thank  you  heartily.  I  pray  yoa  who's 
he  that  walks  there  ? 

Arr.  A  lord,  and  a  soldier,  one  in  good  hnmr 
with  the  duke :  If  you  could  get  him  to  deUver 
your  petition 

Gentlew,  What  do  you  say,  sir  ? 

Arr.  If  you  could  get  him  to  deUver  your  peti- 
tion for  you,  or  to  second  you,  'twere  sure. 

Genilew,  I  hope  I  shall  live  to  reqfuite  your 
kindness. 

Arr.  You  have  already.  [fw. 

Genilew.  May  it  please  your  lordship-^— 

Gond.  No,  no. 

Gentlew.  To  consider  the  estate 

Gond,  No. 

Gentlew,  Of  a  poor  oppressed  country  gentle- 
woman. 

Gond.  No,  it  doth  not  please  my  lordship. 

Gentlew.  First  and  foremost,  I  have  had  grest 
injury ;  then  I  have  been  brought  up  to  the  to«a 
three  times. 

Gond.  A  pox  on  him  that  brought  thee  to  the 
town ! 

Gentlew.  I  thank  your  good  lordahip  heartilj ' 
though  I  cannot  hear  well,  I  know  it  grieves  yoo : 
And  here  we  have  been  delay'd,  and  sent  down 
again,  and  fetch'd  up  again,  and  sent  down  agai&t 
to  my  great  charge ;  and  now  at  last  they  hxft 
fetch'd  me  up,  and  five  of  my  dau^ters-i. 

Gond.  Enough  to  damn  five  worlds  ! 

Gentlew,  Handsome  young  women,  though  I 
say  it ;  they  are  all  without ;  if  it  please  your  lord> 
ship,  I'll  call  them  in. 

Gond,  Five  women !  how  many  of  my  sense* 
should  I  have  left  me  then  ?  call  in  five  devils  fiist' 
No,  I  will  rather  walk  with  thee  alone. 
And  hear  thy  tedious  tale  of  injury. 
And  give  thee  answers  ;  whisper  in  thine  ear, 
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And  make  thee  understand  tlirongh  thy  French 
And  mil  this  with  tame  patience  I  [hood ; 

Genilew.  I  see  your  lordship  does  beUeye  that 
they  are  without ;  and  I  perceive  that  you  are 
mach  moTed  at  our  injury :  Here's  a  paper  will 
tell  you  more. 

Gond.  Away ! 

Gentlew.  It  may  be  you  had  rather  hear  me  tell 
it  tira  voee^  as  they  say. 

Gond.  Ohy  no,  no,  no,  no !  I  have  heard  it 
before.  * 

Gmtlew.  Then  you  haye  heard  of  enough  injury, 
for  a  poor  gentlewoman  to  receive. 

G<ind.  Never,  never ! — But  that  it  troubles  my 
consdenee  to  wish  any  good  to  these  women,  I 
coald  afford  them  to  be  valiant  and  able,  that  it 
mi^ht  be  no  disgrace  for  a  soldier  to  beat  them. 

Gentlew.  I  hope  your  lordship  will  deliver  my 
petition  to  his  grace;  and  you  may  tell  him 
withal— 

Gond,  What?  I  will  deliver  anything  against 
myself,  to  be  rid  on  thee. 

Gentiew.  That  yesterday,  about  three  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  I  met  my  adversary. 

Gond.  Give  me  thy  paper  I  he  can  abide  no  long 
tales. 

Gentlew.  'Us  very  short,  my  lord  :  And  I  de- 
manding of  him — 

Gond.  I'll  tell  him  that  shall  serve  thy  turn. 

Gentlew.  How  ? 

Gond.  I'll  tell  him  that  shall  serve  thy  turn : 
Begone !  Man  never  doth  remember  how  great 
hU  offences  are,  'till  he  do  meet  with  one  of  you, 
that  plagues  him  for  them.  Why  should  women 
only,  above  all  other  creatures  that  were  created 
for  the  benefit  of  man,  have  the  use  of  speech  ?  or 
why  should  any  deed  of  theirs,  done  by  their  fleshly 
appetites,  be  disgraceful  to  their  owners  ?  Nay, 
why  should  not  an  act  done  by  any  beast  I  keep, 
asainst  my  consent,  disparage  me  as  much  as  that 
of  theirs? 

Gentlew.  [Goings  reluma,']  Here's  some  few 
angels  for  your  lordship. 

Gond.  Again  ?  yet  more  torments  ? 

Gentlew.  Indeed  you  shall  have  them. 

Gond.  Keep  off  1 

Gentlew.  A  small  gratuity  for  your  kindness. 

Gond.  Hold  away  I       [.nrowt  them  on  the  ground. 

Gentlew,  Why,  then,  I  thank  your  lordship  ! 
I'll  gather  them  up  again ;  and  I'll  be  sworn  it  is 
the  first  money  that  was  refused  since  I  came  to 
the  court. 

Gond.  What  can  she  devise  to  say  more  ? 

Gentlew.  Truly,  I  would  have  willingly  parted 
with  them  to  your  lordship. 

Gond,  I  beiieve  it,  I  believe  it. 

Gentlew.  But  since  it  is  thus 

Gond.  More  yet  ? 

Gentlew.  I  will  attend  without,  and  expect  an 
answer. 

(}ond.  Do ;  begone^  and  thou  shalt  expect,  and 
have  anything ;  thou  shalt  have  thy  answer  from 
him :  and  he  were  best  to  give  thee  a  good  one  at 
tint,  for  thy  deaf  importunity  will  conquer  him 
too  in  the  end. 

Gentlew.  God  bless  your  lordship,  and  all  that 
favour  poor  distressed  country  gentlewomen  ! 

lExit. 

Gond.  An  the  diseases  of  man  light  upon  them 
that  do,  and  upon  me  when  I  do !  A  week  of  such 


days  would  either  make  me  stark  mad,  or  tame  me. 
Yonder  other  woman,  that  I  have  sure  enough, 
shall  answer  for  thy  sins.  Dare  they  incense  me 
still  ?  I'll  make  them  fear  as  much  to  be  ignorant 
of  me  and  my  moods,  as  men  are  to  be  ignorant  of 
the  law  they  live  under. — Who's  there  ?  my  blood 
grew  cold !  I  b^an  to  fear  my  suitor's  return. — 
'Tis  the  Duke. 

Enter  Dukjb  and  Yaloiuc. 

Vol.  I  know  her  chaste,  though  she  be  young 
And  is  not  of  that  forced  behaviour         [and  free. 
That  many  others  are ;  and  that  this  lord, 
Out  of  the  boundless  malice  to  the  sex, 
Hath  thrown  this  scandal  on  her. 

Gond.  Fortune  befriended  me  against  my  will, 
with  this  good  old  country  gentlewoman. — I  be- 
seech your  grace  to  view  favourably  the  petition 
of  a  wronged  gentlewoman. 

Duke.  What,  Gondarino,  are  you  become  a 
petitioner  for  your  enemies  ? 

Gond.  My  lord,  they  are  no  enemies  of  mine : 
I  confess,  Uie  better  to  cover  my  deeds,  which 
sometimes  were  loose  enough,  I  pretended  it  (as  it 
is  wisdom  to  keep  dose  our  incontinence);  but 
since  you  have  discovered  me,  I  will  no  more  put 
on  thjAt  visard,  but  will  as  freely  open  all  my 
thoughts  to  you  as  to  my  confessor. 

Duke.  What  say  you  to  this  ? 

Vol.  He  that  confesses  he  did  once  dissemble, 
I'll  never  trust  his  words  :  Can  yon  imagine 
A  maid,  whose  beauty  could  not  suffer  her 
To  live  thus  long  untempted  by  the  noblest. 
Richest,  and  cunning' st  masters  in  that  art. 
And  yet  hath  ever  held  a  fair  repute, 
Could  in  one  morning,  and  by  him,  be  brought 
To  forget  all  her  virtue,  and  turn  whore  ? 

Gond.  I  would  I  had  some  other  talk  in  hand. 
Than  to  accuse  a  sister  to  her  brother : 
Nor  do  I  mean  it  for  a  public  scandal. 
Unless  by  uiging  me  you  make  it  so. 

Duke.  I  will  read  this  at  better  leisure. — 
Where  is  the  lady  ?  [Gondarino, 

Vol.  At  his  house. 

Gond.  No ;  she  is  departed  thence. 

Vol.  Whither? 

Gond.  Uige  it  not  thus  ;  or  let  me  be  excused. 
If  what  I  speak  betray  her  chastity. 
And  both  increase  my  sorrow,  and  your  own. 

Vol.  Fear  me  not  so :  If  she  deserve  the  fame 
Which  she  hath  gotten,  I  would  have  it  publish'd. 
Brand  her  myself,  and  whip  her  through  the  city ! 
I  wish  those  of  my  blood  that  do  offend. 
Should  be  more  strictly  punish'd  than  my  foes. 
Let  it  be  proved  ! 

Duke.  Gondarino,  thou  shalt 
Prove  it,  or  suffer  worse  than  she  should  do. 

Gond.  Then  pardon  me,  if  I  betray  the  faults 
Of  one  I  love  more  dearly  than  myself, 
Since,  opening  hers,  I  shall  betray  mine  own : 
But  I  will  bring  you  where  she  now  intends 
Not  to  be  virtuous.     Pride  and  Wantonness, 
That  are  true  friends  in  deed,  though  not  in  show. 
Have  enter'd  on  her  heart ;  there  she  doth  bathe, 
And  sleek  her  hair,  and  practise  cunning  looks. 
To  entertain  me  with  ;  and  hath  her  thoughts 
As  full  of  lust  as  ever  you  did  think 
Them  full  of  modesty. 

Dukt.  Gondarino,  lead  on  ;  we'll  foUow  thee. 

[^Exeunt. 
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SCENE  11,^  The  Street  before  the  Bagnio. 

Enter  Pandar. 

Pandar,  Here  hope  I  to  meet  my  citizen,  and 
here  hopes  he  to  meet  his  scholar :  I  am  sure  I  am 
grave  enough  to  his  eyes,  and  knave  enough  to 
deceive  him :  I  am  believed  to  conjure,  raise  storms 
and  devils,  by  whose  power  I  can  do  wonders  : 
Let  him  believe  so  still ;  belief  hurts  no  man.  I 
have  an  honest  black  cloak  for  my  knavery,  and  a 
general  pardon  for  his  foolery,  firom  this  present 
day,  till  the  day  of  his  breaking.  Is't  not  a  misery, 
and  the  greatest  of  our  age,  to  see  a  handsome, 
young,  fair  enough,  and  well-mounted  wench, 
humble  herself  in  an  old  stammel  petticoat,  stand* 
ing  possesed  of  no  more  fringe  than  the  street  can 
fdlow  her ;  her  upper  parts  so  poor  and  wanting, 
that  you  may  see  her  bones  through  her  bodice  ; 
shoes  she  would  have,  if  her  captain  were  come 
over,  and  is  content  the  while  to  devote  herself  to 
ancient  slippers.  These  premises  well  considered, 
gentlemen,  will  move ;  they  make  me  melt,  I 
promise  you,  they  stir  me  much ;  and  were't  not 
for  my  smooth,  soft,  silken  citizen,  I  would  quit 
this  transitory  trade,  get  me  an  everlasting  robe, 
sear  up  my  conscience,  and  turn  sergeant.  But 
here  he  comes  is  mine ;  as  good  as  prize :  Sir 
Pandams,  be  my  speed  I — ^You  are  most  fitly  met, 
sir. 

Snter  Meroer. 

Mercer.  And  you  as  well  encountered.  What 
of  this  heir  ?     Have  your  books  been  propitious  ? 

Pandar,  Sir,  'tis  done !  She's  come,  she's  in 
my  house  ;  make  yourself  apt  for  courtship,  stroke 
up  your  stockings,  lose  not  an  inch  of  your  legs' 
goodness  ;  I  am  sure  you  wear  socks. 

Mercer,  There  your  books  fail  you,  sir;  in 
truth  I  wear  no  socks. 

Pandar.  I  would  you  had,  sir !  it  were  the 
sweeter  grace  for  your  legs.  Get  on  your  gloves ; 
are  they  perfumed  ? 

Mercer.  A  pretty  wash,  I  will  assure  you. 

Pandar.  'Twill  serve.  Your  offers  must  be  fiill 
of  bounty ;  velvets  to  furnish  a  gown,  silks  for 
petticoats  and  foreparts,  shag  for  lining ;  forget 
not  some  pretty  jewel,  to  fasten  after  some  little 
compliment !  If  she  deny  this  courtesy,  double 
your  bounties ;  be  not  wanting  in  abundance : 
fullness  of  gifts,  link'd  with  a  pleasing  tongue, 
will  win  an  anchorite.  Sir,  you  are  my  fnend,  and 
friend  to  all  that  profess  good  letters ;  I  must  not 
use  this  office  else ;  it  fits  not  for  a  scholar  and  a 
gentleman.  Those  stockings  are  of  Naples,  they 
are  silk  ? 

Mercer.  You  are  again  beside  your  text,  sir ; 
they  are  of  the  best  of  wool,  and  they  are  cleped 
Jersey. 

Pandar.  Sure  they  are  very  dear  ? 

Mercer.  Nine  shillings,  by  my  love  to  learning  1 

Pandar.  Pardon  my  judgment ;  we  scholars  use 
no  other  objects  but  our  books. 

Mercer.  There  is  one  thing  entomb'd  in  that 
grave  breast,  that  makes  me  equally  admire  it  with 
your  scholarship. 

Pandar.  Sir,  but  that  in  modesty  I  am  bound 
not  to  affect  mine  own  commendation,  I  would 
enquire  it  of  you. 

Meroer.  Sure,  you  are  very  honest;  and  yet 
you  have  a  kind  of  modest  fear  to  show  it :  Do 


not  deny  it ;  that  iiBice  of  yours  u  a  worthy,  learned, 
modest  face. 

Pandar.  Sir,  I  can  blasli. 

Mercer.  Virtue  and  grace  are  always  paired 
together :  But  I  will  leave  to  stir  your  blood,  sir ; — 
and  now  to  our  business  1 

Pandar.  Foiget  not  my  instructions. 

Mercer.  I  apprehend  you,  sir;  I  will  gather 
myself  together  with  my  best  phrases,  and  so  1 
shall  discourse  in  some  sort  takingly. 

Pandar.  This  was  well  worded,  sir,  and  like  a 
scholar. 

Mercer.  The  muses  fiivoar  me,  as  my  intents 
are  virtuous  I  Sir,  you  shall  be  my  tntor ;  'tis 
never  too  late,  sir,  to  love  learning.  When  1  csn 
once  speak  true  Latin 

Pandar.  What  do  you  intend,  sur  ? 

Mercer.  Marry,  I  will  then  beggn'  ril  your 
bawdy  writers,  and  undertake,  at  the  peril  of  mj 
own  invention,  all  pageants,  poesies  for  chimnies, 
speeches  for  the  Didce's  entertainment,  whcnai- 
ever  and  whatsoever ;  nay,  I  will  build,  at  mine 
own  charge,  an  hospital,  to  which  shall  retire  all 
diseased  opinions,  all  broken  poets,  all  proae-men 
that  are  fallen  from  small  sense  to  mere  letten ; 
and  it  shall  be  lawful  for  a  lawyer,  if  he  be  a  dvil 
man,  though  he  have  undone  others  and  himself 
by  the  language,  to  retire  to  this  poor  life,  and 
learn  to  be  honest. 

Pandar.  Sir,  you  are  very  good,  and  very  cha- 
ritable ;  you  are  a  true  pattern  for  the  city,  sir ! 

Meroer.  Sir,  I  do  know  sufficiently,  their  »hop« 
books  cannot  save  them  ;  there  is  a  farther  end— 

Pandar,  Oh,  sir,  much  may  be  done  by  manu- 
script. 

Mercer.  I  do  confess  it,  sir,  provided  still  they 
be  canonical,  and  have  some  worthy  bands  set  to 
'em  for  probation. — But  we  forget  onrselvea. 

Pandar.  Sir,  enter  when  you  please,  and  all 
good  language  tip  your  tongue  I 

Mercer.  All  that  love  learning  pray  for  my 
good  success  1  IBjeit  into  the  kmue. 

Enter  Lojlkiua  and  Boy. 

LoM.  Boy,  whereabouts  are  we .' 

Boy.  Sir,  by  all  tokens,  this  is  the  house ;  baw- 
dy, I  am  sure,  because  of  the  broken  windows.— 
The  fish-head  is  within ;  if  yon  dare  ventore,  here 
you  may  surprise  it. 

LajK.  The  misery  of  man  may  fitly  be  comparetl 
to  a  didapper,  who,  when  she  is  under  water,  past 
our  sight,  and  indeed  can  seem  no  more  to  as. 
rises  again,  shakes  but  herself,  and  is  the  same  she 
was  ;  so  is  it  still  with  transitory  man  :  Tkoa  day. 
oh,  but  an  hour  since,  and  I  was  mighty,  might; 
in  knowledge,  mighty  in  my  hopes,  nighty  ia 
blessed  means,  and  was  so  truly  happy,  tha(  1 
durst  have  said,  "  Live,  Lazarillo,  and  be  satisfied  I*' 
But  now 

Boy.  Sir,  you  are  yet  afloat,  and  may  recoTvr: 
be  not  your  own  wreck :  Here  lies  the  harboar  *, 
go  in,  and  ride  at  ease  ! 

Lax.  Boy,  I  am  received  to  be  a  gentleman » a 
courtier,  and  a  man  of  action,  modest  and  wise ; 
and,  be  it  spoken  with  thy  reverence,  child, 
abounding  virtuous ;  and  wouldst  thou  have  a  maa 
of  these  choice  habits,  covet  the  cover  of  a  bawdy- 
house  ?  Yet,  if  I  go  not  in,  I  am  bnt 

Boy,  But  what,  sir  } 

haz.  Dust,  boy,  but  dust ;  and  my  sonl,  vasa- 
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tisfied,  shall  haunt  the  keepers  of  my  blessed  saint, 
and  I  will  i^pear. 

Bojf.  [Ande.}  An  ass  to  all  nien.»Sir,  these 
are  no  means  to  stay  yonr  appetite;  you  most 
resolve  to  enter. 

La*.  Were  not  the  hoose  subject  to  martial 
Uw 

£oy.  If  that  be  all,  sir,  yon  may  enter,  for  yon 
can  know  nothing  here  that  the  court  is  ignorant 
of ;  only  the  more  eyes  shall  look  upon  you,  for 
there  they  wink  one  at  another's  faults. 

LoM.  If  I  do  not 

B09.  Then  you  must  beat  fairly  back  again,  fall 
to  yoar  physical  mess  of  porridge,  and  the  twice- 
sack'd  carcase  of  a  capon :  Fortune  may  favour 
Toa  so  much,  to  send  the  bread  to  it :  but  it's  a 
mere  venture,  and  money  may  be  put  out  upon  it. 

LoM.  I  will  go  in  and  live ;  pretend  some  love 
to  the  gentlewoman,  screw  mysdf  in  affection,  and 
so  be  satisfied. 

Pandar.  This  fly  is  caught,  is  meshed  already ; 
I  will  suck  him,  and  lay  him  by. 

Bof.  Muffle  yourself  in  your  doak  by  any 
means;  'tis  a  received  thing  among  gallants,  to 
valk  to  their  lechery  as  though  they  had  the  rheum. 
Twas  well  yon  brought  not  your  horse. 

Lojr.  Why,  boy  ? 

Bojf.  'Faith,  sir,  'tis  the  fashion  of  our  gentry, 
to  have  their  horses  wait  at  door  like  men,  while 
the  beasts  their  masters  are  within  at  rack  and 
manger ;  'twould  have  discover 'd  much. 

Lax.  I  will  lay  by  these  habits,  formsy^and  grave 
Respects  of  what  I  am,  and  be  myself: 
Ooly  my  appetite,  my  fire,  my  soul, 
My  being,  my  dear  appetite,  shall  go 
Along  with  me ; 

Ann*d  with  whose  strength  I  fearless  will  attempt 
The  greatest  danger  dare  oppose  my  fury* 
1  am  resolved,  wherever  that  thou  art, 
Most  sacred  dish,  hid  from  unhallow'd  eyes. 
To  find  thee  out ! 

Be'st  thou  in  hell,  by  rap*d  Proserpina, 
To  be  a  rival  in  black  Pluto's  love ; 
Or  mov'st  thou  in  the  heavens,  a  form  divine, 
^'»*h'ng  the  lazy  spheres ;  or  if  thou  be'st 
Retum'd  to  thy  first  being,  thy  mother  sea, 
There  will  I  seek  thee  forth :  Earth,  air,  nor  fire. 
Nor  the  black  shades  below  shall  bar  my  sight, 
So  daring  is  my  powerful  appetite  I 

Bof.  Sir,  you  may  save  this  long  voyage,  and 
t^e  a  shorter  cut :  You  have  forgot  yourself ;  the 
fi*h*head'8  here ;  your  own  imaginations  have 
made  yon  mad. 

Las.  Term  it  a  jealous  fury,  good  my  boy  ! 

Bop.  'Faith,  sir,  term  it  what  you  will,  you  must 
nse  other  terms  before  you  can  get  it. 

Laz.  The  look*  of  my  sweet  love  are  fair, 
Freeh  and  feeding  as  the  air  I 

Boff,  Sir,  you  forget  yourself. 

LduL   Was  never  seen  so  rare  a  head. 
Of  any  fish  alive  or  dead  I 

Boy.  Good  sir,  remember  I  this  is  the  house,  sir. 

Laz.  Cursed  be  he  that  dare  not  venture 

Boy.  Pity  yourself,  sir,  and  leave  this  fury. 

Laz.  For  such  a  prize  /  and  so  I  enter. 

[Lamamllo  and  Boy  exeunt  into  the  kou$e. 

Fandiir,  Dun's  i'  th'  mire ;  get  out  again,  how 
be  can :  My  honest  gallant,  I'll  show  you  one  trick 
more  than  ever  the  fool  your  father  dream'd  of  yet. 
Madonna  Julia  1 


EtUer  Jdlia. 

Julia.  What  news,  my  sweet  rogue  ?  My  dear 
sins'  broker,  what  good  news  ? 

Pandar.  There  is  a  kind  of  ignorant  thing, 
much  like  a  courtier,  now  gone  in. 

Julia.  Is  a'  gallant  ? 

Pandar,  He  shines  not  very  gloriously,  nor  does 
he  wear  one  skin  perfumed  to  keep  the  other  sweet ; 
his  coat  is  not  in  or,  nor  does  the  world  run  yet  on 
wheels  with  him  ;  he's  rich  enough,  and  has  a  small 
thing  follows  him,  like  to  a  boat  tied  to  a  tall  ship's 
tail.  Give  him  entertainment ;  be  light  and  flash- 
ing, like  a  meteor ;  hug  him  about  the  neck,  give 
him  a  kiss,  and  lisping  cry,  "Good  sir!"  and  he's 
thine  own,  as  fast  as  he  were  tied  to  thine  arms  by 
indenture. 

Julia.  I  dare  do  more  than  this,  if  he  be  of  the 
true  court  cut ;  I'll  take  him  out  a  lesson  worth 
the  learning :  But  we  are  but  their  apes. — ^What's 
he  worth  ? 

Pandar.  Be  he  rich  or  poor,  if  he  will  take  thee 
with  him,  thou  may'st  use  thy  trade,  free  from 
constables  and  marshals. — ^Who  hath  been  here 
since  I  went  out  ? 

Julia.  There  is  a  gentlewoman  sent  hither  by  a 
lord :  She's  a  piece  of  dainty  stuff,  my  rogue ; 
smooth  and  soft  as  new  sattin;  she  was  never 
gummed  yet,  boy,  nor  fretted. 

Pandar.  Where  lies  she  ? 

JtUia.  She  lies  above,  towards  the  street ;  not 
to  be  spoke  with,  but  by  the  lord  that  sent  her,  or 
some  nrom  him,  we  have  in  charge  from  his  ser- 
vants. 

Enter  Lasarillo. 

Pandar,  Peace !  he  comes  out  again  upon  dis- 
covery :  Up  with  all  your  canvass,  hale  him  in  1 
and,  when  thou  hast  done,  clap  him  aboard. bravely, 
my  valiant  pinnace ! 

Julia.  Be  gone !  I  shall  do  reason  with  him. 

[Pandar  retires. 

Lax.  Are  you  the  special  beauty  of  this  house  ? 

Julia,  Sir,  you  have  given  it  a  more  special  re- 
gard by  your  good  language,  than  these  black 
brows  can  merit; 

Laz,  Lady,  you  are  fidr. 

JuJia,  Fair,  sir  ?  I  thank  you  1  all  the  poor 
means  I  have  left  to  be  thought  grateful,  is  but  a 
kiss,  and  you  shall  have  it,  sir.  IKiuee  him. 

Laz,  You  have  a  very  moving  lip. 

Julia.  Prove  it  again,  sir ;  it  may  be  your  sense 
was  set  too  high,  and  so  over-wrought  itself. 

Laz,  [Kisses  her,"]  'Tis  still  the  same.  How  far 
may  you  hold  the  time  to  be  spent,  lady  ? 

Julia,  Four  o'clock,  sir. 

Laz,  1  have  not  eat  to-day. 

Julia,  You  will  have  the  better  stomach  to  your 
supper ;  in  the  mean  time,  I'll  feed  you  with  de- 
light. 

Laz.  'Tis  not  so  good  upon  an  empty  stomach : 
If  it  might  be  without  the  trouble  of  your  house, 
I  would  eat. 

JuHa.  Sir,  we  can  have  a  capon  ready. 

Laz,  The  day? 

Julia,  'Tis  Friday,  sir. 

L€ut,  I  do  eat  little  flesh  upon  these  days. 

Julia,  Come,  sweet!  you  shall  not  think  on 
meat ;  I  will  drown  it  with  a  better  appetite. 

Laz,  I  feel  it  work  more  strangely;  I  must 
eat. 

Julia.  'Tis  now  too  late  to  send :  I  say  you  shall 
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not  think  on  meat ;  if  yon  do,  bj  this  kiss,  I'll  be 
angry. 

Lctx.  I  could  be  far  more  sprightful  had  I  eaten, 
and  more  lasting. 

Julia.  What  will  you  have,  sir  ?  name  but  the 
fish,  my  maid  shall  bring  it,  if  it  may  be  got. 

Laz.  Methinka  your  house  should  not  be  so 
unfurnished,  as  not  to  have  some  pretty  modicum. 

Julia,  It  ifl  so  now:  but,  .coald  you  stay  till 
supper 

Lax.  Sure  I  hare  offended  highly,  and  much, 
and  my  inflictions  make  it  manifest !  I  will  retire 
henceforth,  and  keep  my  chamber,  live  privately, 
and  die  forgotten. 

Julia.  Sir,  I  must  crave  your  pardon  !  I  had 
forgot  myself :  I  have  a  dish  of  meat  within,  and 
His  fish :  I  think  this  dukedom  holds  not  a  dain- 
tier ;  'tis  an  umbrana's  head. 

Lax.  Lady,  this  Idss  is  yours,  and  this. 

Julia.  Ho  !  within  there !  cover  the  board,  and 
set  the  fish-head  on  it. 

Lax.  Now  am  I  so  truly  happy,  so  much  above 
all  fate  and  fortune,  tiiat  I  should  despise  that  man 
durst  say,  *'  Remember,  Lazarillo,  thou  art  mor- 
tal!" 

Enttr  InteUigenoera  ¥>i(k  a  Guard. 

2  Int.  This  is  the  vUIain:  Lay  hands  on  him  ! 

Lax.  [He  is  seixed.}  Gentlemen,  why  am  I 
thus  entreated?  what  is  the  nature  of  my  crime  ? 

2  Int.  Sir,  though  you  have  carried  it  a  great 
while  privately,  and  (as  you  think)  well,  yet  we 
have  seen  you,  sir,  and  we  do  know  thee,  Laza- 
rillo,  for  a  traitor ! 

Lax.  The  gods  defend  our  Duke. 

2  Int.  Amen  !  Sir,  sir,  this  cannot  save  that 
stiff  neck  from  the  halter. 

Julia.  Gentlemen,  I  am  glad  you  have  discovered 
him  :  he  should  not  have  eaten  under  my  roof  for 
twenty  pounds  ;  and  surely  I  did  not  like  him  when 
he  call'd  for  fish. 

Lax.  My  friends,  will  ye  let  me  have  that  little 
favour 

1  Int.  Sir,  you  shall  haye  law,  and  nothing  else. 
Lax.  To  let  me  stay  the  eating  of  a  bit  or  two  ; 

for  I  protest  I  am  yet  fasting. 

Julia.  I'll  have  no  traitor  come  within  my  house. 

Lax.  Now  could  I  wish  myself  I  had  been  trai- 
tor!     I  have  strength  enough  for  to  endure  it,  had 
I  but  patience.     Man,  thou  art  but  grass,  thou  art 
a  bubble,  and  thou  must  perish. 
Then  lead  along ;  I  am  prepared  for  all : 
Since  I  have  lost  my  hopes,  welcome  my  faU  ! 

2  Int.  Away,  sir ! 

Lax.  As  thou  hast  hope  of  man,  stay  but  this 
dish  this  two  hours ;  I  doubt  not  but  I  shall  be 
discharged :  By  this  light,  I  will  marry  thee ! 

Julia.  You  shall  marry  me  first  then. 

Lax.  I  do  contract  myself  unto  thee  now,  be- 
fore these  gentlemen. 

Julia.  I'll  preserve  it  till  you  be  hanged  or 
quitted. 

Lax.  Thanks !  thanks  ! 

2  Int.  Away,  away  !  you  shall  thank  her  at  the 
gallows. 

Lax.  Adieu,  adieu ! 

lExeunt  Laearillo,  InteUIgcnoers,  and  Qiiard. 

Julia.  If  he  live,  I'll  have  him ;  if  he  be  hang*d, 
there's  no  loss  in  it  lExit. 


OaiANA  and  her  Waiting-waDouui,  lookit^  4mt  at  a  Windoie. 

Ori.  Hast  thou  provided  one  to  bear  my  letter 
to  my  brother  ? 

Wait.  1  have  enquired  ;  but  they  of  the  house 
will  suffer  no  letter  nor  message  to  be  eaxried  from 
yon,  but  such  as  the  lord  Gondarino  shall  be  ac- 
quainted with :  Truly,  madam,*I  suspect  the  house 
to  be  no  better  than  it  should  be. 

Ori.  What  dost  thou  doubt  ? 

Wait.  'Faith,  I  am  loth  to  teUit,  madam. 

Ori.  Out  with  it !  'Tis  not  true  modesty  to  fear 
to  speak  that  thou  dost  think. 

Wait.  1  think  it  be  one  of  these  same  bawdy- 
houses. 

Ori.  *T\b  no  matter,  wench ;  we  are  warm  in  it; 
keep  thou  thy  mind  pure,  and,  upon  my  word,  that 
name  will  do  thee  no  hurt ;  I  cannot  force  myself 
yet  to  fear  anything.  When  I  do  get  out,  I'U  have 
another  encounter  with  my  Woman-Hater.  Here 
will  I  sit :  I  may  get  sight  of  some  of  my  friends ; 
it  must  needs  be  a  comfort  to  them  to  see  me  here. 


EnUr  DtTKX,  CtoNnaanro,  TAU»m,  and  Amxmo,dUgttiud. 

Gond.  Are  vre  all  sufficiently  disguised  ?  for  this 
house  where  she  attends  me,  is  not  to  be  visited  in 
our  own  shapes. 

Duke.  We  are  not  ourselves. 

Arr.  I  know  the  house  to  be  sinful  enough  ;  yet 
I  have  been,  heretofore,  and  durst  now,  but  for 
discovering  of  yon,  appear  here  in  my  own  like- 

Duke.  Where's  Lucio  ?  [neaj. 

Arr.  My  lord,  he  said  the  affairs  of  the  oommon- 
wealth  would  not  suffer  him  to  attend  always. 

Duke.  Some  great  ones,  questionless,   that  he 

Vol.  Come, -let  us  enter.  [wUl  handle. 

G<md.  [AiMe.'[  See,  how  fortune  striTes  to  re- 
venge  my  quarrel  upon  these  women !  She'«  in 
the  window ;  were  it  not  to  undo  her,  I  should  not 
look  upon  her. 

Duie.  Lead  us,  Grondarino  ! 

Gond.  Stay ;  since  you  force  me  to  display  my 
shame, 
Look  there  I  and  you,  my  lord  !   know  yon   that 

Duke.  'Tis  she.  [fece? 

Val.  It  is. 

Gond.  'Tis  she,  whose  greatest  virtue  ever  wa^ 
Dissimulation ;  she  that  still  hath  strore 
More  to  sin  cunningly,  than  to  avoid  it ; 
She  that  hath  ever  sought  to  be  accounted 
Most  virtuous,  when  she  did  deserve  moat  scandal ; 
'Tis  she  that  itches  now,  and,  in  the  height 
Of  her  intemperate  thoughts,  with  greedy  eyes 
Expects  my  coming  to  allay  her  lust. 
Leave  her  I  forget  she  is  thy  sister ! 

Val.  Stay,  stay ! 

Duke.  I  am  as  full  of  this  as  thou  canst  be ; 
The  memory  of  this  will  easily 
Hereafter  stay  my  loose  and  wand'ring  thoughts 
From  any  woman. 

Val.  This  will  not  down  with  me ;  I  dare  not 
trust  this  fellow. 

Duke,  Leave  her  here  !  That  only  shall  be  hex 
punishment,  never  to  be  fetch'd  from  hence ;  bat 
let  her  use  her  trade  to  get  her  living. 

Val.  Stay,  good  my  lord  !  I  do  Mieve  all  this, 
as  great  men  as  I  have  had  known  whores  to  thrif 
sisters,  and  have  laugh'd  at  it  I  would  &in  hat 
how  she  talks,  since  she  grew  thus  light:  will  yuaf 
grace  make  him  show  himself  to  her,  as  if  he  mm$ 
now  come  to  satisfy  her  longing  f  whilst  we^  unsetit 
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of  her,  oTerhear  her  wantonness.  Let's  make 
oar  best  of  it  now ;  we  shall  have  good  mirth. 

Duke,  Do  it,  Gondarino. 

Gcnd,  I  most: — Fortune,  assist  me  but  this 
once  I 

Vol.  Here  we    shall  stand  nnseen,   and  near 

GowL  Madam  I  Oriana  !  [enough. 

Ori.  Who's  that  ?  Oh  I  my  lord  ! 

Goad,  Shall  I  come  up  ? 

Ori,  Oh,  you  are  merry ;  shall  I  come  down  ? 

Gend.  It  is  better  there. 

Ori.  What  is  the  confession  of  the  lie  you  made 
to  the  Duke,  which  I  scarce  beliere  yet  you  had 
impodence  enough  to  do  ?  Did  it  not  gain  you  so 
much  faith  with  me,  as  that  I  was  willing  to  be  at 
vour  lordship's  bestowing,  till  you  had  recovered 
my  credit,  and  confessed  yourself  a  liar,  as  you  pre- 
tended to  do  ?  I  confess  I  began  to  fear  you,  and 
desired  to  be  out  of  your  house ;  but  your  own 
followers  forced  me  hither. 


Gond,  'Tis  weU  suspected ;  dissemble  still,  for 
there  are  some  may  hear  us  ! 

Ori,  More  tricks  yet,  my  lord  ?  What  house  this 
is  I  know  not ;  I  only  know  myself;  'twere  a  great 
conquest,  if  you  could  fasten  a  scandal  upon  me. 
'Faith,  my  lord,  give  me  leave  to  write  to  my  bro- 
ther! 

Duke.  Come  down ! 

Val.  Come  down ! 

Arr,  If  it  please  your  grace,  there  is  a  back 
door. 

Vol.  Come,  meet  us  there  then. 

Duke,  It  seems  you  are  acquainted  with  the 
house. 

Arr,  I  have  been  in  it. 

Gond,  She  saw  you,  and  dissembled. 

Duke.  Sir,  we  shall  know  that  better. 

Gond,  Bring  me  unto  her !  if  I  prove  her  not 
To  be  a  strumpet,  let  me  be  contemn'd 
Of  all  her  sex.  iExtutd. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE    I. — Lucio's  Apartment. 

in  the  book  Part, 


A  Curtain 


Enter  Lucio. 

L'iHo,   Now,  whilst  the  young  duke  follows  his 

delights, 
We  that  do  mean  to  practise  in  the  state. 
Must  pick  our  times,  and  set  our  faces  in, 
\nd  nod  onr  heads,  as  it  may  prove  most  fit 
For  the  main  good  of  the  dear  commonwealth. — 
Who's  within  there  ? 

Enter  Secretary. 

Setr.  My  lord  ? 

Lucio,  Secretary,  fetch  the  gown  I  use  to  read 
petitions  in,  and  the  standish  I  answer  French  let- 
tens  with ;  and  call  in  the  gentleman  that  attends. 

iEjeit  Seeretary. 
Little  know  they  that  do  not  deal  in  state. 
How  many  things  there  are  to  be  observed, 
Wliich  seem  but  little ;  yet,  by  one  of  us 
'  ^iMse  brains  do  wind  about  the  commonwealth) 
Neglected,  cracks  our  credits  utterly. 

Enter  Gentleman  and  Secretary. 

>a-.  but  that  I  do  presume  upon  your  secresy,  I 
would  not  have  appeared  to  you  thus  ignorantly  at- 
tired, without  a  toothpick  in  a  ribbuid,  or  a  ring 
in  my  bandstring. 

Geni.  Your  lordship  sent  for  me. 

Lucio,  I  did :  Sir,  your  long  practice  in  the 
fUte,  under  a  great  man,  hath  led  you  to  much 
tTp«rience. 

Gent,  My  lord! 

Lucio,  Suffer  not  your  modesty  to  excuse  it.  In 
ibort,  and  in  private,  I  desire  your  direction :  I 
take  my  study  already  to  be  furnished  after  a  grave 
acd  wise  method. 

Gent.  What  win  this  lord  do  .>  lAHde. 

Lucio,  My  book-strings  are  suitable,  and  of  a 
mrfazng  colour. 

Gent.  How's  this  ?  lAetde. 

Lucio.  My  standish  of  wood  strange  and  sweet, 
and  my  fore-flap  hangs  in  the  right  place,  and  as 
near  Machiavel's  as  can  be  gather  d  by  tradition. 


Gent.  [Ande."]  Are  there  such  men  as  will  say 
nothing  abroad,  and  play  the  fools  in  their  lodg- 
ings? This  lord  must  be  follow'd — ^And  hath 
your  lordship  some  new-made  words  to  scatter  in 
your  speeches  in  public,  to  gain  note,  that  the 
hearers  may  carry  them  away,  and  dispute  of  them 
at  dinner  ? 

Lucio.  1  have,  sir;  and,  besides,  my  several 
gowns  and  caps  agreeable  to  my  several  occa- 
sions. 

C^t,  'Tb  well ;  and  you  have  learned  to  write 
a  bad  hand,  that  the  readers  may  take  pains  for  it  ? 

Lucio.  Yes,  sir ;  and  I  give  out  I  have  the  palsy. 

Gent.  Good ! — 'Twere  better  though  if  you  had 
it.  lAside,] — Your  lordship  hath  a  secretary  that 
can  write  fair,  when  you  purpose  to  be  understood  ? 

Lucio.  'Faith,  sir,  I  have  one ;  there  he  stands  ; 
he  hath  been  my  secretary  these  seven  years,  but 
he  hath  forgotten  to  write. 

Gent.  If  he  can  make  a  writing  face,  it  is  not 
amiss,  so  he  keep  his  own  counsel.  Your  lordship 
hath  no  hope  of  the  gout  ? 

Lucio.  Uh !  little,  sir,  since  the  pain  in  my 
right  foot  left  me. 

Gent.  'Twill  be  some  scandsl  to  your  wisdom, 
though  I  see  your  lordship  knows  enough  in  pub- 
lic business. 

Lucio.  I  am  not  employed  though  to  my  desert 
in  occasions  foreign,  nor  frequented  for  matters 
domestical. 

Gent.  Not  frequented  ?  What  course  takes  your 
lordship  ? 

Lucio.  The  readiest  way;  my  door  stands  wide ; 
my  secretary  knows  I  am  not  denied  to  any. 

Gent.  In  this  (give  me  leave)  your  lordship  is 
out  of  the  way :  make  a  back-door  to  let  out  intel- 
ligencers ;  seem  to  be  ever  busy,  and  put  your  door 
under  keepers,  and  you  shall  have  a  troop  of  clients 
sweating  to  come  at  you. 

Lucio.  1  have  a  back-door  already :  I  will  hence- 
forth be  busy. — Secretary,  run  and  keep  the  door. 

lExit  Secretary. 

Gent.  This  will  fetch  'em. 
Lucio.  I  hope  so. 
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Ae-«fifcr  Secretary. 

Seer.  My  lord,  there  are  some  require  access  to 
you,  about  weighty  aflfairs  of  state. 

Lueio.  Already? 

Gent.  I  told  you  so. 

Lttcio.  How  weighty  is  the  business  ? 

Seer.  Treason,  my  lord. 

Lueio.  Sir,  my  debts  to  you  for  this  are  g^reat. 

Gent.  I  will  leave  your  lordship  now. 

Lueio.  Sir,  my  death  must  be  sudden,  if  I  requite 
you  not.    At  the  back-door,  good  sir. 

Gent.  I  will  be  your  lordship's  intelligencer  for 
once.  lExit. 

Seer.  My  lord. 

Lueio.  Let  'em  in,  and  say  I  am  at  my  study. 

[^Retires  behind  the  curtain. 

Enter  "Lamamujo  and  two  Intelliganoera. 

1  Int.  Where  is  your  lord  ? 

Seer.  At  his  study ;  but  he  will  have  you  brought 
in. 

Lax.'-  Why,  gentlemen,  what  will  you  chaige  me 
withal  ?     • 

2  Int.  Treason,  horrible  treason :  I  hope  to 
have  the  leading  of  thee  to  prison,  and  prick  thee 
on  r  th'  arse  mth  a  halbert ;  to  have  him  hang'd 
that  salutes  thee,  and  call  all  those  in  question  that 
spit  not  upon  thee. 

Laz.  My  thread  is  spun ;  yet,  might  I  but  call 
for  this  dish  of  meat  at  the  gallows,  instead  of  a 
psalm,  it  were  to  be  endured.  The  curtain  opens  ; 
now  my  end  draws  on.    ISeeretarp  dratet  the  Curtain. 

Lucio.  Gentlemen,  I  am  not  empty  of  weighty 
occasions  at  this  time.    I  pray  you,  your  business. 

1  Int.  My  lord,  I  think  we  have  discovered  one 
of  the  most  bloody  traitors  that  ever  the  world 
held. 

Lucio,  Signor  Lazarillo,  I  am  glad  you  are  one 
of  this  discovery :  give  me  your  hand  1 

2  Int.  My  lord,  that  is  the  traitor. 

Lucio.  Keep  him  off!  I  would  not  for  my  whole 
estate  have  touched  him. 

Lax.  My  lord 

Lueio.  Peace,  sir  1  I  know  the  devil  is  at  your 
tongue's  end,  to  furnish  you  mth  speeches.  What 
are  the  particulars  you  charge  him  with  ? 

{Thep  deliver  a  Paper  to  Lvcio,  wAo  reads. 

Both  Int.  We  have  conferr'd  our  notes,  and 
have  extracted  that,  which  we  will  justify  upon  our 
oaths. 

Lucio.  [Reade.]  "That  he  would  be  greater 
than  the  duke  ;  that  he  had  cast  plots  for  this,  and 
meant  to  corrupt  some  to  betray  him ;  that  he 
would  bum  the  city,  kill  the  duke,  and  poison  the 
privy-council ;  and,  lastly,  kill  himself."  Though 
thou  deservest  justly  to  be'  hang'd  with  silence,  yet 
I  allow  thee  to  speak :  be  short. 

Lax.  My  lord,  so  may  my  greatest  wish  succeed, 
So  may  I  live,  and  compass  what  I  seek. 
As  1  had  never  treason  in  my  thoughts. 
Nor  ever  did  conspire  the  overthrow 
Of  any  creatures,  but  of  brutish  beasts. 
Fowls,  fishes,  and  such  other  human  food. 
As  is  provided  for  the  good  of  man. 
If  stealing  custards,  tarts,  and  florentines, 
By  some  late  statute  be  created  treason, 
How  many  fellow-courtiers  can  I  bring, 
Whose  long  attendance  and  experience 
Hath  made  them  deeper  in  the  plot  than  I  f 

Lueio.  Peace!  such  hath  ever  been  the  clemency 


of  my  gracious  master  the  duke,  in  aD  his  proceed* 
ings,  that  I  had  thoQght,  and  thought  I  had  tlioQgfat 
rightly,  that  Malice  would  long  ere  this  have  hid 
herself  in  her  den,  and  have  turned  her  own  sting 
against  her  own  heart :  but  I  well  now  perceive, 
that  so  froward  is  the  disposition  of  a  depraved 
nature,  that  it  doth  not  only  seek  revenge,  where 
it  hath  received  injury,  but  many  times  thirst  after 
their  destruction  where  it  hath  met  with,  benefits. 

Lax.  But,  my  good  lord 

2  Int.  Let's  gag  him. 

Lucio.  Peace !  again  !  '  But  many  times  thirst 
after  their  destruction  where  it  hath  met  with  be> 
nefits ;'  there  I  left.  Such,  and  no  better,  are  the 
business  that  we  have  now  in  hand* 

1  Int.  He's  excellently  spoken. 

2  Int.  He'll  wind  a  traitor,  I  warrant  him. 
Lucio.  But  surely,  methinks,  setting  aside  the 

touch  of  conscience,  and  all  other  Inward  «Dnvol- 

sioos 

2  Int.  He'll  be  hang'd,  I  know  by  tiiat  woid. 

Lax.  Your  lordship  may  consider 

Lucio.  Hold  thy  peace !  thou  canst  not  ansver 

this  speech ;  no  traitor  can  answer  it.  Bat,  because 

you  cannot  answer  this  speech,  I  take  it  you  have 

confessed  the  treason. 

1  Int.  The  Count  Vabre  vrasthe  first  that  dis- 
covered him,  and  can  witness  it ;  but  he  left  the 
matter  to  your  lordship's  grave  consideration. 

Lucio.  I  thank  his  lordship  1 — Carry  him  awsj 
speedily  to  the  duke. 

Lax.  Now,  Lazarillo,  thou  art  tumbled  dovm 
The  hill  of  fortune,  with  a  violent  arm  ! 
All  plagues  that  can  be,  famine  and  the  svrord. 
Will  light  upon  thee  ;  black  despair  vrill  boil 
In  thy  despairing  breast ;  no  comfort  by. 
Thy  friends  hue  off,  thy  enemies  are  nigh ! 

Lueio.  Away  vrith  him  !  I'll  follow  you.  Lob^ 
yon  pinion  him,  and  take  his  money  from  him,  ksl 
he  swallow  a  shilling,  and  kill  Kitn*f>if 

2  Int.  Get  thou  on  before !  lExevmi^ 


SCENE  II  .—^  Room  m  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Dukb,  Talors,  Goinuuuiro,  ami  Anuoo. 

Duke,  Now,  pondarino,  what  can  you  pot  on  nos 
That  may  again  deceive  us  ? 
Have  you  more  strange  illusions,  yet  more  mists. 
Through  which  the  weak  eye  may  be  led  to  aror  j 
What  can  you  say  that  may  do  satisfaction 
Both  for  her  wronged  honour,  and  jtmr  ill  ? 

Gond.  All  I  can  say,  or  may,  is  said  already  : 
She  is  unchaste,  or  else  I  have  no  knowledge,       i 
I  do  not  breathe,  nor  have  the  use  of  sense. 

Duke.  Dare  you  be  yet  so  wilful-ignorant 
Of  your  own  nakedness  ?    Did  not  your  8crra&t% 
In  mine  own  hearing,  confess  they  brought  her 
That  house  we  found  her  in,  almost  by  force. 
And  vrith  a  great  distrust  of  some  ensuing 

Val.  He  that  hath  begun  so  worthily. 
It  fits  not  with  his  resolution 
To  leave  off  thus,  my  lord.    I  know  &ese  are 
But  idle  proofs.  What  says  your  lorddbip  to  t 

Gond.  Count,  I  dare  yet  pronounce  s^ain, 
sister  is  not  honest. 

Val.  You  are  yourself,  my  lord;  I  like  y 
settledness. 

Gond.  Count,  thou  art  yonng,  and 
enced  in 
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The  dark  hidden  wftys  of  women:    Thoa  dar'st 
With  confidence,  a  lady  of  fifteen  [affirm 

May  be  a  maid  ? 

Vai,  Sir,  if  it  were  not  so, 
I  have  a  sister  woold  sit  near  my  heart. 

Gond.  Let  her  ait  near  her  shame  !  it  better  fits 
her: 
Call  back  the  blood  that  made  yonr  stream  in  near- 

nes8| 
And  tnm  the  current  to  a  better  use ; 
'Tifl  too  much  madded )  I  do  grieve  to  know  it. 

Dnke,  Dar'st  thou  make  up  again  ?  dar'at  to 
Knowing  we  know  thee  ?  [tnm  face, 

Hast  thou  not  been  discover'd  openly  ? 
Did  not  our  ears  hear  her  deny  thy  conrtings  ? 
Did  we  not  see  her  Mush  with  modest  anger. 
To  be  so  overtaken  by  a  trick  ? 
Can  yon  deny  this,  lord  ? 

Cind,  Had  not  your  grace  and  her  kind  brother 
been 
Witlun  level  of  her  eye,  yom  should  have  had  a 

hotter 
Volley  from  her,  more  ftill  of  blood  and  fire. 
Ready  to  leap  the  window  where  she  stood ; 
So  truly  sensual  is  her  appetite. 

IhMke.  Sir,  sir,  these  are  but  words  and  tridcs : 
give  me  the  proof  I 

VaL  What    need  a  better    proof   than    your 
lordship  ?  I  am  sure 
You  have  lain  with  her,  my  lord. 

Gimd,  I  have  confessed  it,  sir. 

Duke,  1   dare  not  give    thee  credit,  without 
witness. 

Gumd.  Does  your  grace  think  we  carry  seconds 
witii  us, 
To  search  us,  and  see  f)dr  play  ?  Your  grace  hath 

been 
lU-tutor'd  in  the  business !  but  if  you  hope 
To  try  her  truly,  and  satisfy  yourself 
What  frailty  is,  give  her  the  test : 
Do  not  remember,  count,  she  is  your  sister ; 
Nor  let  my  lord  the  duke  believe  she's  fair ; 
But  put  her  to  it,  without  hope  or  pity ! 
Then  ye  shall  see  that  golden  form  fly  off, 
That  all  eyes  wonder  at  for  pure  and  fix'd, 
And  under  it  base  blushing  copper ;  metal 
Not  worth  the  meanest  honour : 
You  shall  behold  her  then,  my  lord,  transparent, 

look  through 
Her  heart,  and  view  the  spirits  how  they  leap  ; 
And  tell  me  then  I  did  belie  the  lady. 

Dtike.  It  shall  be  done  ! 
Come,  Oondarino,  bear  us  company. 
We  ^  believe  thee :  she  shall  die,  and  thou  shalt 
it. 


BnUr  T.A«Amni^  howndt  two  Intelligenoers, and  Guard. 

How  now,  my  friends?  who  have  you  guarded 
hither  ? 

2  Ini,  So  please  your  grace,  we  have  discovered 
a  villain  and  a  traitor:  the  lord  Lucio  hath  examined 
him,  and  sent  him  to  your  grace  for  judgment. 

Fo/.  My  lord,  I  dare 
Absolve  him  from  all  sin  of  treason :  I  know 
His  most  ambition's  but  a  dish  of  meat. 
Which  he  hath  hunted  with  so  true  a  scent, 
That  he  deserves  the  collar,  not  the  halter. 

Duke*  Why  do  they  bring  him  thus  bound  up  ? 
The  poor  man  had  more  need  have  some  warm  meat. 
To  comfort  his  cold  stomach. 
VOL.  n. 


Vol.  Your  grace  shall  have 
The  cause  hereafter,  when  you  may  laugh  more 

fireely. 
But  these  are  called  if^dHrmets  ;  men  that  live  by 

treason, 
As  rat-catchers  do  by  poison. 

Duke,  'Would  there  were 
No  heavier  prodigies  hung  over  us 
Than  this  poor  fellow !  I  durst  redeem  all  perils 
Ready  to  pour  themselves  upon  this  state, 
With  a  cold  custard. 

VaL  Your  grace 
Might  do  it,  without  danger  to  jour  person. 

Lax,  My  lord,  if  ever  I  intended  treason 
Against  your  person,  or  the  state,  unless 
It  were  by  wishing  fh)m  your  table  some  dish 
Of  meat,  which  I  must  needs  confess  was  not 
A  subject's  part ;  or  coveting  by  stealth 
Sups  from  those  noble  bottles,  that  no  mouth, 
Keeping  allegiance  true,  should  dare  to  taste, — 
I  must  confess,  with  more  than  covetous  eye, 
I  have  beheld  these  dear  concealed  dishes, 
That  have  been  brought  in  by  cunning  equipage, 
To  wait  upon  your  grace*s  pidate  : 
I  do  confMS,  out  of  this  present  heat, 
I  have  had  stratagems  and  ambuscadoes ; 
But*  God  be  thanked,  they  have  never  took ! 

Duke,  Count, 
This  business  is  your  own :  when  you  have  done, 
Repair  to  us.  lExU. 

Vol,  I  will  attend  your  grace. — Lasarillo, 
You  are  at  liberty ;  be  your  own  man  again : 
And,  if  you  can,  be  master  of  your  wishes  ; 
I  wish  it  may  be  so. 

Lojg,  I  humbly  thank  your  lordship  ! 
I  must  be  unmannerly  :    I  have  some  present 

business. 
Once  more,  I  heartily  thank  your  lordship.     iEjcU. 

Vol,  Now  even  a  word  or  two  to  you,  and  so 
farewell: 
You  think  you  have  deserved  much  of  this  state 
By  this  discovery :  Ye  are  a  slavish  people, 
Grown  subject  to  the  common  curse  of  all  men. 
How  much  unhappy  were  that  noble^irit, 
Could  work  by  such  base  engines  I     What  misery 
Would  not  a  knowing  man  put  on  with  willingness, 
Ere  he  see  himself  grown  fat  and  full-fed. 
By  fall  of  those  you  rise  by  ?     I  do  discharge 
You  my  attendance  !     Our  healthful  state 
Needs  no  such  leeches  to  suck  out  her  blood. 

1  Ini,  I  do  beseech  your  lordship— 

2  Int,  Good  my  lord 

Val.  Go,  learn  to  be  more  honest !  MThen  I  see 
You  work  your  means  from  honest  industry, 
I  will  be  wUling^to  accept  your  labours ; 

lExeunt  Intelligenoers. 
Till  then  I  will  keep  bnck  my  promised  favours. 

Enter  LiX70. 

Here  comes  another  remnant  of  folly  : 

I  must  dispatch  him  too. — Now,  lord  Lucio, 

What  business  bring  you  hither  ? 

Lucio  'Faith,  sir,  I  am  discovering  what  will 
become  of  that  notable  piece  of  treason  intended  by 
that  varlet  Lasarillo  ;  I  have  sent  him  to  the  duke 
for  judgment. 

Val,  Sir,  you  have  performed  the  part  of  a  most 
careful  statesman ;  and,  let  me  say  it  to  your  face, 
sir,  of  a  father  to  this  state  :  I  would  wish  you  to 
retire,  and  iusconce  yourself  in  study ;  for  such  is 
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your  daily  labour,  and  our  fear,  that  your  loss  of  an 
hour  may  breed  our  overthrow. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  will  be  commanded  by  your  judg- 
ment :  And  though  I  find  it  a  trouble  scant  to  be 
waded  through,  by  these  weak  years ;  yet,  for  the 
dear  care  of  the  commonwealtib,  I  will  bruise  my 
brains,  and  confine  myself  to  much  vexation. 

Val,  Go ;  and  may'st  thou  knock  down  treason 
like  an  ox  I 

Lucio.  Amen!  lExeunt. 


SCENE  llh^Another  Street. 
Enter  Mercer,  Pandar,  and  Francibhtna. 

Mercer.  Have  I  spoke  thus  much  in  the  honour 
of  learning,  learned  the  names  of  the  seven  liberal 
sciences,  before  my  marriage ;  and,  since,  have  in 
haste  written  epistles  congratulatory  to  the  nine 
muses,  and  is  she  proved  a  whore  and  a  b^gar  ? 

Pandar.  'Tis  true.  You  are  not  now  to  be  taught 
that  no  man  can  be  learned  of  a  sudden  ;  let  not 
your  first  project  discourage  you  :  what  you  have 
lost  in  this,  you  may  get  again  in  alchymy. 

Fran.  Fear  not,  husband ;  I  hope  to  make  as 
good  a  wife  as  the  best  of  your  neighbours  have, 
and  as  honest. 

Mercer.  I  will  go  home.  Good  sir,  do  not  pub- 
lish this ;  as  long  as  it  runs  amongst  ourselves,  'tis 
good  honest  mirth.  You'll  come  home  to  supper? 
I  mean  to  have  all  her.  friends,  and  mine,  as  ill  as 
it  goes. 

Pandar,  Do  wisely,  sir,  and  bid  your  own 
friends ;  your  whole  wealth  will  scarce  feast  all 
hers ;  neither  is  it  for  your  credit  to  waUc  the 
streets  with  a  woman  so  noted :  get  you  home,  and 
provide  her  clothes  ;  let  her  come  an  hour  hence 
with  a  hand-basket,  and  shift  herself,  she'll  serve 
to  sit  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  and^drink  to 
your  customers. 

Mercer.  Art  is  just,  and  will  make  me  amends. 

Pandar.  No  doubt,  sir. 

Mercer.  The  chief  note  of  a  scholar,  you  say,  is 
to  govern  his  passions ;  wherefore  I  do  take  all 
patiently :  In  sign  of  which,  my  most  dear  wife,  I 
do  kiss  thee.  Make  haste  home  after  me  ;  I  shall 
be  in  my  study.  iBxit. 

Pandar.  Go,  avaunt ! — My  new  city-dame,  send 
me  what  you  promised  me  for  consideration,  and 
may'st  thou  prove  a  lady ! 

Fran.  Thou  shalt  have  it ;  his  silks  shall  fly  for 
it.  lExmnt, 


SCENE  Vf.-^The  Street  beftA-e  the  Bagnio. 
Enter  Lazabillo  and  Boy. 

Lag.  How  sweet  is  a  calm  after  a  tempest !  what 
is  there  now  that  can  stand  betwixt  me  and  felicity  ? 
I  have  gone  through  all  my  crosses  constantly,  have 
confounded  my  enemies,  and  know  where  to  have 
my  longing  satisfied  ;  I  have  my  way  before  me : 
there's  the  door,  and  I  may  freely  walk  in  to  my 
delights.     Knock,  boy  I 

Julia.  [  Within.]  Who's  there  ? 

Laz.  Madonna,  my  love  !  not  guilty,  not  guilty ! 
Open  the  door  1 

Enter  Julia. 

Julia,  Art  thou  come,  sweetheart  ? 


Lag,  Yes,  to  thy  soft  embraces,  and  tbe  reit  of 
my  overflomng  blisses !  come,  let  as  in  and  ewim 
in  our  delights ;  a  short  grace  as  we  go,  ind  lo  to 
meat ! 

Julia.  Nay,  my  dear  love,  you  must  bear  witk 
me  in  this ;  we'll  to  the  church  first. 

Lag.  Shall  I  be  sure  of  it  then? 

Julia.  By  my  love,  you  shall ! 

Lag.  I  am  content ;  for  I  do  now  wish  to  bold 
o£f  longer,  to  whet  my  appetite,  and  do  desire  to 
meet  with  more  troubles,  so  I  might  cooqoer 
them: 

And,  as  a  holy  lover  that  hath  spent 
The  tedious  night  with  many  a  sigh  and  tears, 
Whilst  he  pursued  his  wendi,  and  hath  obserred 
The  smiles  and  frowns,  not  daring  to  displease ; 
When  [he]  at  last  hath  with  his  service  won 
Her  yielding  heart,  that  she  begins  to  dote 
Upon  him,  and  can  hold  no  longer  out, 
But  hangs  about  his  neck,  and  wooes  him  more 
Than  ever  he  desired  her  love  before  ; 
[He]  then  begins  to  flatter  his  desert. 
And,  growing  wanton,  needs  will  cast  her  off; 
Try  her,  pick  quarreb,  to  breed  fresh  delight, 
And  to  encrease  his  pleasing  appetite. 

Julia,  Come,  mouse,  will  you  walk? 

Lag.  I  pray  thee  let  me  be  delivered  of  the  joj  I 
am  so  big  with  1  I  do  feel  that  high  heat  within  me. 
that  I  begin  to  doubt  whether  I  be  mortal : 
How  I  contemn  my  fellows  in  the  court, 
With  whom  I  did  but  yesterday  converse ! 
And  in  a  lower,  and  an  humbler  key, 
Did  walk  and  meditate  on  grosser  meats ! 
There  are  they  still,  poor  rogues,  shaking  their 

chops, 
And  sneaking  i^fter  cheeses,  and  do  run 
Headlong  in  chase  of  every  jack  of  beer 
That  crosseth  them,  in  hope  of  some  repast 
That  it  will  bring  them  to  ;  whilst  I  am  here, 
The  happiest  wight  that  ever  set  his  tooth 
To  a  dear  novelty !     Approach,  my  love ; 
Come,  let  us  go  to  knit  the  true  love's  knot, 
That  never  can  be  broken ! 

Boff.  That  is,  to  marry  a  whore.  C^**" 

'  Lag.  When  that  is  done,  then  will  we  taste  tbc 

gift 
Which  fates  have  sent,  my  fortunes  vp  to  lift. 

Boif,  When  that  is  done,  you  wiU  begin  to 

repent  upon  a  full  stomach :  But  I  see,  'ti»  hot  i 

form  in  destiny,  not  to  be  altered.  [ExtMnt- 


SCENE  \.—An  Apartment  in  the  Palace  vUh 

a  Gallerjf, 

Enter  Aaaioo  and  OaiAWA  below ,-  Dinca,  Valow,  »^ 
QoNiuuNO  abote. 

Ori.  Sir,  what  may  be  the  current  of  yov  holi- 
ness, 
That  thus  you  single  out  your  time  and  place  ? 

Arr.  Madam,  the  business  now  imposed  upon  o^ 
Concerns  you  nearly ; 
I  wish  some  worser  man  might  finish  it. 

OH.  Why  are  you  changed  so  ?  arc  yon  notvell. 

sir? 
Arr.  Yes,  madam,   I  am  well:    'WonU  fW 

were  so  I 
Ori.  Whv,  sir,  I  fed  mysdf  in  perfect  healtb. 
Arr.  And  yet  you  cannot  live  long,  msdain. 
Ori.  Why,  good  Arrigo  ? 
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jeirr,  Why,  you  most  die. 
OH.  I  know  I  must ; 
But  yet  my  fate  calls  not  upon  me. 

^rr.  It  does ; 
Tbss  hand  the  duke  commands  shall  give  you 
death. 
(?rL  Heayen,  and  the  powers  diTlne»  guard  well 

the  innocent! 
^rr.  I^ady,  your  prayers  may  do  your  soul  some 

gOCKi, 

Bat  sure  your  body  cannot  merit  by  'em : 
You  must  prepare  to  die. 

Or*.  What's  my  offence  ?  What  have  these  years 
committed, 
That  may  be  dangerous  to  the  duke  or  state  ? 
Have  I  conspired  by  poison  ?  have  I  given  up 
M  J  bonoar  to  some  loose  unsettled  blood, 
That  may  gire  action  to  my  plots  ?  dear  sir, 
Let  me  not  die  ignorant  of  my  faults  i 

Att".  You  shall  not : 
Then,    lady»  you  must  know,  you  are  held  un- 

honest : 
The  duke,  your  brother,  and  your  friends  in  court, 
With  too  nanch  grief  condemn  you ;  though  to  me. 
The  fault  deserves  not  to  be  paid  with  death. 
Ort.    Who's  my  accuser  ? 
Att".    Lord  Gondarino. 

Ors.    Arrigo,  take  these  words,  and  bear  them 
to  the  duke ; 
It  is  the  Isfcst  petition  I  shall  ask  thee  : 
Tell  hian,  the  child  this  present  hour  brought  forth 
To  see  the  -world  has  not  a  soul  more  pure. 
More  vrhite,  more  virgin,  than  I  have ;  tell  him. 
Lord  Govidarino's  plot  I  suffer  for, 
And  williniply ;  tell  him,  it  had  been 
A  greater  honour  to  have  saved  than  kill'd : 
But  I  have  done :  strike !  I  am  arm'd  for  Heaven. 
Why  stay  you  ?  is  there  any  hope  ? 
Att,    I  vrould  not  strike. 
Ori.   Uave  you  the  power  to  save  ? 

hasard  of  my  life,  if  it  should  be 


Ors.  You  'will  not  venture  that? 

Att.   I  will:  Lady, 
There  is  that  means  yet  to  escape  your  death, 
If  yon  can  -vrisely  apprehend  it. 

Ori.   Yovi.  dare  not  be  so  kind  ? 

Arr,   I  dare,  and  will,  if  you  dare  but  deserve  it. 

0ru   If  I  should  slight  my  life,  I  were  to  blame. 

Arr.  Then,  madam. 
This  is  t*»^  loeans,  or  else  you  die :  I  love  yon. 

Ori,    I  sfa<all  believe  it  if  you  save  my  life. 

Arr.   And  T^u  must  lie  with  me. 

fyri,   I  dare  not  buy  my  life  so. 

Arr,   Cohkc*  you  must  resolve ;  say  yea  or  no, 

Ori*  Tbcn  ^ao  /   Nay,  look  not  ruggedly  upon  me ; 
I  azn  made  np  too  strong  to  fear  such  looks  : 
C'ome,  do  yoiar  butcher's  part  1  before 
I  would  wiafat  lif<^»  ^^b  the  dear  loss  of  honour, 
I  dare  find  nmeana  to  free  myself. 

Arr.   SpeaJCf  will  you  yield  ? 

Ori»  Vallaisi,  I  will  not  I  Murderer,  do  the  worst 
Tbv  base  nnnoble  thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  to  ! 
I  am  ahowe  thee,  slave  1 

^rr^  'Wilt  thon  not  be  drawn 
To  yicid  by  feir  persuasions  ? 

i>ri.  No  ;    nor  by 

^rr^  peace  1  know  your  doom  then :  your  lady- 
■faip  mnst  remember 
Von  aie  not  now  at  home,  where  you  dare  feast 


All  that  come  about  you ;  but  you  are  fallen 
Under  my  mercy,  which  shall  be  but  small. 
If  thou  refuse  to  yield :  hear  what  I  have  sworn 
Unto  myself ;  I  will  enjoy  thee,  though  it  be 
Between  the  parting  of  thy  soul  and  body ; 
Yield  yet,  and  live ! 

Ori.  I'll  guard  the  one ;  let  Heaven  guard  the 
other! 

Art.  Are  you  so  resolute  then  ? 

Duke,  [From  above.']  Hold,  hold,  I  say  ! 

Ori.  What,  yet  more  terror  to  my  tragedy  ? 

Arr,  Lady,  the  scene  of  blood  is  done ; 
You  are  now  as  firee  from  scandal  as  from  death. 

Enter  bOowDxjKM,  Yaixirx,  and  Gondakino. 

Duke.  Thou  woman,  which  wert  bom  to  teach 
men  virtue, 
Fair,  sweet,  and  modest  mud,  forgive  my  thoughts; 
My  trespass  was  my  love. 
Seize  Gondarino !  Let  him  wait  our  dooms. 

Gand.  I  do  begin  a  little  to  love  this  woman; 
I  cotdd  endure  her  already,  twelve  miles  off. 

Vol.  Sister, 
I  am  glad  you  have  brought  your  honour  off  so 

fairly, 
Without  loss  ;  you  have  done  a  work  above  your 

sex; 
The  duke  admires  it :  give  him  fair  encounter. 

Duke.  Best  of  all  comforts,  may  I  take  this 
hand. 
And  call  it  mine  ? 

Ort.  I  am  your  grace's  handmaid ! 

Duke.  'Would  you  had  nidrnpself^  might  it 
not  be  so,  lady  ? 

Fai.  Sister,  say  ay ;  I  know  you  can  afford  it. 

Ori,  My  lord,  I  am  your  subject;   you  may 
command  me. 
Provided  still  your  thoughts  be  fair  and  good. 

Duke.  Here;  I  am  yours;  and  when  I  cease 
to  be  so, 
Let  Heaven  forget  me  1  thus  I  make  it  good. 

Ori.  My  lord,  I  am  no  more  mine  own. 

Val.  So  I  this  baigain  was  well  driven. 

Gond.  Duke, 
Thou  hast  sold  away  thyself  to  all  perdition ; 
Thou  art  this  present  hour  becoming  cuckold  : 
Methinks  I  see  Uiy  gall  grate  through  thy  veins, 
And  jealousy  seise  on  thee  with  her  talons. 
I  know  that  woman's  nose  must  be  cut  off ; 
She  cannot  'scape  it 

Duke.  Sir,  we  have  punishment  for  you. 

Ori,  I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  for  the  wrongs 
This  man  hath  done  me,  let  me  pronounce  his 
punishment ! 

Duke.  Lady,  I  give  it  to  you ;  he  is  your  own. 

Gond.   I  do  beseech  your  grace,  let  me  be 
banish'd, 
With  all  the  speed  that  may  be. 

Vai,  Stay  still  I  you  shall  attend  her  sentence. 

Ori,  Lord  Gondarino,  you  have  wrong'd  me 
highly; 
Yet  since  it  sprung  finom  no  peculiar  hate 
To  me,  but  from  a  general  dislike 
Unto  all  women,  you  shall  thus  suffer  for  it. — 
Arrigo,  call  in  some  ladies  to  assist  us. — 
Will  your  grace  take  your  state  ? 

Gond,  My  lord,  I  do 
Beseech  your  grace  for  any  punishment. 
Saving  Hhis  woman :  let  me  be  sent  upon 
Discovery  of  some  island ;  I  do  desire 
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But  a  small  gondola,  with  ten  Holland  cheesesy 
And  I'll  nni^rtake  it. 

Ori,  Sir,  you  mnat  be  content. 
Will  you  sit  down  ?  Nay,  do  it  willingly. — 
Arrigo,  tie  his  arms  close  to  the  chair ; 
I  dare  not  trust  his  patience. 

Gond.  [He  is  seized  and  hound  in  a  chMr,] 
Mayst  thou 
Be  quickly  old  and  painted  I  may'st  thou  dote 
Upon  some  sturdy  yeoman  of  the  wood-yard, 
And  he  be  honest  I  may'st  thou  be  barred 
The  lawful  lechery  of  thy  couch,  for  want 
Of  instruments  !  and,  last,  be  thy  womb  unopened ! 

Duke,  This  fellow  hath  a  pretty  gall. 

Vai.  My  lord, 
I  hope  to  see  him  purged,  ere  he  part 

SnUr  Ladlet. 

Ori,  Your  ladyships  are  welcome !  I  most  desire 
your  helps, 
Though  you  are  no  phyiicians,  to  do  a  strange  cure 
Upon  this  gentleman. 

Ladies,  In  what  we  can  assist  yon, 
Madam,  you  may  command  us. 

Gond,  Now  do  I 
Sit  like  a  conjuror  within  my  cirelef 
And  these  the  devils  that  are  raised  about  me : 
I'll  pray  that  they  .may  have  no  power  upon  me. 

Ort.  Ladies,  fell  off  in  couples ; 
Then,  mth  a  soft  still  mareh*  with  low  demeanours, 
Charge  this  gentleman  :  I'll  be  your  leader. 
Gond,  Let  me  be  quarter'd,  duke,  quickly !  I 
ean  endure  it. 
These  women  long  for  man's  flesh;    let  them 
have  it ! 
Duke,  Count,  haTe  you  ever  seen  so  strange  a 
passion  ? 
What  woidd  this  feQow  do,  if  he  should  find  himself 
In  bed  with  a  young  lady  ? 

VaL  'Faith,  my  lord, 
If  he  could  get  a  knife,  sure  he  would  cut  her 

throat; 
Or  else  he  would  do  as  Hercules  did  by  Lycas, 
Swing  out  her  soul : 

He  has  the  true  hate  of  a  woman  in  him. 
Ori.  Low  with  your  courtsies,  ladies  1 
Gond,  Come  not  too  near  me !   I  have  a  breath 
will  poison  ye ; 
My  lungs  are  rotten,  and  my  stomach  raw ; 
I  am  given  much  to  belclung :  hold  off,  as  you 

love  sweet  airs  1 
Ladies,  by  your  first  night's  pleasure  I  conjure 

you, 
As  you  would  have  your  husbands  proper  men. 
Strong  backs,  and  Uttle  legs ;  as  you  would  have 
'em  hate 

Your  waiting-women 

Ort.  Sir,  we  must  court  yon,  till  we  have  obiain'd 
Some  little  fevonr  from  those  gracious  eyes ; 
'Tis  but  a  loss  a-pieoe. 

Gond,  I  pronounce  perdition  to  you  aU  ! 
Ye  are  a  parcel  of  that  damned  crew 
That  fell  down  with  Lucifer,  and  here  ye  stay'd 
On  earth  to  plague  poor  men :  Vanish,  avaunt  I 
I  am  fortified  against  your  charms. 
Heaven  grant  me  breath  and  patience! 
I  Lady,  Shall  we  not  kiss,  then  ? 
Gond,  No  I  sear  my  lips  with 
Hot  irons  first,  or  stitch  them  up  like  a  ferret's ! 
Oh,  that  this  brunt  were  over  ! 


2  Ladp,  Come,  come,  little  rogva,  Hiou  art  too 
maidenly ;  by  my  troth  I  think  I  must  box  thee 
till  thou  be'st  bolder ;  the  more  bold,  the  more 
welcome :  I  pr'ythee  Idas  me  I  be  not  afraid. 

^8hs  sfts  «»  Mf  kme. 

Gond.  If  there  be  any  here 
That  yet  have  so  mndi  of  the  fool  left  in  them 
As  to  love  their  mothers,  let  them  [look]  on  her. 
And  loath  them  too  ! 

2  Ladjf,  What  a  slovenly  little  villain  art  thou ! 
why  dost  thou  not  stn^e  mp  ihy  hear  ?  I  think 
thou  ne'er  oomb'st  it ;  I  must  have  it  lie  in  better 
order :  so,  so,  so !  Let  me  see  thy  hands !  arethey 
wash'd? 

Gond,  I  would  tiiey  were  loose  for  thy  sake ! 

Duke.  She  tortures  hia  admirsbly. 

Val.  The  best  that  ever  was. 

2  Ladsf.  Alas,  how  cold  they  are  I  Poor  goDs ! 
why  dost  thee  not  get  thee  a  muff? 

j4rr.  Madam,  here's  an  old  country  gentlewoBun 
at  the  door,  that  came  nodding  up  for  justice;  she 
was  with  the  lord  Gondarino  to-day,  and  wcrald 
now  again  come  to  the  speech  of  him,  sihe  says. 

Ort.  Let  her  in,  for  sport's  sake,  let  her  in  ! 

Gond.  Merey,  oh  duke  I  I  do  appeal  to  tiice : 
Plant  cannons  Uiere,  and  discharge  them 
Against  my  breast  rather  i  Nay,  first 
Let  this  she-frny  sit  still  where  she  doea. 
And  mth  her  nimble  fingers  stroke  my  hair, 
Play  mth  my  fingers'  ends,  or  anything. 
Until  my  panting  heart  have  broke  my  breast ! 

Duke*  You  must  abide  her  censure. 

IThe  ladyriaer/l-am  kis  knee^ 

Enter  old  Genttewomaa. 

Gond,  I  see  her  come ! 
Unbutton  me,  for  she  will  speak. 

Gentlete,  Where  is  he,  sir. 

Gond.  Save  me !  I  hear  her. 

Arr,  There  he  is  in  state,  to  give  yon  andicDcc. 

Gentlew,  How  does  your  good  lordship  ? 

Gond,  Sick  of  the  spleen. 

Gentlew.  How  } 

Gond.  Sick. 

Gentlew,  Will  you  chew  a  nutmeg  ?  yoa  dull 
not  refuse  it ;  'tis  very  comfcHtable. 

Gond,  Nay,  now  thou  art  come,  I  know  it  is 
The  devil's  jubilee ;  hell  is  broke  loose  ! 
My  lord,  if  ever  I  have  done  yon  service. 
Or  have  deserved  a  favour  of  your  grace. 
Let  me  be  tum'd  upon  some  present  action. 
Where  I  may  sooner  die  than  UngnUK  thus  ! 
Your  grace  hath  her  petition  ;  grant  it  her» 
And  ease  me  now  at  last. 

Duke.  No,  sir ;  you  must  endure. 

Gentlew.  For  my  petition,  I  hope  your  loixiship 
hath  remembered  me. 

Ort.  'Faith,  I  begin  to  pity  him  ;  Arrigo, 
Take  her  off;  bear  her  away ;  say  her  petition 
Is  granted. 

■*  Gentlew,  Whither  do  yon  draw  me,  sir  ?  I  know 
it  is  not  my  lord's  pleasure  I  should  be  tfans  used, 
before  my  bnsiness  be  dispatched. 

Arr.  You  shall  know  more  of  that  without. 

Ort.  Unbind  him,  ladies  !    But,  before  he  go. 
This  he  shall  promise :  For  the  love  I  bear 
To  our  own  sex,  I  would  have  them  still 
Hated  by  thee ;  and  enjoin  thee,  as  a  pUBishmeat, 
Never  hereafter  willingly  to  oome 
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In  the  preaenoe  or  sight  of  any  woman, 
Nor  never  to  seek  wrongfolly  the  public 
Disgrace  of  any. 

OantL  'Tis  that  I  would  have  sworn,  and  do : 
when  I  meddle  with  them,  for  their  good,  or  their 
bad,  may  time  call  back  this  day  again  I  and  when 
I  come  in  their  companies,  may  I  catch  the  pox 
bj  their  breath,  and  have  no  other  pleasure  for  it ! 


Duke.  You  are  too  mercifuL 
Ori.  My  lord,  I  shew'd  my  sex  the  better. 
Vol,  All  is  over-blown.    Sister,  you  are  like  to 
have  a  fair  night  of  it,  and  a  prince  in  your  arms. 
Let's  go,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Thus,  through  the  doubtful  streams  of  joy 
and  grief. 
True  love  doth  wade,  and  finds  at  last  relief. 

lExeunt. 


EPILOGUE, 


AT     A     RBVIVAL. 


The  monuments  of  virtue  and  desert 
Appear  more  goodly  when  the  gloss  of  art 
Is  eaten  off  by  time,  than  when  at  first 
They  were  set  up,  not  censured  at  the  worst : 
We  have  done  our  best,  for  your  contents,  to  fit. 
With  new  pains,  this  old  monument  of  wit. 


THE    NICE    VALOUR; 


OR. 


THE  PASSIONATE  MADMAN. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiG. 


DuKB  or  Qmkoa, 

Sbamont,  his  Favourite^  a  tupentitiout  lover  cf 
Reputatiim, 

A  Pttadonate  Lord,  the  Duke*!  dUtracUd  Kins- 
man, 

A  Soldier,  Brother  to  Shamoitt. 

Lapbt,  the  eotoardlp  Monsieur. 

A  Gallant  4^  the  same  temper. 

MouLBAww,  ]  ^^  f^w^room  Courtiers. 

Two  Brothen  to  the  Ijuly,  qffietlng  the  Paarionate 

Lord. 
La  Notb,  a  Courtier. 

SCENE, — Genoa,  kxcspt  iw  tiif 

WHBRR    IT    18    IN 


Thrre  Oentlemen  of  the  Bed-Chamber. 
Babe,  Jester  to  the  PMsionate  Lord. 

fit*  Women,  f  '*  *»  #««««*. 
Gai/whio,  a  Clown. 
A  Huntsman. 
Lorda,  Gallants,  ^e. 

Lady,  Sister  to  (he  Duke,  SitAMOirrla  beieved. 
LAner'a  Wife. 

A  leAj,  personating  Cupid,  Misiren  to  ike  Mad 
Lord. 


Sbcond  Sccne  or  thk  last  Act, 
THK  Country. 


PROLOGUE, 

AT  THK   KKTITINO   OF  THIS   PLAT. 


It's  grown  in  Aishion  of  late,  in  these  days. 
To  come  and  beg  a  sufferance  to  oar  plays  : 
'Faith,  gentlemen,  our  poet  ever  writ 
Language  so  good,  mix  d  with  such  sprightly  wit. 
He  made  the  theatre  so  sovereign 
With  his  rare  scenes,  he  Boorn'd  this  cronching 
vein. 


We   stsbb'd  him  with  keen  daggers,    when  ^tr 

pray'd 
Him  write  a  preface  to  a  play  well  made. 
He  could  not  write  these  toys ;  'twas  easier  fsr 
To  bring  a  felon  to  appear  at  th*  bar. 
So  much  he  hated  baseness ;  which  Uiis  day. 
His  scenes  will  best  convince  yon  of  in's  play. 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  L— GsNOA.    The  Court  of  the  Palace, 

Enter  Dues,  Sbamont,  La  Novb,  and  three  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  Shamont,  welcome,  vre  have  missed  thee 
long. 
Though  absent  but  two  days  :  I  hope  your  sports 
Answered  your  time  and  wishes. 

Sham.  Very  nobly,  sir ; 
We  found  game  worthy  your  delight,  my  lord, 
It  was  80  royal. 

Duke.  I  have  enough  to  hear  on't ; 
Pr'ythee  bestow't  upon  me  in  discourse. 

lUtep  walk  apart. 

La  Nove.  What  is  this  gentleman,  cox  ?    You 
Therefore  know  all  their  insides.     [are  a  courtier. 


1  Gent.  No  further  than  the  taflfaty  goes,  good 
coz. 
For  the  most  part,  which  is  indeed  the  best  part 
Of  the  most  general  inside.     Marry,  thus  far 
I  can  with  boldness  speak  this  one  man's  d&aracter, 
And  upon  honour  pass  it  for  a  true  one  : 
He  has  that  strength  of  manlv  merit  in  him. 
That  it  exceeds  his  sovereign  s  power  of  gracing ; 
He's  faithfully  true  to  valour,  that  he  haters 
The  man,  from  Cesar's  time,  or  farther  off. 
That  ever  took  disgrace  unrevenged ; 
And  if  he  chance  to  read  his  abject  story. 
He  tears  his  memory  out,  and  holds  it  viitaons 
Not  to  let  shame  have  so  much  life  amongst  ufr : 
There  is  not  such  a  curious  piece  of  coonge 
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Amongst  maii'B  fellowship,  or  one  so  jealous 
Of  hoBonr'fl  loM,  or  reputation's  glory : 
There's  so  much  perfect  of  his  growing  story ! 
Lm  iVove.  'Twould  make  one  dote  on  virtue,  as 
you  tell  it 

1  Geni,  I  have  told  it  to  much  loss,  believe  it, 

COS. — 

2  Gent.  How  the  Duke  graces  him !  What  is  he, 
brother  ? 

3  Geni.  Do  you  not  yet  know  him?  a  vain- 
glorious coxcomb. 

As  proud  as  he  that  fell  for't ! 
S«t  bot  aside  his  valour,  no  virtue, 
\i^liich  is  indeed  not  fit  for  any  courtier, 
And  vre,  his  fellows,  are  as  good  as  he, 
Periiapa  as  capable  of  favour  too. 
For  one  thing  or  another,  if  'twere  look'd  into. 
Give  me  a  man,  were  I  a  sovereign  now. 
Has  a  good  stroke  at  tennis,  and  a  stiff  one  ; 
Can  plaj  at  tNpdnoetium  with  the  line, 
As  even  as  the  thirteenth  of  September, 
\in>en  day  and  night  lie  in  a  scide  together ! 
Or,  may  I  thrive  as  I  deserve  at  hUlianU ; 
No  otherwise  at  oA«m,  or  at  primero! 
These  are  the  parts  required ;  why  not  advanced  ? 
Trust  me,  it  was  no  less  than  excellent 
pleasure; 
I^m  right  glad  *twas  thine. — How  fues  our 
'Who  cam  resolve  us  best?  [kinsman? 

/^rtf  I^ave.  I  can,  my  lord. 
ly-uke.    There,  if  I  had  a  pity  without  bounds, 
It  mi^ht  be  all  bestow'd :  A  man  so  lost 
In  tlie  wild  ways  of  passion,  that  he's  sensible 
Of  nonfat  but  what  torments  him  ! 

I^a,  Wtroe.  ^rfit,  my  lord  ; 
He  runs  through  all  the  passions  of  mankind. 
And  shifts  'em  strangely  too :  One  while  in  love ; 
Axsd  thst  80  violent,  that,  for  want  of  business, 
He'n  court  the  very  'prentice  of  a  laundress, 
Xboo^h  she  have  lab'd. heels ;  and,  in  his  melan- 

<:holy  again. 
He  wxll  not  brook  an  empress,  though  thrice  fairer 
Than  erer  Maud  was,  or  higher-spirited 
Than  Cleopatra,  or  your  English  Countess. 
Xhen,  on  a  sudden,  he's  so  merry  again, 
Qut-Innshs  a  waiting-woman  before  her  first  child ; 
Anil,  taming  of  a  hand,  so  angry— 
yi^  \iMM  almost  beat  the  Northern  fellow  blind. 
That  is  for  that  use  only  :  If  that  mood  hold,  my 

lord. 
He  bad  need  of  a  fresh  man  ;  I'll  undertake 
He  sball  bruise  three  a-month. 

jy%Uke.    I  pity  him  dearly ; 
And  let  it  be  your  charge,  with  bis  kind  brother, 
1*0  g^e  hia  xnoods  observed :  Let  every  passion 
^Q^  f^^  e-ren  to  a  surfeit,  which  in  time 
May  brvecl  a  loathing :  let  him  have  enough 
Of  evei7  ohjcct  that  his  sense  is  rapt  with : 
And  h&og  once  glutted,  then  the  taste  of  folly 
Will  cotnc  into  ^srelish. 
l^  JWf^^-  I  8l»all  "ce 
V/inr  cbarxe,  my  lord,  most  faithfully  effected. — 
'  lExit  DuKK. 

Ind  bow  <loe8  noble  Shamont  ? 
Shdnn.    P«Iever  ill,  man, 

I  liesir  cX.  baseness ;  then  I  sicken : 
^j,^  liealthfuUest  man  T  th*  kingdom  else. 

^j^tr*"  IaAJVT,  and  waUtt  en  one  tide  t^fthe  Stage. 
w^  TV'tfv^-  ^^  arm'd  then  for  a  fit !  here  comes 
M,  fellow 


Will  make  you  sick  at  heart,  if  baseness  do't. 

Sham.  Let  me  be  gone  \    What  is  he  ? 

La  Nove.  Let  me  tell  you  first ; 
It  can  be  but  a  qualm.     Pray  stay  it  out,  sir  ! 
Come,  you  have  borne  more  than  this. 

Sham,  Borne  ?  never  anything 
That  was  injurious. 

La  Nove.  Ha  !  I  am  far  from  that. 

Sham.  He  looks  as  like  a  man  as  I  have  seen 


one: 


Until 
1 


What  would  you  speak  of  him  ?     Speak  well,  I 
Even  for  humanity's  cause.  [pr'ythee. 

La  Nove.  You  would  have  it  truth,  though  ? 

Sham.  What  else,  sir?     I  have  no  reason  to 
wrong  Heaven 
To  favour  Nature ;  let  her  bear  her  own  shame 
If  she  be  faulty ! 

La  Nove.  Monstrous  faulty  there,  sir. 

Sham,  I'm  ill  at  ease  already. 

La  Nove.  Pray  bear  up,  sir. 

Sham.  I  pr'ythee  let  me  take  him  down  with 
speed  then. 
Like  a  wild  object  that  I  would  not  look  upon. 

La  Nove.  'Then  thus  ;  he's  one  that  will  endure 
As  can  be  laid  upon  him.  [as  much 

Sham.  That  may  be  noble ; 
I'm  kept  too  long  frt>m  his  acquaintance. 

La  Nove.  Oh,  sir. 
Take  heed  of  rash  repentance !  you're  too  forward 
To  find  out  virtue  where  it  never  settled : 
Take  the  particulars,  first,  of  what  he  endures ; 
Videlicet^  bastinadoes  by  the  great. 

Sham,  How ! 

La  Nove.  Thumps  by  the  dozen,  and  your  kicks 

Sham.  No  more  of  him  I  [by  wholesale. 

La  Nove.  The  twinges  by  the  nostril  he  snuffs 
And  holds  it  the  best  remedy  for  sneezing.       [up, 

Sham    Away  I 

La  Nove,  He  has  been  thrice  switch'd  from 
seven  o'clock  till  nine ; 
Yet,  with  a  cart-horse  stomach,  fell  to  breakfast. 
Forgetful  of  his  smart. 

Sham.  Nay,  the  disgrace  on't ; 
There  is  no  smart  but  that :  Base  things  are  felt 
More  by  their  shames  than  hurts. — [Goes  up  to 

Lapet.]  Sir,  I  know  you  not; 
But  that  you  live  an  injury  to  Nature, 
I'm  heartily  angry  with  you. 

Lapet.  Pray  give  your  blow  or  kick,  and  begone 
For  I  ne'er  saw  you  before  ;  and  indeed  [then ; 
Have  nothing  to  say  to  you,  for  I  know  you  not. 

Sham.  Why,  wouldst  thou  take  a  blow  ? 

Lapet.  I  would  not,  sir. 
Unless  'twere  offer'd  me  ;  and,  if  from  an  enemy, 
I  would  be  loth  to  deny  it  from  a  stranger. 

Sham.  What !  a  blow  ? 
Endure  a  blow  ?  and  shall  he  live  that  gives  it  ? 

Lapet.  Many  a  fair  year :  Why  not,  sir  ? 

Sham,  Let  me  wonder ! 
As  full  a  man  to  see  too,  and  as  perfect ! 
I  pr'ythee  live  not  long. 

Lapet,  How ! 

Sham.  Let  me  entreat  it ! 
Thou  dost  not  know  wha(  wrong  thou  dost  mankind, 
To  walk  so  long  here ;  not  to  die  betimes. 
Let  me  advise  thee,  while  thou  hast  to  live  here. 
Even  for  man's  honour  sake,  take  not  a  blow  more ! 

Lapet.  You  should  advise  them  not  to  strike  me 
then,  sir; 
For  I'll  take  none,  I  assure  you,  'less  they're  given. 
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Skam.  How  fain  would  I  preserve  man's  form 
from  shame. 
And  cannot  get  it  done ! — However,  sir, 
I  charge  thee  live  not  long. 

Lapet,  This  is  worse  than  beating. 

Sham,  Of  what  profession  art  thou,  tell  me,  sir, 
Besides  a  tailor  ?  for  I'U  know  the  truth. 

LapeL  A  tailor?  I'm  as  good  a  gentleman — 
Can  shew  my  arms  and  aU. 

Sham.  How  black  and  blue  thejr  are : 
Is  that  your  manifestation  ?     Upon  pain 
Of  pounding  thee  to  dust,  assume  not  wrongfuUy 
The  name  of  gentlefnan,  because  I  am  one 
That  must  not  let  thee  live  ! 

Lapet,  I  have  done,  I  have  done,  sir. 
If  there  be  any  harm,  beshrew  the  herald ! 
I'm  suK  I  ha  not  been  so  long  a  gentleman, 
To  make  this  anger :  I  have  nothing,  no  where, 
But  what  I  dearly  pay  for. 

Sham,  Groom,  begone  ! —  lExU  hAm. 

I  never  was  so  heart-sick  yet  of  man. 

Enter  the  Lady,  and  Lapet^  >Vife. 

La  Nove,  Here  comes  a  cordial,  sir,  from  the 
other  sex, 
Able  to  make  a  dying  fisce  look  cheerful. 
Sham,  The  blessedness  of  ladies  ! 
Lttdy.  You're  well  met,  sir. 
ShwH,  The  sight  of  you  has  put  an  evil  from  me, 
Whose  breath  was  able  to  make  Virtue  sicken. 
Lady,  I'm  glad  I  came  so  fortunately.     What 

was  it,  sir  ? 
Sham,  A  thing  that  takes  a  blow,  lives  and  eats 
after  it. 
In  very  good  health  :  You  ha'  not  seen  the  like, 

madam; 
A  monster  worth  your  sixpence,  lowly  worth. 
Lady,  Speak  low,  sir !  by  all  likelihoods  'tis 
her  husband. 
That  now  bestow'd  a  visitation  on  me. 
Farewell,  sir.  lExit, 

Sham.  Husband?  is't  possible  that  he  has  a 
wife? 
Would  any  creature  have  him  ?  'tis  some  forced 

match  ! 
If  he  were  not  kick'd  to  th'  church  o'  th'  wedding 

day, 
I'll  never  come  at  court.    'Can  be  no  otherwise ; 
Perhaps  he  was  rich  *,  speak.  Mistress  Lapet,  was't 
not  so? 
Wife.  Nay,  that's  without  all  question. 
Sham,  Oh,  hoi    he  would  not  want  kickers 
enough  then. 
If  you  are  wise,  I  much  suspect  your  honesty. 
For  Wisdom  never  fastens  constantly. 
But  upon  Merit :  If  you  incline  to  fool, 
You  are  alike  unfit  for  his  society  ; 
Nay,  if  it  were  not  boldness  in  the  man 
That  honours  you,  to  advise  you,  'troth,  his  oom- 
Should  not  be  frequent  with  you.  [V^7 

Wife,  'Tis  good  counsel,  sir. 
Sham,  Oh,  I'm  so  careful  where  I  reverence, 
So  just  to  Groodness,  and  her  precious  purity, 
I  am  as  equally  jealous,  and  as  fearful, 
That  any  undeserved  stain  might  fall 
Upon  her  sanctified  whiteness,  as  of  the  sin 
That  comes  by  wilfulness. 

Wife.  Sir,  I  love  your  thoughts, 
And  honour  you  for  your  counsel  and  your  care. 
Sham,  We  are  your  servants. 


Wife,  He's  but  a  gentleman  o'  th'  chamhrr ; 

lAside, 

He  might  have  Idss'd  me,  fiuth  1 
Wliere  shall  one  find  less  courtesy  than  at  court? 
Say,  I  have  an  undeserver  to  my  husband. 
That's  ne'er  the  worse  for  him.     Well,  strmi^e- 

lipp'd  man, 
'Tis  but  a  kiss  lost ;  there'll  more  oome  agmha. 

lEjriL 

Enter  the  PUiioDate  Lord ;  he  wtaket  o  €omffee  er  turn  /« 

mtthing. 

La  Nove,  Look,  who  comes  here,  sir!  hia  love- 
fit's  upon  him : 
1  know  it,  by  that  set  smile,  and  those  congees. 
How  courteous  he's  to  nothing,  which  indeed 
Is  the  next  kin  to  woman,  only  shadow. 
The  elder  sister  of  the  twain,  beeanse  'tis  seen 
See  how  it  kisses  the  fore*fiiiger  still !     [throi^ ! 
Which  is  the  last  edition,  and,  being  come 
So  near  the  thumb,  every  cobler  has  got  it. 

Sham.  What  a  ridieolona  piece  Hnmaiutj 
Here  makes  itself ! 

La  Nove.  Nay,  good,  give  leave  a  tittle,  ar ; 
You're  so  precise  a  manhood 

Sham.  It  afflicts  me 
When  I  behold  unseemliness  in  an  image 
So  near  the  godhead  I    'Tis  an  ii^ary 
To  glorious  eternity. 

La  Nove.  Pray  use  patience,  sir  I 

Pas,  I  do  confess  it  freely,  precious  ladj ; 
And  love's  suit  is  so,  the  longer  it  hangs 
The  worse  it  is :  Better  cut  off,  sweet  naailam. 
Oh,  that  same  drawing-in  your  nether  lip  there, 
Foreshews  no  goodness,  lady.   Make  you  question 
Shame  on  me,  but  I  love  you !  [on't  * 

La  Nove,  Who  is't,  sir. 
You  are  at  all  this  pains  for  ?  may  I  know  ber  ? 

Pae.  For  thee,  thou  fairest,  yet  the  frJeest  wo- 
That  ever  broke  man's  heart-strings.  [mas, 

La  Nove.  How  ?  how's  this,  sir  ? 

Pas.  What,  the  old  trick  of  ladies  ?  men's  ap- 
parel? 
Will't  ne'er  be  left  amongst  yon  ?  Steal  from.  eooH 

La  Nove.  I  see  the  fit  grows  stiooger.      [ia*t ' 

Pas,  Pray  let's  talk  a  little. 

Sham,  I  oan  endure  no  more  I 

La  Nove,  Good,  let  us  alone  a  little  ! 
You  are  so  exact  a  work  I  love  light  ttunge  aome- 

Sham,  They're  all  but  shamf.  [whet,  sir. 

La  Nove.  What  is't  you  would  say  to  me,  sir? 

Pas.  Can  you  be  so  forgetful  to  inquire  it,  lady  ? 

La  Nove.  Yes,  truly,  sir. 

Pas.  The  more  I  admire  your  flinfinuM ! 
What  cause  have  I  given  you.  illustrious  madam. 
To  play  this  strange  part  with  me  ? 

La  Nove.  Cause  enough : 
Do  but  look  back,  sir,  into  your  memory. 
Your  love  to  other  women.     Oh,  lewd  men. 
It  has  almost  kill'd  my  heart ;  you  see.  I'm  changed 

with  it ; 
I  ha'  lost  the  fashion  of  my  sex  with  grief  on't ! 
When  I  have  seen  you  courting  of  a  damdf 
(Compared  with  me,)  and  kissing  your  fore>finger 
To  one  o'  th'  blackguard's  mistrenes ;  would  not 

this 
Crack  a  poor  lady's  heart,  that  believed  love. 
And  waited  for  the  comfort  ?  But  'twas  aaid,  air, 
A  lady  of  my  hair  cannot  want  pit3ring ; 
The  country's  coming  up :  FarewdU  to  yoa,  sir ! 

Pcu,  Whither  intend  you,  sir  ? 
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Im  JVooe.  A  long  journey,  sir  : 
The  truth  is,  I'm  with  child,  and  go  to  trmvail. 

Pa«.  Witii  child  ?  I  never  got  it. 

ha  Note.  I  heard  you  were  busy 
At  the  same  time,  sir;  and  was  loth  to  trouble  you. 

Pas.  Why,  are  not  you  a  whore  then,  excellent 
madam? 

ha  Nooe.  Oh,  by  no  means ;  'twas  done,  sir, 
in  the  state 
Of  my  belief  in  you,  and  that  quits  me  ; 
It  lies  upon  your  falsehood. 

Pat.  Does  it  so  ? — 
Yoa  shall  not  carry  her  though,  sir;  she's  my 
contract. 

Sham.  I  pr'ythee,  thou  four  elements  ill-brewed. 
Torment  none  but  thyself !  Away,  I  say, 
Thou  beast  of  passion,  as  the  drunkard  is 
Tbe  beast  of  wine  1  Dishonour  to  thy  making, 
Thou  man  in  fragments  ! 

Pag.  Hear  me,  precious  madam  ! 

Sham.  Kneel  for  thy  mts  to  Heayen. 

Pa$.  Lady,  TU  father  it. 
Whoe'er  begot  it :  'Tis  the  course  of  greatness. 

Sham.  How  Virtue  groans  at  this  ! 

Pom.  Ill  raise  the  court,  but  I  will  stay  your 
flight.  {Exit  Paasfonate  Lord. 

Sham*  How  wretched  is  that  piece ! 


La  Nove,  He's  the  Duke's  kinsman,  sir. 

Sham.  That  cannot  take  a  passion  away,  sir, 
Nor  cut  a  fit  but  one  poor  hour  shorter  ; 
He  must  endure  as  much  as  the  poorest  beggar. 
That  cannot  change  his  money ;  there's  the  equa- 
In  our  impartial  essence. [lity 

Enter  a  Senrant. 

What's  the  news  now  ? 

Serv,  Your  worthy  brother,   sir,  has  left  his 
And  come  to  see  you.  [diarge. 

Enter  the  Soldier. 
Sham.  Ob,  the  noblest  welcome 
That  erer  came  from  man,  meet  thy  desenrings  ! 
Methinks,  I  have  all  joy's  treasure  in  mine  arms 
now. 
Sold.  You  are  so  fortunate  in  prevention,  brother, 
You  always  leave  the  answerer  barren,  sir ; 
You  comprehend  in  few  words  so  much  worth. 
Sham.  'Tis  all  too  little  for  thee :  Come,  thou'rt 
welcome !  iEmbraca  him. 

So  I  include  all — ^Take  especial  knowledge,  pray, 
Of  this  dear  gentleman,  my  absolute  friend, 
That  loves  a  soldier  far  above  a  mistress, 
Though  excellently  faithful  to  'em  both : 
But  love  to  manhood  owns  the  purer  troth. 

lExeunt. 
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SCENE   I Jf  Gallery  in  the  Palace.     Chairs 

placed  against  the  leaU. 

Enter  the  Soldier  and  the  Lady. 

hady.  There  should  be  in   this  gallery — Oh, 
they're  here. 
Pray  sit  down  :  Believe  me,  sir,  I'm  weary. 

SoUL  It  well  becomes  a  lady  to  complain  a  little 
Of  what   she  never  feels:  Your  walk  was  short, 

madam ; 
Yoa  can  be  but  afraid  of  weariness, 
Which  well  implies  the  softness  of  your  sex  : 
As  for  the  thing  itself,  you  never  came  to't. 

lAMdif.  You're  wondrously  well  read  in  ladles, 
sir. 

Sold.  Shall  I  think  such  a  creature  as  you,  ma- 
Was  ever  bom  to  feel  pain,  but  in  travail  ?    [dam, 
There's  yoor  full  portion. 
Besides  a  little  tooth-ache  in  the  breeding, 
Which  a  kind  husband  too  takes  from  you,  madam. 

haeip.   But  where  do  ladies,  sir,  find  such  kind 
p^rljAps  you  have  heard  [husbands  ? 

The  rheumatic  story  of  some  loving  chandler  now. 
Or  some  such  melting  fellow,  that  you  talk 
So  prodigal  of  men's  kindness :  I  confess,  sir, 
Many  of  those  wives  are  happy,  their  ambition 
I>oes  reach  no  higher  than  to  love  and  ignorance. 
Which  msikea  an  excellent  husband,  and  a  fond 

one: 
NovTy  sir,  your  great  ones  aim  at  height  and  cun- 
ning, 
And  so  are  oft  deceived,  yet  they  must  venture  it ; 
For  'tis  a  lady's  contumely,  sir, 
•j<Q  hA«e  a  loid  an  ignorant;  then  the  world's  voice 
Will  deem  her  for  a  wanton,  ere  she  taste  on't : 
But,  to  deceive  a  wise  man,  to  whose  circumspec- 
The  world  resigns  itself  with  all  his  envy,        [tion 


'TIS  less  dishonour  to  us  than  to  foil ; 
Because  his  believed  wisdom  keeps  out  all. 

Sold,  'Would  I  were  the  man.  Lady,  that  should 
Hb  ?risdom  to  your  goodness !  [venture 

Lady.  You  might  fail 
In  the  return,  as  many  men  have  done,  sir. 
I  dare  not  justify  what  is  to  come  of  me, 
Because  I  know  it  not ;  though  I  hope  virtuously  : 
Marry,  what's  past,  or  present,  I  durst  put 
Into  a  good  man's  hand ;  which  if  he  take 
Upon  my  word  for  good,  it  shall  not  cozen  him. 

Sold,  No,  nor  hereafter  ? 

Lady,  It  may  hap  so  too,  sir  : 
A  woman's  goodness,  when  she  is  a  wife, 
Lies  much  upon  a  man's  desert,  believe  it,  sir  ! 
If  there  be  fault  in  her,  I'll  pawn  my  life  on't, 
'Tis  first  in  him,  if  she  were  ever  good 
That  makes  one :  knowing  not  a  husband  yet. 
Or  what  he  may  be,  I  promise  no  more  virtues 
Than  I  may  well  perform ;  for  that  were  cozenage. 

Sold,    Happy  were  he  that  had  you»  with  all 
That's  my  opinion.  Lady.  [fears  I 

Enter  Shamont  and  a  Senrant,  liMtening, 

Serv.  What  say  you  now,  sir  ? 
Dare  you  give  confidence  to  your  own  eyes  ? 

Sham,  Not  yet  I  dare  not. 

Serv.  No? 

Sham.  Scarce  yet,  or  yet. 
Although  I  see  'tis  he.     Why,  can  a  thing, 
That's  but  myself  divided,  be  so  false  ? 

Serv.  Nay,  do  but  mark  how  the  chair  plays  his 
How  amorously  'tis  bent.  [part  too : 

Sham.  Hell  take  thy  bad  thoughts  ! 
For  they  are  strange  ones.    Never  take  delight 
To  make  a  torment  worse.  Look  on  'em.  Heaven ! 
For  that's  a  brother !  send  me  a  fair  enemy, 
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And  take  him  I  for  a  fouler  fiend  there  breathes 
I  will  not  sin  to  think  there's  ill  in  her,  [not. 

But  what's  of  his  producing : 
Yet  goodness,  whose  inclosure  is  but  flesh. 
Holds  out  oft-times  but  sorrily.  But,  as  black,  sir, 
As  ever  kindred  was,  I  hate  mine  own  blood, 
Because  it  is  so  near  thine.  Live  without  honesty ; 
And  mayst  thou  die  with  an  unmoisten'd  eye, 
And  no  tear  follow  thee. 

lExeunt  Sbamont  aikf  Servant. 

Lady,  You're  wond*rous  merry,  sir ; 
I  would  your  brother  heard  you ! 

Soid.  Or  my  sister ; 
I  would  not,  out  o'  th*  way,  let  fall  my  words,  lady, 
For  the  precisest  humour. 

Enter  Pasrionate  Lord. 

Poi.  Yea,  so  close  ? 

Sold.  They  are  merry,  that's  the  worst  you  can 
report  of  'em ; 
They  are  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodest. 

Pas,  So,  sir ! 
Shall  I  believe  you,  think  you  ? 

Sold.  Who's  this,  lady? 

Lady,  Oh,  the  duke*s  cousin ;  he  came  late  from 

Sold.  Respect  belongs  to  him.  [travel,  sir. 

Pas.  [Mimicking  the  Soldier.]  **  For,  as  I  said, 
lady, 
They  are  merry,  that's  the  worst  you  can  report  of 
They  are  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodest."  ['em  ; 

Sold.  How's  this? 

Pas.  "  And  there  I  think  I  left." 

Sold.  Abuses  me  ! 

Pas.    '*  Now,   to  proceed,   Lady :   Perhaps   I 
swore  I  loved  you  ; 
If  you  believe  me  not,  you*re  much  the  wiser" — 

Sold.  He  speaks  still  in  my  person,  and  derides 

Pas.  "  For  I  can  cog  with  you" —  [me ! 

Lady,  You  can  all  do  so ; 
We  make  no  question  of  men's  promptness  that 
way. 

Pas.  **  And  smile,  and  wave  a  chair  with  comely 
grace  too, 
Play  with  our  tassel  gently,  and  do  fine  things. 
That  catch  a  lady  sooner  than  a  virtue." 

Sold.  I  never  used  to  let  man  live  so  long, 
That  wrODged  me ! 

Pas.  '*  Talk  of  battalions,  woo  you  in  a  skirmish ; 
Divine  my  mind  to  you,  lady :  and,  being  sharp. 

set. 
Can  court  yon  at  half-pike  ;  or  name  your  weapon, 
We  cannot  fail  you,  lady." 

Enter  La  Nova. 
Sold.  Now  he  dies,  IDrawe. 

Were  all  succeeding  hopes  stored  up  within  him  ! 
La  Nove.  Oh,  fy  1  i'  th'  court,  sir  ?  IDetaine  him. 
Sold.  I  most  dearly  thank  you,  sir. 
La  Nove.  'Tis  rage  ill  spent  upon  a  passionate 

madman. 
Sold.  That  shall  not  privilege  him  for  ever,  sir. 
A  madman  call  you  him  ?  I  have  found  too  much 

reason 
Sound  in  his  injury  to  me,  to  believe  him  so. 
La  Nove.  If  ever  truth  from  man's  lips  may  be 
held 
In  reputation  with  you,  give  this  confidence  ; 
And  this  his  love-fit,  which  we  observe  still 
By  his  flattering  and  his  fineness ;  at  some  other 
He'll  go  as  slovenly  as  heart  can  wish.  [time 

The  love  and  pity  that  his  highness  shews  to  him. 


Makes  every  man  the  more  respectful  of  him  i 
He  has  never  a  passion  but  is  well  provided  for. 
As  this  of  love ;  he  is  full  fed  in  all 
His  swinge,  as  I  may  term  it :  Have  bat  patience. 
And  you  shall  witness  somewhat  I 

Sold.  Still  he  mocks  me : 
Look  you  !  in  action,  in  behaviour,  sir. — 
Hold  still  the  chair,  with  a  grand  mischief  to  you ! 
Or  I'll  set  so  much  strength  upon  your  heart,  sir — 

Pas.   "  I  feel  some  power  has  restrained  me. 
If  it  be  sent  from  Love,  say,  I  obey  it,  [lady : 

And  ever  keep  a  voice  to  welcome  it."  {.SinifM. 

SONG. 

Thon  deity,  swift-winged  Lore. 
Sometimw  below,  sometinieB  above. 
Little  in  shape,  but  great  in  power  ; 
Tlion,  that  makeet  a  heart  thy  tower. 
And  thy  loop-holes  ladiee'  eyes. 
From  whence  thou  strik'st  the  fond  and  wiae : 
Did  all  the  shafts  in  thy  fair  quiver 
Btiok  fast  in  my  ambitions  liver. 
Yet  thy  power  would  I  adore. 
And  call  upon  thee  to  shoot  more. 
Shoot  more,  shoot  more ! 

Enter  a  l4idy  dieguieed  as  Cupid,  qfering  to  shod  at  lie 

Passionate  Lord. 


Pas.   I  pr'ythee  hold  though,  iweet  celestial 
I'm  not  requited  yet  with  love  enough  [boy  ! 

For  the  first  arrow  that  I  have  within  me  ; 
And  if  thou  be  an  equal  archer,  Cupid, 
Shoot  this  lady,  and  twenty  more  for  me. 

Lady.  Me,  sir? 

La  Nove,  [Apart  to  her.l  Tis  nothing  but  de- 
vice ;  fear  it  not,  lady ! 
You  may  be  as  good  a  maid  after  that  shaft, 

madam. 

As  e*er  your  mother  was  at  twelve  and  a  half : 
*Tis  like  the  boy  that  draws  it,  it  has  no  sting  yei. 

Cupid,   [Aside. 1    'TIS  like  the  miserable  maid 
that  draws  it. 
That  sees  no  comfort  yet,  seeing  him  so  passionate. 

Pas.  Strike  me  the  Duchess  of  Valois  in  love    . 
with  me. 
With  all  the  speed  thon  canst,  and  two  of  her 
women  1 

Cupid.  You  shall  have  more.  lExii 

Pas.  Tell  'em,  I  tarry  for  'em.  ' 

La  Nove.  Who  would  be  angir  with  that  walk-    • 
That  hurts  none  but  itself?  [ing  trouble  now,    j 

Sold.  I  am  better  quieted. 

Pas.  I'll  have  all  woman-kind  struck  in  time  for    i 
After  thirteen  once.  [mc    I 

I  see  this  Cupid  will  not  let  me  want ;  | 

Aad  let  him  spend  his  forty  shafts  an  hour,  | 

They  shall  be  all  found  from  the  duke's  exchequer,    i 
He's  come  already. 

Enter  again  tMe  Lady,  personaUng  Capid,  her  two  Rn>~     ; 
thers  and  six  Women  at  Muquers;  Cupid*a  (mt  hrmt 
all  the  toap  towards  them  /  the  Jtrst  Woman  sim^g  and    i 
playing  /  om  disguised  as  a  Priest. 

BONG. 

BV  THS  PIR8T  WOMAlf. 

t 

Oh,  tuni  thy  bow  I 
Thy  power  we  feel  and  know,  i 

Fair  Cupid,  turn  away  tliy  bow ! 
They  !>c  those  golden  arrows. 
Bring  ladles  all  their  sorrows ; 
And  tilt  there  bo  more  truth  in 
Never  shoot  at  maid  sgain  I 
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Pat,  What  a  felicity  of  whores  are  here ! 
And  all  my  concubines  struck  bleeding  new  ! 
A  man  can  in  his  life-time  make  bat  one  woman, 
But  he  may  make  his  fifty  queans  a  month. 

Cup.  Have  you  remember'd  a  priest,  honest 
brothers  ?  iApari  to  tlu  Brothers. 

1  Bro,  Yes,  sister,  and  this  is  the  young  gentle- 
Make  you  no  question  of  our  faithfulness,    [man  ; 

2  Brth.  Thy  growing  shame,  sister,  provokes  our 

care. 
Prietl,  He  must  be  taken  in  this  fit  of  lore,  gen- 

1  Bra,  What  else,  sir  ?  he  shall  do't    [tlemen  ? 

2  Bro.  Enough. 

1  Bro»  Be  cheerful,  wench  I 

lA  Danetf  Cupid  leading. 

Pas,  Now,  by  the  stroke  of  pleasure, — a  deep 
oath!— 
Nimbly  hopt,  ladies  all !  What  height  they  bear 
A  story  higher  than  your  common  statures;    [too ! 
A  little  man  must  go  up  stairs  to  kiss  'em  : 
What  aTgreat  space  there  is 
Betwixt  Love's  dining-chamber  and  his  garret ! 
ru  try.  the  utmost  height.    The  garret  stoops, 

methinks : 
The  rooms  are  made  all  bending,  I  see  that, 
And  not  to  high  as  a  man  takes  'em  for. 

Cupid,  Now,  if  you'll  follow  me,  sir,  I  have  that 
To  make  them  follow  you.  [power 

Pas,  Are  they  all  shot  ? 

Cupid,  AH,  tJlf  sir;  every  mother's  daughter  of 
em. 

Pa#.  Then  there's  no  fear  of  following :  If  they 
be  once  shot, 
TheyHl  follow  a  man  to  the  devil.    As  for  you, 

sir 

lExit  witM  the  Lady  and  th€  Masquers. 

Soid,  Me,  sir? 

La  iVotv.  Nay,  sweet  sir! 

Said,  A  noise,  a  threatning !     Did  yon  not  hear 
it,  sir  ? 

La  Nome*  Without  regard,  sir ;  so  wotdd  I  have 
you. 

Said,  This  must  come  to  something  ;  never  talk 
Yon  never  saw  it  otherwise.  [of  that,  sir ! 

La  Ncfve.  Nay,  dear  Merit 

Sold,  Me,  above  all  men  ? 

La  Nove.  'Troth,  you  wrong  your  anger. 

Sold,  I  willbearm'd,  my  honourable  lecher — 

La  N&ve,  Oh,  fy,  sweet  sir ! 

Sold.  That  devours  women's  honesties  by  lumps, 
And  never  chew'st  thy  pleasure. 

La  Nove,  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 

Sold,  What  does  he  mean,  t'  engross  all  to 
himself? 
There's  others  love  a  whore  as  well  as  he,  sir. 

La  Nome.  Oh,  an  that  be  part  o'  th'  fiiry,  we 
I&  very  well  provided  for  that  case  t      [have  a  city 
Let  him  alone  with  her,  sir!  we  have  women 
Are  very  charitable  to  proper  men, 
And  to  a  soldier  that  has  all  his  limbs  : 
Marry,  the  sick  and  lame  gets  not  a  penny ; 
Right  women's  charity !  and  the  husbands  follow't 
Here  comes  his  highness,  sir.  [too. 


EtUerUvKX^  attired  for  the  chate,  and  Lords. 


lExit. 


Sold.  I'll  walk  to  cool  myself. 
Ouke.  Who's  that? 
La  Nove.  The  brother  of  Shamont, 
Duke.  He*8  brother  then 
To  all  the  court's  love»  they  that  love  discretely. 


And  place  their  friendliness  upon  desert : 
As  for  the  rest,  that  with  a  double  face 
Look  upon  Merit  much  like  Fortune's  visage, 
That  looks  two  ways,  both  to  life's  calms  and 

storms, 
111  so  provide  for  him,  chiefly  for  him. 
He  shall  not  wish  their  loves,  nor  dread  their  envies. 
And  here  comes  my  Shamont. 

Enter  Shamont,  and  wxVce  on  one  tide  of  the  Staff e. 

Sham,  That  lady*s  virtues  are  my  only  joys ; 
And  he  to  offer  to  lay  siege  to  them  ! 

Duke,  Shamont! 

Sham,  Her  goodness  is  my  pride :  In  all  dis- 
courses, 
As  often  as  I  hear  rash-tongued  gallants 
Speak  rudely  of  a  woman,  presently 
I  give  in  but  her  name,  and  they're  all  silent. 
Oh,  who  would  lose  this  benefit ! 

Duke,  Come  hither,  sir. 

Sham,  'Tis  like  the  gift  of  healing,  but  diviner  : 
For  that  but  cures  diseases  in  the  body. 
This  works  a  cure  on  fame,  on  reputation ; 
The  noblest  piece  of  surgery  upon  earth  ! 

Duke,  Shamont ! — He  minds  me  not. 

Sham,  A  brother  do't  ? 

Duke,  Shamont,  I  say ! 

iOivet  him  a  touch  with  hit  twitch. 

Sham.  Hal 
If  he  be  mortal,  by  this  hand  he  perishes ! 

IDrawe, 
Unless'it  be  a  stroke  firom  Heaven,  he  dies  for't ! 

Duke.  Why,  how  now,  sir  ?  'twas  I. 

Sham.  The  more's  my  misery. 

Duke,  Why,  what's  the  matter,  pr'ythee  ? 

Sham,  Can  you  ask  it,  sir  ? 
No  man  else  should  :  Stood  forty  lives  before  him. 
By  this  I  would  have  op'd  my  way  to  him. 
It  could  not  be  you,  sir ;  excuse  him  not, 
Whate'er  he  be,  as  you  are  dear  to  honour, 
That  I  may  find  my  peace  again  1 

Duke.  Forbear,  I  say  ! 
Upon  my  love  to  truth,  'twas  none  but  I. 

Sham,  Still  miserable ! 

Duke.  Come,  come ;  what  ails  you,  sir  ? 

Sham,  Never  sat  shame  cooling  so  long  upon  me, 
Without  a  satisfaction  in  revenge  ; 
And  Heaven  has  made  it  here  a  sin  to  wish  it. 

Duke.  Hark  you,  sir ! 

Sham,  Oh,  you  have  undone  me ! 

Duke,  How? 

Sham.  Cruelly  undone  me ; 
I  have  lost  my  peace  and  reputation  by  you  f 
Sir,  pardon  me  ;  I  can  ne'er  love  you  more.  [Exit. 

Duke.  What  language  call  you  this,  sirs  ? 

1  Gent,  'Truth,  my  lord, 
I  have  seldom  heard  a  stranger. 

La  Nove.  He  is  a  man  of  a  most  curious  valour, 
Wond'rous  precise,  and  punctual  in  that  virtue. 

Duke,  But  why  to  me  so  punctual?   my  last 
thought 
Was  most  entirely  fixed  on  his  advancement. 
Why,  I  came  now  to  put  him  in  possession 
Of  his  fair  fortunes, — what  a  mis-conceiver  'tis  I — 
And,  from  a  gentleman  of  our  chamber  merely. 
Make  him  vice-admiral ;  I  was  settled  in't : 
I  love  him  next  to  health.     Call  him,  gentlemen ! 
Why,  would  not  you,  or  you,  ha'  taken  as  much. 
And  never  murmur'd  ?  [Exit  La  Note. 

1  Gent,  'Troth,  I  thmk  we  should,  my  lord ; 
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And  there's  a  fellow  walks  about  the  court 
Would  take  a  hundred  of  'em. 
Duke,  1  hate  you  all  for  it ; 
And  rather  praise  his  high-pitch'd  fortitude. 
Though  in  extremes  for  niceness:  Now  I  think 

on't, 
I  would  I  had  never  done  it ! — ^Now,  sir,  where  is 

he? 

Enter  La  Novx. 

La  None.  His  suit  is  only,  sir,  to  be  excused. 
Duke.  He  shall  not  be  excused ;  I  love  him 
dearlier : 
Say,  we  entreat  him ;  go !  he  must  not  leave  us. 

{Exeunt  La  Nots  and  1  Gent. 
So  Virtue  bless  me,  I  ne'er  knew  him  parallel' d  ! 
Why,  he's  more  precious  to  me  now  than  ever. 

B/t-enUt  La  Notb  and  First  Oentleman,  with  Shamoitt, 
vho  ttapi  in  the  back-i;round. 

La  Nove.  With  much  fair  language  we  have 

Dvke.  Thanks! —  Piroughthim. 

Where  is  he  ? 

1  Gent,  Yonder,  sir. 

Duke.  Come  forward,  man. 

Sham,  Pray  pardon  me ;  I  am  ashamed  to  be 
seen,  sir. 

Dvke.  Was  ever  8uc)l  a  touchy  man  heard  of? 
Pr'ythee  come  nearer. 

Sham.  More  into  the  light  ? 
Put  not  such  cruelty  into  your  requests,  my  lord : 
First,  to  disgrace  me  publickly,  and  then  draw  me 
Into  men's  eye-sight,  with  the  shame  yet  hot 
Upon  my  reputation ! 

Duke.  What  disgrace,  sir  ? 

Sham,  What  ? 
Such  as  there  can  be  no  forgiveness  for. 
That  I  can  find  in  honour. 

Duke.  That's  most  strange,  sir. 

Sham.  Yet  I  have  search'd  my  bosom  to  find 
And  wrestled  with  my  inclination ;  [one, 

But  'twill  not  be :  'Would  you  had  kill'd  me,  sir ! 
With  what  an  ease  had  I  foigiven  you  then ! 
But,  to  endure  a  stroke  from  any  hand. 


Under  a  punishing  angel's,  which  is  jnatioe. 
Honour  disclaim  that  man !  For  my  part 
Had  it  been  yet  the  malice  of  your  sword, 
Though  it  had  cleft  me,  it  had  been  noUe  to  me ; 
You  should  have  found  my  thanks  paid  in  a  anile, 
If  I  had  fell  unworded :  But,  to  shame  me 
With  the  correction  that  your  horse  should  have. 
Were  you  ten  thousand  times  my  royal  lord, 
I  cannot  love  you,  never,  nor  deaiie 
To  serve  you  more. 

If  3rour  drum  call  me,  I  am  voVd  to  valour; 
But  peace  shall  never  know  me  yours  again. 
Because  I  have  lost  mine  own.  I  speak  to  die,  ar : 
'Would  you  were  gracious  that  way  to  take  off 

shame. 
With' the  same  swiftness  as  yon  poor  it  on ! 
And  since  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  monarcha 
To  make  a  gentleman,  which  is  a  substance 
Only  begot  of  merit,  they  should  be  careM 
Not  to  destroy  the  worth  of  one  so  rare. 
Which  neither  they  can  make,  nor,  lost,  vepsulr. 

Dyke.  You  have  set  a  fair  Ught,  sir,  before  my 
judgment, 
Which  bums  with  wond'rousclesxiiess;  lacknow- 

ledge  It, 
And  your  worth  with  it :  But  then,  sir,  my  love. 
My  love— What,  gone  again  ? 
La  Nave,  And  fiill  of  scorn,  my  lord. 
Duke,  That  language  wiU  undo  &e  man   that 
keeps  it, 
Who  knows   no  difbrence  'twixt  contempt  and 

manhood. 
Upon  your  love  to  goodness,  gentlemen. 
Let  me  not  lose  him  long. — How  now  ? 
Enter  a  Hontanan. 
Hunie.  The  game's  at  height,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Confound  both  thee   and  itl     Hence, 
break  it  off  I 
He  hates  me  brings  me  news  of  any  pleasore. 
I  felt  not  such  a  conflict,  since  I  could 
Distinguish  betwixt  worthiness  and  blood* 

lExeumL 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  h-^The  Court  of  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Two  Brothers,  La  Nova,  with  thaee  that  were 
the  Maaqoon,  and  the  Lady  disguised  as  Cupid. 

La  Nove.  I  heartily  commend  your  project, 
'Twas  wise  and  virtuous.  [genUemen  ; 

1  Bro.  'Twas  for  the  safety 
Of  precious  honour,  sir,  which  near  blood  binds 

us  to : 
He  promised  the  poor  easy  fool,  there,  marriage ; 
There  was  a  good  maidenhead  lost  i*  th'  belief  on' t, 
Beshrew  her  hasty  confidence  ! 

La  Nove,  Oh,  no  more,  sir  1 
Yon  make  her  weep  again :  Alas,  poor  C\|ipid ! — 
Shall  she  not  shift  herself  ? 

I  Bro,  Oh,  by  no  means,  sir; 
We  dare  not  have  her  seen  yet :  All  the  while 
She  keeps  this  shape,  it  is  but  thought  device. 
And  she  may  follow  him  so  without  suspicion, 
To  see  if  she  can  draw  all  his  wild  passions 
To  one  point  only,  and  that's  love,  the  main  point : 


So  &r  his  highness  g^rants,  and  gave  at  first 
Large  approbation  to  the  quick  conceit; 
Which  then  was  quick  indeed. 

La  Nove.  You  make  her  bhish,  in  sootii. 

1  Bro.  I  fear  'tis  more  the  flag  of  ahame  than 
grace,  sir. 

La  Nove.  They  both  give  but  one  kind  of  cc^ar . 
sir. 
If  it  be  bashfolness  in  that  kind  taken. 
It  is  the  same  with  grace ;  and  there,  she  weeps 

again. 
In  truth,  yon  are  too  hard,  much,  modi  too  bitter. 

sir; 
Unless  you  mean  to  have  her  weep  her  eyes  out. 
To  play  a  Cupid  truly. 

1  Bro,  Come,  have  done,  then ! 
We  should  all  fesr  to  sin  first ;  for,  'tb  certain. 
When  'tis  once  lodged,  though  entertained  m  afeiith. 
It  must  be  wept  out,  if  it  e'er  come  forth. 

La  Nove,  Now,  'tis  so  well,  I'U  leave  yoa. 

1  Bro,  Fisithfulty  welcome,  air  !-^« 
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Go,  Capid,  to  four  chaige :  He's  yovr  own  now ; 
If  he  want  lore,  none  wUl  be  blamed  but  you. 
CvptdL  The  strangest  marriage,  and  nnfortn- 
naf  st  bride, 
That  ever  human  memory  contained  I 
I  cannot  be  myself  for't.  lExit. 

EimgrGAummo,  Uu  Clown. 

Go/.  Oh,  gentlemen  I 

I  Bro.  How  now,  sir  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Gal,  His  melancholy  passion  is  half  spent  al- 
ready; 
Then  comes  his  angry  fit  at  the  very  tail  on't: 
Then  comes  in  my  pain,  gentlemen;  be  has  beat 


E*en  to  a  cnllis :  I  am  nothing,  right  worshipful, 
But  very  p^,  and  jelly ;  I  have  no  bones, 
My  body's  all  one  business  :  they  talk  of  ribs 
And  chines  most  freely  abroad  i'  the  world ;  why,  I 
Have  no  such  thing;  whoever  liyes  to  see  me 
Dead,  gentlemen,  shall  find  me  all  mummy. 
Good  to  fill  gallipots,  and  long  dildo  glasses ; 
I  shall  not  have  a  bone  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Aii,  Alas,  poor  vassal,  how  he  goes  1 

Gal.  Oh,  gentlemen, 
I  am  nnjointed;  do  but  think  o'  that  1 
My  breast  is  beat  into  my  maw,  that  what  I  eat 
I'm  hin  to  take't  in  all  at  moutii  vnth  spoons  ;•— 
A  lamentable  hearing  ! — and,  'tis  well  known, 
My  bellj's  driven  into  my  back.     I  earned 
Foot  crowns  a-month  most  dearly,  gentlemen  : 
And  one  he  must  have,  when  the  fit's  upon  him ; 
The  privy  puTBe  allows  it,  and  'tis  thriftiness; 
He  would  break  else  some  forty  pounds  in  case- 
ments, 
And,  in  five  hundred  years,  undo  the  kingdom : 
I  have  cant  it  up  to  a  qoarreL 

1  Bro.  There's  a  fellow 

Kick'd  about  court,  I  would  he  had  his  place,  bro- 
Bot  for  one  fit  of  his  indignation  1  [ther, 

2  Bro*    And  suddenly  I  have  thought  upon  a 

1  Bro.  Ipr'ythee  how  ?  [means  for't. 

2  Bro.  'TIS  but  preferring,  brother, 
This  stock-fish  to  his  service,  irith  a  letter 

Of  commendations,  the  same  way  he  wishes  it. 
And  then  you  vrin  his  heart ;  'for  o'  my  knowledge 
He  has  Uid  wait  this  half  year  for  a  fellow 
That  will  be  beaten  ;  and  with  a  safe  conscience 
We  may  commend  the  carriage  of  this  man  in't 
Now  serrants  he  has  kept,  lusty  tall  fiseders. 
Bat  they  have  beat  hun,  and  tum'd  themselves 

away : 
Now  one  that  would  endure,  is  like  to  stay, 
And  get  good  wages  of  him ;  and  the  service  too 
Is  ten  times  milder,  brother ;  I  would  not  wish  it 
I  see  the  fieUow  has  a  sore  crush'd  body,       [else  : 
And  the  more  need  he  has  to  be  kick'd  at  ease. 

Gal.  Ay,  sweet  gentlemen^  a  kick  of  ease  ! 
Send  me  to  such  s  master. 

2  Bro.  No  more,  I  say  1 
We  hare  one  for  thee,  a  soft-footed  master, 
One  that  wears  wool  in's  toes. 

Gal.  Oh,  gentlemen. 
Soft  garments  may  ye  wear,  soft  sldns  may  ye  wed, 
But  as  plump  as  pillows,  both  for  white  and  red  I 
And  now  will  I  reveal  a  secret  to  you, 
Since  you  provide  for  my  poor  flesh  so  tenderly : 
He  has  hired  mere  rogues,  out  of  his  chamber- 
window, 
To  beat  the  Soldier,  Monsieur  Shamont's  brother. 


1  Bro,  That  nothing  concerns  us,  sir. 
Gal.  For  no  cause,  gentlemen. 

Unless  it  be  for  wearing  shoulder-points, 
With  longer  taggs  than  his.    *« 

2  Bro.  Is  not  that  somewhat  ? 

By>  lakin,  sir,  the  difference  of  long  taggs 

Has  cost  many  a  man's  life,  and  advanced  other 

Come,  follow  me !  [some. 

Gal.  See  what  a  gull  am  I ! 
Oh,  every  man  in  his  profession  ! 
I  know  a  thump  now  as  judiciously 
As  the  proudest  he  that  walks,  I'll  except  none  ; 
Come  to  a  tagg,  how  short  I  fidl !  I'm  gone. 

iExeunt. 

— ♦ — 

SCENE  Ih—The  Street 
EnUr  Lapst. 

Lapei.  I  have  been  ruminating  with  myself 
What  honour  a  man  loses  by  a  kick. 
Why,  what's  a  kick  ?  the  fiiry  of  a  foot. 
Whose  indignation  commonly  is  stamp'd 
Under  the  hinder  quarter  of  a  man, 
Which  is  a  place  very  unfit  for  honour, 
The  world  will  confess  so  much : 
Then  what  disgrace,  I  pray,  does  that  part  suffer. 
Where  honour  never  comes  ?    I  would  fain  know 

that. 
This  being  well  forced,  and  urged,  may  have  the 

power 
To  move  most  gallants  to  take  kicks  in  time, 
And  spurn  out  the  duellos  out  o'  th'  kingdom  : 
For  they  that  stand  upon  their  honour  most. 
When  tiiey  conceive  tnere  is  no  honour  lost, — 
As,  by  a  table  that  I  have  invented 
For  that  purpose  alone,  shall  appear  plainly. 
Which  shews  the  vanity  of  all  blows  at  large, 
And  vrith  what  ease  they  may  be  took  of  all  sides. 
Numbering  bat  twice  over  the  letters  patience. 
From  P.  A.  to  C  E.—l  doubt  not  but  in  small 
To  see  a  dissolution  of  all  bloodshed,  [time 

If  the  Reformed  Kick  do  but  once  get  up  : 
For  what  a  lamentable  folly  'tis, 
If  we  observe' t,  for  every  little  justle, 
Which  is  but  the  ninth  part  of  a  sound  thump. 
In  our  meek  computation,  we  must  fight,  forsooth : 
If  I  kiU,  I'm  hanged ;  if  I  be  killed  myself,  [yes  I 
I  die  for't  also :  Is  not  this  trim  vrisdom  ? 
Now  for  the  con.    A  man  may  be  well  beaten. 
Yet  pass  away  his  fourscore  years  smooth  after : 
I  had  a  father  did  it ;  and,  to  my  power, 
I  will  not  be  behind  him. 

Enter  Bhamont. 

Sham.  Oh,  well  met ! 

Lapet.  Now  a  fine  punch  or  two  !  I  look  for't 

S?ham.  I  have  been  to  seek  you.  [duly. 

Lapet.  Let  me  know  your  lodging,  sir : 

I'll  come  to  you  once  a-day,  and  use  your  pleasure, 

sir. 

Sham.  I'm  made  the  fittest  man  for  thy  society ! 

I'll  live  and  die  vrith  thee;    Come,  shew  me  a 

chamber ! 
There  is  no  house  but  thine,  but  only  thine. 
That's  fit  to  cover  me  :  I  have  took  a  blow,  sirrah. 
Lapet.  I  would  you  had  indeed  1      Why,  you 
may  see,  sir. 
You'll  all  come  to't  in  time,  when  my  book's  out. 
Sham.  Since  I  did  see  thee  last,  I  have  took  a 
blow. 
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Lapei.  Pho,  sir,  that's  nothing ;  I  ha'  took  forty 

since. 

Sham.  What,  and  I  charged  thee  thou  shouldst 

Lapei.  Ay,  sir,  [not  ? 

You  might  charge  your  pleasure  ;  but  they  would 

Whether  I  would  or  no.  [give't  me 

Sham,  Oh,  I  walk 
Without  my  peace ;  I  have  no  companion  now  ! 
Pr'ythee  resolve  me,  (for  I  cannot  ask 
A  man  more  beaten  to  experience, 
Than  thou  art  in  this  kind)  what  manner  of  blow 
Is  held  the  most  disgraceful,  or  distasteful  ? 
For  thou  dost  only  censure  'em  by  the  hurt, 
Not  by  the  shame  they  do  thee  :  Yet,  having  felt 
Abuses  of  all  kinds,  thou  mayst  deliver. 
Though  it  be  by  chance,  the  most  injurious  one. 

Lapei,  You  put  me  to't,  sir ;  but,  to  tell  you 

They're  all  as  one  with  me,  little  exception,  [truth. 

Sham.  That  little  may  do  much ;  let's  have  it 

from  you  ! 
Lapei.  With  all  the  speed  I  may  :  First  then, 
and  foremost, 
I  hold  so  reverently  of  the  batiinadOt  sir. 
That  if  it  were  the  dearest  friend  V  th'  world, 
I'd  put  it  into  his  hand. 

Sham.  Go  to  !  Til  pass  that  then. 
Lapei  You're  the  more  happy,  sir  ; 
'Would  I  were  past  it  too  :  But  being  accustom'd 
It  is  the  better  carried.  [to't. 

Sham.  Will  you  forward  ? 
Lapei.  Then  there's  your  touse^  your  teherrii, 
and  your  fUnrsi, 
Tug$  on  the  hair,  your  bob  o'  th'  lips,  a  whelp  on't ! 
I  ne'er  could  find  much  difference.     Now  your 

ihumpf 
A  thing  derived  first  from  your  hemp -beaters, 
Takes  a  man's  wind  away  most  spitefully  ; 
There's  nothing  that  destroys  a  cholic  like  it. 
For  it  leaves  no  wind  i'  th'  body. 
Sham,  On,  sir,  on ! 
Lapei.  Pray  pve  me  leave ;  I'm  out  of  breath 

with  thinking  on't. 
Sham,  This  is  far  off  yet. 
Lapei.  For  the  iunnge  by  th'  nose, 
'Tis  certainly  unsightly,  so  my  table  says. 
But  helps  against  the  head-ache,  wondrous  strangely. 
Sham,  Is't  possible  ? 

Lapei,  Oh,  your  crushed  nosirils  slakes  your 

epilation, 

And  makes  your  pent  powers  flush  to  wholesome 

sneezes. 

Sham,  I  never  thought  there  had  been  half  that 

In  a  wrung  nose  before.  [virtue 

Lapei,  Oh,  plenitude,  sir. 
Now  come  we  lower  to  our  modem  kickf 
Which  baa  been  mightily  in  use  of  late, 
Since  our  young  men  drank  coltsfoot ;  and  I'grant 

you 
'Tis  a  most  scornful  wrong,  'cause  the  foot  plays  it ; 
But  mark  again  how  we  that  take't  requite  it 
With  the  like  scorn,  for  we  receive  it  backward ; 
And  can  there  be  a  worse  disgrace  retorted  ? 
Sham,  And  is  this  all  ? 
Lapei.  All  but  a  lug  by  th*  ear. 
Or  such  a  trifle. 

Sham,  Happy  sufferer  I 
AU  this  is  nothing  to  the  wrong  I  bear : 
I  see  the  worst  disgrace  thou  never  felt'st  yet : 
It  is  so  far  from  thee,  thou  canst  not  think  on't ; 
Nor  dare  I  let  thee  know  it,  'tis  so  abject 


Lapei,  I  would  you  would  though,  that  I  might 
prepare  for't ! 
For  I  shaU  have  it  at  one  time  or  another. 
If  it  be  a  ihwack,  I  make  account  of  that ; 
There's  no  new-feshion'd  swap  that  e'er  came  np 
But  I  have  the  first  on  'em,  1  thank  'em  for't.  [yet. 

Enter  Iht  lady  cutd  tkmnts. ' 

Lady.  lEniering.'\  Hast  thou  inquired  ? 

1  Serv„  But  can  hear  nothing,  madam. 

Sham.  {To  Lapbt.]  If  there  be  but  so  much 
substance  in  thee 
To  make  a  shelter  for  a  man  disgraced, 
Hide  my  departure  from  that  glorious  wonan. 
That  comes  with  all  perfection  about  her, 
So  noble  that  I  dare  not  be  seen  of  her. 
Since  shame  took  hold  of  me :  Upon  thy  life. 
No  mention  of  me !  [£xi'. 

Lapei,  I'll  cut  out  my  tongue  first, — 
Before  I'll  lose  my  life  ;  there's  more  belongs  to't 

Lady,  See,  there's  a  gentleman  ;  inquire  of  him. 

2  Serv„  For  Monsieur  Shamont,  madam  ? 
Lttdy.  For  whom  else,  sir .' 

1  Serv,  Why,  this  fellow  dares  not  see  turn. 

Lady,  How  ! 

1  Serv,  Shamont,  madam  ? 
His  very  name's  worse  than  a  fever  to  him  ; 
And  when  he  cries,  there's  nothing  stills  faim'sooner: 
Madam,  your  page  of  thirteen  is  too  hard  for  him ; 
'Twas  tried  i'  th'  wood-yard. 

Lady.  Alas,  poor  grieved  Merit ! 
What  is  become  of  him  ?  If  he  once  foil. 
Virtue  shall  find  small  friendship  !  fiuewell,  then, 
To  ladies'  worths,  for  any  hope  in  men  1 
He  loved  for  goodness,  not  for  wealth  or  lust. 
After  the  world's  foul  dotage ;  he  ne'er  courted 
The  body,  but  the  beauty  of  the  mind, 
A  thing  which  common  courtship  never  thinks  on : 
All  his  affections  were  so  sweet  and  fair. 
There  is  no  hope  for  fame,  if  he  despair. 

lExeunt  Lady  and  Serraats. 

ErUer  Oaioshio,  kiekt  Lapbt,  and  gives  him  a  Letter. 

Lapei,  Good  morrow  to jou  again  moot  heartily, 
air  !  {.Kieks  him  a^m. 

Cry  you  mercy,  I  heard  yon  not ;  I  waa  aomewhat 

Gal,  He  takes  it  as  familiarly  as  an  ave,  [busy. 
Or  precious  salutation  :  I  was  sick 
*TiU  I  had  one,  because  I  am  so  used  to't. 

Lapei.  However  you  deserve,  your  fiie&ds  and 
mine  here 
Give  you  large  commendations  i*  this  letter ; 
They  say  you  will  endure  well. 

Gal,  1  would  be  loath 
To  prove  'em  liars :  I  have  endured  as  much 
As  mortal  pen  and  ink  can  set  me  down  for. 

Lapei,  Say  you  me  so  ? 

Ged.  I  know  and  feel  it  so  sir ; 
I  have  it  under  black  and  white  already  ; 
I  need  no  pen  to  paint  me  out. 

Lapei.  He  fits  me,  CAsiSe. 

And  hits  my  wishes  pat,  pat :  I  was  never 
In  possibility  to  be  better  mann'd ; 
For  he's  half  lamed  already ;  I  see't  pbun. 
But  take  no  notice  on't,  for  fear  I  make 
The  rascal  proud,  and  dear,  to  advance  his  wages. — 
First,  let  me  grow  into  particulars  with  you  ! 
What  have  you  endured  of  worth  ?  let  me  bear. 

Gal,  Marry,  sir, 
I  am  almost  beaten  blind. 
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I^apeL  That's  pretty  well 
For  a  beginning ;  but  many  a  mill-horse 
Haa  endnred  as  mach. 

Gai.  Shame  o'  the  miller's  heart 
For  his  nnkindness  then  ! 
iA»pet.  Well,  sir,  what  then  ? 
Go/.    I  have  been  twice  thrown  down  stairs, 

just  before  supper. 
L,apei.  Puh  1  so  have  I ;  that's  nothing. 
Gal.  Ay,  bat,  sir. 
Was  yours,  pray,  before  supper  ? 
LapeL  There  thou  posest  me. 
Gal.  Ay,  marry,  that's  it ;  it  had  been  less  grief 
to  me. 
Had  I  but  fill'd  my  belly,  and  then  tumbled  ; 
But,  to  be  flung  down  fasting,  there's  the  dolor ! 
Lapeim  It  would  haye  grieved  me,  that,  indeed. 

Proceed,  sir  I 
Gal.    I  have  been  pluck'd  and  tugg'd  by  th' 
hair  o'  th'  head 
About  a  s^lery  half  an  acre  long. 

Lapet.  Yes,  that's  a  good  one,  I  must  needs 
confess ; 
A  principal  good  one  that,*an  absolute  good  one ! 
I  bare  been  trod  upon,  and  spum'd  about. 
But  nerer  tugg'd  by  th'  hair.  I  thank  my  fates. 
Gal.  Oh,  'tis  a  spiteful  pain  ! 
iAtpet.   Peace  I  never  speak  on't. 
For  patting  men  in  mind  on't ! 

GeU.  To  conclude, 
I'm  bursten,  sir ;  my  bdly  will  hold  no  meat. 
Lapet.   No  ?  that  makes  amends  for  all. 
Gal.  Unless  it  be  puddings. 
Or  such  fast  food ;  any  loose  thing  beguiles  me ; 
I'm  ne'er  the  better  for't. 
Lapet*  Sheep-heads  will  stay  with  thee  ? 
GaL  YeSf  air,  or  chawdrons. 
Lapet,  Very  well,  sir ; 
Your  borsten  fellows  must  take  heed  of  surfeits. 
Strange  things,  it  seems,  you  have  endured. 
Gal,  Too  true,  sir. 

Lapet,  But  now  the  question  is,  what  you'll 
Hereafter  in  my  service  ?  [endure 

Gal.  Anything 
That  shall  be  reason,  sir,  for  I'm  but  froth : 
Much   like  a  thing  new  calved ;   or,  come  more 

nearer,  sir. 
Yon  hare  seen  a  cluster  of  frog>spawns  in  April ; 
£*ea  anch  a  starch  am  I,  as  weak  and  tender 
ks  a  green  woman  yet. 

LapeU  N^ow  I  know  this, 
I  will  be  Tery  gently  angry  with  thee. 
And  kick  thee  carefully. 
Gal.  Oh«  ay,  sweet  sir  ! 

Lapet.   Peace,  when  thou'rt  offer'd  well !  lest  I 
beg^n  now. 
Your  iriends  and  mine  have  writ  here,  for  your 

troth 
They'll  pass  their  words  themselves  :  And  I  must 
Gal,  Then  have  you  all ;  [meet  'em. 

As  for  my  honesty,  there's  no  fear  of  that. 
For  I  have  never  a  whole  bone  about  me.  {.Exeu-ni. 


SCENK  III.-— ^»  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 
Mt  sic.     Enter  tkt  Passionate  Lord,  rudely  and  cartlettlp 
apiH^reUedw   unbraced,  and  untrusted ;   the  Lady  dit' 
j^.  scd  as  Cupid, /oUowing. 

Cupid.  Think  upon  love,  which  makes  all  crea- 
tures handsome, 


Seemly  for  eye-sight !  go  not  so  diffusedly : 
There  are  great  ladies  purpose,  sir,  to  visit  yon. 

Pas.  Grand  plagues  !    Shut  in  my  casements, 
that  the  breaths 
Of  their  coach-mares  reek  not  into  my  nostrils  I 
Those  beasts  are  but  a  kind  of  bawdy  forerunners. 

Cupid,  It  is  not  well  with  you,  when  you  speak 
ill  of  fair  ladies. 

Pom.  Fair  mischiefs !   give  me  a  nest  of  owls, 
and  take  'em ! 
Happy  is  he,  say  I,  whose  window  opens      [there 
To  a  brown  baker's  chimney  1    he  shall  be  sure 
To  hear  the  bird  sometimes  aiter  twilight. 
What  a  fine  thing  'tis,  methinks,  to  have  our  gar- 
Sit  loose  upon  us,  thus,  thus  carelessly  !      [ments 
It  u  more  manly  and  more  mortifying ; 
For  we're  so  much  the  readier  for  our  shrouds  : 
For  how  ridiculous  were't  to  have  death  come, 
And  take  a  fellow  pinn'd  up  like  a  mistress  ! 
About  his  neck  a  ruff,  like  a  pinch'd  lanthorn. 
Which  schooLboys  make  in  winter ;  and  his  doublet 
So  close  and  pent,  as  if  he  feared  one  prison 
Would  not  be  strong  enough  to  keep  his  soul  in, 
But  his  tailor  makes  another ; 
And  trust  me,  (for  I  know't  when  I  loved,  Cupid) 
He  does  endure  much  pain  for  the  poor  praise 
Of  a  neat-sitting  suit. 

Cupid.  One  may  be  handsome,  sir, 
And  yet  not  pained,  nor  proud. 

Piu.  There  you  lie,  Cupid, 
As  bad  as  Mercury  :  There  is  no  handsomeness. 
But  has  a  wash  of  pride  and  luxury. 
An  you  go  there  too,  Cupid, — away,  dissembler ! — 
Thou  takest  the  deed's  part,  which  befools  us  all : 
Thy  arrow-heads  shoot  out  sinners  :  Hence,  away ! 
And  after  thee  I'll  send  a  powerful  charm. 
Shall  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Cupid.  Never,  never ! 
I  am  too  sure  thine  own.  lExiL 

Pat.  ISingt."]  Hence,  all  you  vain  delights, 
Afl  short  as  are  the  nights 

Wherein  you  spend  your  folly ! 
There's  nought  in  this  life  sweet, 
If  man  were  wise  to  aee't. 

But  only  melancholy ; 

Oh,  sweetest  melancholy ! 

Welcome,  folded  arms,  and  fixed  eyes, 
A  sigh  that  piercing  mortifies, 
A  look  that's  fasten'd  to  the  ground, 
A  tongue  chain'd  up,  without  a  sound ! 

Fountain  heads,  and  pathless  groves, 
PlaoeB  which  pale  passion  loves ! 
Moon-light  walks,  when  all  the  fowls 
Are  warmly  housed,  save  hats  sad  owls ! 

A  midnight  bell,  a  parting  groan ! 

These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon ; 
Then  stretch  our  bones  in  a  still  gloomy  valley  ; 
Nothing's  80  dainty  sweet  as  lovely  melancholy. 

Enter  €U  amOher  door  Lapbt,  the  disguised  Lady't  Brothers 
watching  his  coming. 

1  Bro.  So,  so  1   the  woodcock's  ginn'd ;  Keep 

this  door  fast,  brother. 

2  Bro,  I'll  warrant  this. 

1  Bro.  I'll  go  incense  him  instantly  ; 
I  know  the  way  to't. 

2  Bro.  Will't  not  be  too  soon. 

Think  you,  and  make  two  fits  break  into  one  ? 

I  Bro.  Pah  !  no,  no ;  the  tail  of  his  melancholy 
Is  always  the  head  of  his  anger,  and  follows 
As  close  as  the  report  follows  the  powder. 
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Lapet.  This  is  the  appointed  place,  and  the  hour 
If  I  can  get  security  for  his  truth,  [struck. 

I'll  never  mind  his  honesty :  Poor  worm  ! 
I  durst  lay  him  by  my  wife,  which  is  a  benefit 
Which  many  masters  ha'  not :  I  shall  ha'  no  maid 
Now  got  with  child  but  what  I  get  myself, 
And  that's  no  small  felicity ;  in  most  places 
They  are  got  by  th'  men,  and  put  upon  the  miu- 
Nor  shall  I  be  resisted  when  I  strike,  [ten  : 

For  he  can  hardly  stand  ;  these  are  great  blessings ! 
Poi.  [  Within.]  I  want  my  food ;  deliver  me  a 

varlet  I 
Lapet,  How  now !  from  whence  comes  that  ? 
Pas.  I  am  aUow'd 
A  carcase  to  insult  on :  Where's  the  villain  ? 
Lapet.  He  means  not  me,  I  hope. 
Pat.  My  maintenance,  rascals  ! 
My  bulk,  my  exhibition ! 

Lapet,  Bless  us  all ! 
What  names  are  these  ?  'Would  I  were  gone  again ! 
The  Pasfdonate  Lord  enttrtjiiriotulpf  with  a  truncheon. 
Pas.  ISingt.^  A  curae  upon  thee,  for  a  slave  I 
Art  thoa  here,  and  heardst  me  rave  ? 
Fly  not  sparkles  from  mine  eye. 
To  shew  my  indignation  nigh  ? 
Am  I  not  all  foam  and  Are, 
With  voice  OS  hoarse  as  a  town-crler  ? 
How  my  back  opes  and  abuts  together 
With  fiuy,  as  old  men's  with  weather ! 
Couldst  thou  not  hear  my  teeth  gnash  hither  ? 

Lapet.  No,  truly,  sir ;  I  thought  it  had  been  a 
Shaving  a  hazel-nut.  [squirrel 

Pas.  Death,  heU,  fiends,  and  darkness ! 
I  will  thrash  thy  mangy  carcase. 

iStrikes  him  daum. 

Lapet.  Oh,  sweet  sir  1 

Pm.  There  cannot  be  too  many  tortures 
Spent  upon  those  lousy  quarters. 

Lapet.  Hold!— oh!  IFaOs down Jbr dead. 


Pas.  Thy  bones  shall  me !  thy  bones  riiall  roe ! 

Thou  nasty,  eonrvy,  mungrel  toad. 

Mischief  on  thee! 

Light  upon  thee 
All  the  plagues  that  can  oonfoond  tliee. 
Or  did  ever  reign  abroad ! 
Better  a  thousand  lives  it  oost. 
Than  have  brave  anger  qvUt  or  lost.  lExU. 

Lapet.  May  I  open  mine  eyes  yet,  and  safely 
peep? 
I'll  try  a  groan  first :  Oh !— Nay  then,  he's  gone. 
There  was  no  other  policy  but  to  die ; 
He  would  ha*  made  me  else — Ribs,  are  yon  sore  ? 
I  was  ne'er  beaten  to  a  tune  before. 

Enter  ths  Two  Brothers. 

1  Bro.  Lapet ! 

Lapet.  Again  ?  [^Paiis  again, 

1  Bro.  Look,  look  I  he^s  flat  again. 

And  stretch' d  out  like  a  oorse  ;  a  handfal  longer 
Than  he  walks,  tmst  me,  brother.— Why,  Lapet ! 
I  hold  my  life  we  shall  not  get  him  apeak  now. — 
Monsieur  Lapet ! — It  must  be  a  privy  token. 
If  anything  fetch  him,  he's  so  far  gone. — 
We  come  to  pass  our  words  for  your  msm's  tmtlL 
Lapet.  Oh,  gentlemen,  you're  weioome!  I  have, 
been  Sirash'd,  i'  faith. 

2  Bro.  How  I  thrash'd,  sir  ? 

Lapet.  Never  was  Shrove-Tnesday  bird 
So  cudgell'd,  gentlemen. 

1  Bro.  Pray  how  ?  by  whom,  sir  ? 

Lapet.  Nay,  that  I  know  not. 

1  Bro.  Not  who  did  this  wrong  ? 

Lapet.  Only  a  thing  came  Hke  a  walking  song,  i 

1  Bro.  What,  beaten  with  a  song  ? 

Lapet.  Never  more  tightly,  gentlemen  :  | 

Such  crotchets  happen  now  and  then  ;  niethinks. 
He  that  endures  well,  of  all  watera  diinka. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  l.-'An  Apartment  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Soldier  and  La  Novb. 

Sold.  Yes,  yes ;  this  was  a  madman,  sir,  with 
A  Passionate  Madman.  [you, 

La  Nove.  Who  would  ha'  look'd  for  this,  sir  ? 
Sold.  And  must  be  privileged  ?  a  poz  privilege 
him  ! 
I  was  never  so  dry-beaten  since  I  was  bom. 
And  by  a  litter  of  rogues,  mere  rogues ;  the  whole 

twenty 
Had  not  above  nine  elbows  'mongst  'em  all  too  ; 
And  the  most  part  of  those  left-handed  rascals, 
The  very  vomit,  sir,  of  hospitals. 
Bridewells,  and  spital-houses ;  such  nasty  smellers. 
That,  if  they  had  been  unfnrnish'd  of  club-trun- 
cheons. 
They  might  have  cudgell'd    me  with  their  very 

stink, 
It  was  so  strong  and  sturdy  :  And  shall  this, 
This  filthy  injury,  be  set  off  with  madness  f 

La  Nove.  Nay,  take  your  own  blood's  counsel, 
sir;  hereafter, 
I'll  deal  no  ^rther  in't :  If  you  remember. 
It  was  not  oome  to  blows  when  I  advised  you. 


Sold.  No ;  but  I  erer  said  'twould  come  to  toise- 
thing ; 
And  'tis  upon  me,  thank  him  !  Where  he  kin 
To  all  the  mighty  emperors  upon  earth. 
Me  has  not  now  in  life  three  hours  to  reckon  ! 
I  watch  but  a  free  time. 

Enter  SHAMOifT. 

La  Nove.  Your  noble  brother,  sir.      I'll  lea« 
you  now.  lExit 

Sham.  Soldier,  I  would  I  could  persuade  mt 
From  thinking  thee  a  brother,  as  I  can  [thonghu 
My  tongue  from  naming  on't !  Thoa  hast  no  friend 

here. 
But  fortune  and  thy  own  strength  ;  tmst  to  them ! 

Sold.  How !  what's  the  incitement,  air  ? 

Sham.  Treachery  to  virtue, 
Thy  treachery,  thy  faithlesa  circumvention. 
Has  honour  so  few  daughters— never  fewer  !— 
And  must  thou  aim  thy  treachery  at  the  best  ? 
The  very  front  of  virtue  ?  that  bless'd  lady. 
The  duke's  sister? 
Created  more  for  admintion*8  cause. 
Than  for  love's  ends ;  whose  excellency  sparkka 
More  in  divinity,  than  mortal  beauty ; 
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And  «fl  mach  difference  'twizt  her  mind  and  body. 
As  'twist  this  earth's  poor  centre  and  the  snn : 
AimI  oooldst  thou  be  so  injarioos  to  fair  goodness, 
Once  to  attempt  to  court  her  down  to  frailty  ? 
Or  pat  her  but  in  mind  that  there  is  weakness. 
Sin,  and  desire,  which  she  should  never  hear  of? 
\%*  retch,  thou'st  committed  worse  than  sacrilege. 
In  the  attempting  on't,  and  ought'st  to  die  for't ! 

Sold,   I  rather  ought  to  do  my  best  to  live,  sir. 
Pro-voke  me  not !  for  I've  a  wrong  sits  on  me. 
That  makes  me  apt  for  mischief:  I  shall  lose 
All  respects  suddenly  of  friendship^  brotherhood, 
Or  suiy^sonnd  that  way  ! 

SAatm»  But  'ware  me  most  $ 
For  I  come  with  a  two-edged  injury, 
Both  my  disgrace,  and  thy  apparent  falsehood ! 
Whicrh  most  be  dangerous. 

Said,    I  courted  her,  sir : 
Love  starve  me  with  delays,  when  I  confess  it  not ! 

STk^tn,  There's  nothing  then  but  death 
Can  he  a  penance  fit  for  thy  confession. 

St^ld,  But  far  from  any  vicious  taint. 

Sh^Km,    Oh,  sir. 
Vice  is  a  mighty  stranger  grown  to  courtship. 

Said,  ^ay,  then,  the  fruy  of  my  wrong  light  on 
!  IDrauft. 


lExit. 


SnUr  La  Nova  and  Thru  Gentlemen. 

I^a  N'cve.  Forbear !  the  duke's  at  hand 
Here,  hard  at  hand,  upon  my  reputation ! 

Sold,.   I  must  do  something  now. 

Shcm,    I'll  follow  you  close,  sir. 

Imm  A'ot9«.  We  must  entreat  you  must  not ;  for 
Deares  some  conference  with  you.  [the  dake 

[,They  hold  him. 

Shamir  Let  me  go. 
As  ye  Bjne  gentlemen ! 

1  Geni,   ^Faith,  we  dare  not,  sir. 

Sham,    I>are  ye  be  false  to  honour,  and  yet  dare 


Do  a  man  justice  ?  Give  me  leave  ! 

La  I^o>9e.  QtwA  sweet  sir  1 
He  has  sent  twice  for  you. 

Shan^"   Is  this  brave,  or  manly  ? 

I^a  iVo0^.  I  pr'ythee,  be  conform'd  ! 
'Death! 


[not 


I  Oeni^   Vemot  I  he's  come,  in  troth. 

Shani'   Oh,  have  you  betray'd  me  to  my  shame 
How  I  f»"*  bound  to  loath  you !  [afresh  ? 

/>csA«.    Shamont,  welcome  1 
I  sent  twiec. 

1  Gent*  But,  my  lord,  he  never  heard  on  t. 

pray  pardon  him  for  his  falseness !  I  did. 


Bath    timc» 


I  had  rather  be  found  rude  than 
Iksthless. 
I  love  that  bluntness  dearly :  He  has  no 


But  is  more  manly  than  some  other's  virtue. 
That  Uit&  it  out  only  for  show  or  profit. 

{Exeunt  La  Novs  and  Gentlemen. 
cj^am*   ^WiU't  please  you  quit  me,  sir?  I  have 

urgent  business ! 
T}tJce»  ComCf  you're  so  hasty  now!  I  lent  for 
To  a  better  end-  [you 

gl^atm-  And  if  it  be  an  end 
TWtter  or  worse,  I  thank  your  goodness  for't. 

Tiuke^   I  hAve  csver  kept  that  bounty  in  condition, 
4  d  thaJikffilDess  in  blcKxl,  which  well  becomes 
B^  prince  «nd  subject,  that  where  any  wrong 
voi''  "•  


Bears  my  impression,  or  the  hasty  figure 

Of  my  repented  anger,  I'm  a  law 

Even  to  myself,  and  doom  myself  most  strictly 

To  justice,  and  a  noble  satisfaction : 

So  that  what  you,  in  tenderness  of  honour. 

Conceive  to  be  loss  to  you,  which  is  nothing 

But  curious  opinion,  I'll  restore  again, 

Although  I  give  you  the  best  part  of  Cienoa, 

And  take  to  boot  but  thanks  for  your  amends. 

Sham.  Oh,  miserable  satisfaction  ! 
Ten  times  more  wretched  than  the  wrong  itself! 
Never  was  ill  better  made  good  with  worse ! 
Shall  it  be  said  that  my  posterity 
Shall  live  the  sole  heirs  of  their  father's  shame  ? 
And  raise  their  wealth  and  glory  from  my  stripes  I 
You  have  provided  nobly,  bounteous  sir. 
For  my  disgrace,  to  make  it  live  for  ever, 
Out-lasting  brass  or  marble ! 
This  is  my  fear's  construction,  and  a  deep  one. 
Which  neither  argument  nor  time  can  alter : 
Yet,  I  dare  swear,  I  wrong  your  goodness  in't, 

sir, 
And  the  most  fair  intent  on't ;  which  I  reverence 
With  admiration,  that  in  you,  a  prince, 
Should  be  so  sweet  and  temperate  a  condition, 
To  offer  to  restore  where  you  may  ruin, 
And  do  it  with  justice  ;  and  in  me,  a  servant, 
So  harsh  a  disposition,  that  I  cannot 
Forgive  where  I  should  honour,  and  am  bound  to 
But  I  have  ever  had  that  curiosity  [it. 

In  blood,  and  tenderness  of  reputation, 
Such  an  antipathy  against  a  blow — 
I  cannot  speak  the  rest  I  good  sir,  discharge  me ! 
It  is  not  fit  that  I  should  serve  you  more. 
Nor  come  so  near  you :  I'm  made  now  for  privacy, 
And  a  retired  condition ;  that's  my  suit. 
To  part  from  court  for  ever,  my  last  suit ; 
And,  as  you  profess  bounty,  grant  me  that,  sir  ! 

Duke,  I  would  deny  thee  nothing. 

Sham.  Health  reward  you,  sir  I  lExit. 

Duke.  He's  gone  again  already,  and  takes  hold 
Of  any  opportunity :  Not  riches 
Can  purchase  him,  nor  honours,  peaceably. 
And  force  were  brutish.    What  a  great  worth's 

gone  with  him ! 
And  but  a  gentleman  ?  Well,  for  his  sake, 
I'll  ne'er  offend  more  "  those  I  cannot  make  ;" 
They  were  his  words,  and  shall  be  dear  to  memory. 
Say,  I  desire  to  see  him  once  again. — 
Yet  stay  1  he's  so  well  forward  of  his  peace, 
Twere  pity  to  disturb  him :  He  would  groan 
Like  a  soul  fietch'd  again,  and  that  were  injury ; 
And  I  have  wrong'd  his  degree  too  much  already. 
Call  forth  the  gentlemen  of  our  chamber  instantly  ! 

1  Serv.  [  IVithin.l  1  shall,  my  lord. 

Duke.  I  may  forget  again, 
And  therefore  will  prevent :  The  strain  of  this 
Troubles  me  so,  one  would  not  hazard  more. 

Bnitr  La  Nova  and  the  thru  Oentlemoi. 

La  Nove.  Your  will,  my  lord? 

Duke.  Yes,  1  discharge  you  all. 

1  Gent.  My  lord 

Duke.  Your  places  shall  be  otherwise  disposed 

3  Gent.  Why,  sir  ?  [of. 

Duke.  Reply  not !  I  dismiss  you  all : 
You  are  gentlemen ;  your  worths  will  find  you 

fortunes ; 
Nor  shall  your  farewell  tax  me  of  ingratitude. 
I'll  give  you  all  noble  remembrances. 
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As  testimonies  'gainst  reproach  and  malice, 
That  you  departed  loved. 

2  Gent.  This  is  most  strange,  sir. 

La  Nove,  But  how  is  your  grace  fumish'd, 
these  dismissed? 

Duke,  Seek  me  out  grooms, 
Men  more  insensible  of  reputation. 
Less  curious  and  precise  in  terms  of  honour ; 
That,  if  my  anger  chance  let  fall  a  stroke. 
As  we're  idl  subject  to  impetuous  passions, 
Yet  it  may  pass  unmurmur'd,  undisputed, 
And  not  with  brayer  fury  prosecuted. 

La  Nove,  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 

lExiithe'DvKK- 

2  Gent.  Know  you  the  cause,  sir  ? 

La  Nove.  Not  I,  kind  gentlemen,  but  by  con- 
jectures ; 
And  so  much  shall  be  yours  when  you  please. 

3  Gent.  Thanks,  sir ! 

2  Gent.  We  shall  i'  th'  mean  time  think  our- 

selves guilty 
Of  some  foul  fault,  through  ignorance  committed. 
La  Nove.  No,  'tis  not  that,  nor  that  way. 

3  Gent.  For  my  part, 

I  shall  be  disinherited,  I  know  so  much. 

La  Nove.  Why,  sir  ?  for  what  ? 

3  Gent.  My  sire's  of  a  strange  humour; 
He'll  form  faults  for  me,  and  then  swear  'em  mine ; 
And  commonly  the  first  begins  with  lechery  ; 
He  knows  his  own  youth's  trespass. 

La  Nove.  Before  you  go, 
111  come  and  take  my  leave,  and  tell  you  all,  sirs. 

2  Gent.  Thou  wert  ever  just  and  kind. 

[Exeunt  the  three  Gentlemen. 

La  Nove.  That's  my  poor  virtue,  sir  ; 
And  parcel  valiant ;  but  it's  hard  to  be  perfect, 
llie  choosing  of  these  fellows  now  will  puzzle  me. 
Horribly  puzzle  me ;  and  there's  no  judgment 
Goes  true  upon  man's  outside,  there's  the  mbchief. 
He  must  be  touch'd,  and  tried,  for  gold  or  dross  ; 
There  is  no  other  way  for't,  and  that's  dangerous 

too: 
But,  since  I'm  put  in  trust,  I  will  attempt  it ; 
The  duke  shall  keep  one  daring  man  about  him. 

Enter  a  eotoardlp  Gallant. 

Soft !  who  comes  here  ?  A' pretty  bravery  this ! 
Every  one  goes  so  like  a  gentleman, 
'Tis  hard  to  find  a  difference,  but  by  the  touch. 
I'll  try  your  metal,  sure.  iStriket  him. 

Gallant,  Why,  what  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 

La  Nove.  Nay,  an  you  understand  it  not,  I  do 
not. 

Gallant.  Yes ;  'would  you  should  well  know  ! 
I  understand  it  for  a  box  o'  th'  ear,  sir. 

La  Nove.  And,  o'  my  troth,  that's  all  I  gave  it 

Gallant.  'Twere  best  it  be  so  !  [for. 

La  Nove.  This  is  a  brave  coward, 
A  jolly  threat'ning  coward  ;  he  shall  be  captain. — 
Sir,  let  me  meet  you  an  hour  hence  i'  th'  lobby. 

Gallant.  Meet  you  ?  the  world  might  laugh  at 
me  then,  i'faith. 

La  Nove.  Lay  by  your  scorn  and  pride  (they 
are  scurvy  qualities) 
And  meet  me ;  or  I'll  box  you  while  I  have  you, 
And  carry  yon  gambril'd  thither  like  a  mutton. 

Gallant.  Nay,  an  you  be  in  earnest,  here's  my 
I  will  not  fail  you.  [hand; 

La  Nove.  'Tis  for  your  own  good^— - 

Gallant.  Away ! 


La  Nove.  Too  much  for  yoor  own  good,  sir,  a 

pox  on  you ! 
Gallant.  I  pr'ythee  cutk  me  all  day  long  so. 
La  Nove.  Hang  you  ! 
Gallant.  1*11  make  him  mad ;  he's  loth  to  curse 

too  much  to  me. 

Indeed,  I  never  yet  took  box  o'  th'  ear. 

But  it  redounded,  I  must  needs  say  so 

La  Nove.  Will  you  be  gone  ? 
Gallant.  Curse,  curse,  and  then  I  go. — 
Look  how  he  grins !  I  have  anger'd  him  to  tJi' 
kidnies.  {Fnt. 

La  Nove.  Was  ever  such  a  priggii^  coxcomb 
seen ! 
One  might  have  beat  him  dumb  now  in  this  humour, 
And  he'd  ha'  grinn'd  it  out  still. 

Enter  a  j>latfi  Fellow. 

Oh,  here's  one 

Made  to  my  hand,  methinks  looks  like  a  onven ; 
Less  pains  will  serve  his  trial ;  some  alight  justle. 

iPHsket  lUm. 

Fel.  How !  Take  you'that,  sir ;  and  if  that  ain« 

tent  you  not ISU-Oeet  k»m. 

La  Nove.  Yes,  very  well,  sir;  I  desire  no  more. 
Fel.  I  think  you  need  not ;  for  you  have  noc 
lost  by't.  [EriL 

La  Nove.  Who  would  ha'  thought  this  woold 
have  proved  a  gentleman  ? 
I'll  never  trust  long  chins  and  little  legs  again ; 
I'll  know  'em  sure  for  gentiemen  hereafter : 
A  gristie  but  in  show,  but  gave  his  cuff 
With  such  a  fetch  and  reach  of  gentry. 
As  if  he  had  had  his  arms  before  the  flood. 
I  have  took  a  villainous  hard  task  upon  me, 
Now  I  begin  to  have  a  feeling  on't. 

Enter  Latst,  and  Gaixwbio  habited  at  his  SerranL ' 

Oh,  here  comes  a  tried  piece :  Now  the  reform'l 
The  millions  of  punches,  spurns,  and  nips     [kick  I 
That  he  has  endured  !  His  buttock's  all  black-lead ; 
He's  half  a  negro  backward ;  he  was  past  a  Spaniard 
In  eighty-eight,  and  more  Egyptian  like : 
His  table  and  his  book  come  both  out  shortly. 
And  all  the  cowards  in  the  town  expect  it. 
So,  if  I  fail  of  my  full  number  now, 
I  shall  be  sure  to  find  'em  at  church  comers. 
Where  Dives  and  the  suffering  ballads  hang. 

Lapet,  Well,  since  tfaon'rt  of  so  mild  a  temper* 
So  meek  a  spirit,  thou  mayst  live  with  me,        [of 
Till  better  times  do  smile  on  thy  deserts. — 
I'm  glad  I  am  got  home  again. 

Gal.  Vm  happy 
In  your  service,  sir;  you'll  keep  me  from  th< 
hospital. 

Lapet.  So!  bring  me  the  last   proof;  thi>  i^ 
corrected. 

Gal.  Ay,  you're  too  full  of  your  correotioD,  nr. 

Lapet.  Look  I  have  perfect  books  within  thil 

Gal.  Yes,  sir.  [half-hoor! 

Lapet.  Bid  him  put  all  the  thwmpM  in  Pica 
Roman, 
And  with  grest  T's,  you  vermin,  as  tkump*  shooid 
be. 

Gal.  Then  in  what  letter  will  yon  have  roo^ 
kicks .' 

Lapet.  All  in  Italiea  ;  your  backwnrd  blows 
All  in  Italiea,  you  hermaphrodite  ! 
When  shall  I  teach  you  wit  ?  I 

Gal.  Oh,  let  it  alone,  l&Mf»t*dt. 

Till  you  have  some  yourself,  sir ! 

i 
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JL^pei^  You  mumble  1 

GaL  Tike  TictualB  aie  lock'd  up ;  I'm  kept  from 
mumbling.  lExiL 

L^pet,  He  prints  my  blows  upon  pot  paper  too, 
the  rogue  I  * 
^liich  had  been   proper  for  some  drunken  pam- 
phlet. 
/«4  JVove.  Monsieur  Lapet !     How  the  world 
rings  of  you,  sir ! 
Your  name  sounds  far  and  near. 
f^apei.  A  good  report  it  bears, 
Tor  an  enduring  name. 

Z^4B  A*of7tf .  What  luck  have  you,  sir  i 
Lapei.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 
Lmm  ^09e.  I'm  but  thinking  on't ! 
I  hAve  heard  you  wish  this  five  year  for  a  place ; 
Noipr  there's  one  fall'n^  and  freely  without  money 

too; 
AtMl  empty  yet,  and  yet  you  cannot  have  it. 

l^apet.  No  !  what's  the  reason  ?  I'D  giye  money 
R.-ither  than  go  without,  sir.  [for't, 

La  J^ove.  That's  not  it,  sir : 
The  troth  is,  there's  po  gentleman  must  have  it^ 
Either  for  lore  or  money ;  'tis  decreed  so  : 
I  was  heartily  sorry  when  I  thousht  upon  you  ; 
Had  yoa  not  been  a  gentleman,  I  had  fitted  you. 
i^^pei.  Who  ?  I  a  gentleman  ?  a  pox  1  I'm  none, 
I^a.  iVbff^.  How?  [sir. 

Lnpet.   How  I  why,  did  you  ever  think  I  was  ? 
/.^  N'ove.  What !  not  a  gentleman  ? 
Lapet.  I  would  thou  hadst  put  it  upon  me,  Tfaith ! 
Did  not  my  grandfather  cry  cony-skins  ? 
My  father  aquayitse  ?  a  hot  genUeman  ! 
All  ^*»^«  I  speak  on,  i'  your  time  and  memory  too ; 
f  >nly  a  rich  uncle  died,  and  left  me  chattels : 
Yoa  know  all  this  so  well  too  1 

La  ^ave.  Vthj  excuse  me,  sir  ! 
Ha'  not  yon  arms  ? 

Lapet.   Yes  ;  a  poor  couple  here, 
Y\iMt  serve  to  thrust  in  wild-fowl. 

La  ^ove.   Herald's  arms, 
^TmboLs  of  gentry,  sir ;  you  know  my  meaning ; 
fi^^y^  hare  been  shewn  and  seen. 
Lapei.  They  have? 
/.«  ^Vowf-   r  f«.  have  they. 
f^Mpet^  'Why,  I  confess,  at  my  wife's  instigation 
once, 
Ks-  women  love  these  herald's  kickshaws  naturally) 
baoe^ht  'em  ;  hot  what  are  they,  think  you  ?  puffs. 
La    JWw?^-    Why,  that's  proper  to  your  name 
being  Laj^t, 
^liich  ia  X^  Jo^^i  after  the  English  letter. 
f^^pet*  Tbe  herald,  sir,  had  much  ado  to  find  it. 
1^  j^ave.    And  can  you  blame  him  ? 
y^j    «tis  tli«  only  thing  that  puzzles  the  devil. 

I^pet»   At  last,  he  look'd  upon  my  name  again; 
jfd  having  well  compared  it,  this  he  gave  me  ; 
\ye  two  cbolics  playing  upon  a  wind  instrument. 
La  S'ove.   An  excellent  proper  one !  But,  I  pray 
tell  me, 
I       does  be  express'the  cholics  ?  they  are  hard 


Laoei    llic  cholics  ?  with  hot  trenchers  at  their 
^  '  belUea  ; 


t  *re'ti  nothiDg  better,  sir,  to  blaze  a  cholic. 
/  a  Wove.   And  are  you  not  a  gentleman  by  this, 
i^vet.   Ko  ;  I  dUcUdm  it !  [sir  ? 

()J||^«ach<e  upon  earth  shall  make  me  one  ; 
>  -hau'not  thmk  to  put  his  gripes  upon  me, 
'    .  ^ria^  c'^^  g<6ntry  so,  and  ten  pound  first. 


If  the  wind  instrument  will  make  my  wife  one, 
Let  her  enjoy't,  for  she  was  a  harper's  grandchild ! 
But,  sir,  for  my  particular,  I  renounce  it. 
La  Nove,  Or  to  be  call'd  so  ? 
Lapet,  Ay,  sir,  or  imagined. 
La  Nove.  None  fitter  for  the  place :  Give  me 

thy  hand ! 
Lapet,  A  hundred  thousand  thanks,  besides  a 

bribe,  sir ! 
La  Nove.  You  must  take  heed  of  thinking  to- 
ward a  gentleman  now. 
Lapet.  Pish  !  I  am  not  mad,  I  warrant  you ! 
Nay,  more,  sir ; 
If  one  should  twit  me  i'  th'  teeth  that  I'm  a  gen^ 

tleman. 
Twit  me  their  worst,  I  am  but  one  since  Lammas ; 
That  I  can  prove,  if  they  would  see  my  heart  out 
La  Nove.  Marry,  in.  any  case,  keep  me  that 
evidence. 

Enter  Oaloshio,  with  a  Proqf-theet  and  a  Table. 

Lapet,  Here  comes  my  servant,  sir :  Galoshio 
Has  not  his  name  for  nought ;  he  will  be  trod 
What  says  my  printer  now  ?  [upon. — 

Gal.  Here*s  your  last  proof,  sir ; 
You  shall  have  perfect  books  now  in  a  twinkling. 

Lapet.  These  marks  are  ugly. 

Gal.  He  says,  sir,  they're  proper ; 
Blows  should  have  marks,  or  else  they  are  nothing 

Lapet.  But  why  a  peel-crow  here  ?  [worth. 

Gal.  I  told  'em  so,  sir : 
A  scare-crow  had  been  better. 

Lapet.  How,  slave  ? — Look  you,  sir  ! 
Did  not  I  say  this  tcherrit^  and  this  bob. 
Should  be  both  Pica  Roman  ? 

Gal.  So  said  I,  sir. 
Both  picked  Romatu,  and  he  has  made  'em  Welsh 
Indeed,  I  know  not  what  to  make  on  'em.     [bills. 

Lapet.  Hey-day!  a  souse,  ItcUieaf 

Gal.  Yes,  that  may  hold,  sir : 
Souse  is  a  bona  roba;  so  \%  flops  too. 

Lapet.  But  why  stands  bastinado  so  far  off  here? 

Gal.  Alas,  you  must  allow  him  room  to  lay  about 
him,  sir. 

Lapet.  Why  lies  this  spurn  lower  than  that 
spurn,  sir  ? 

Gal.  Marry,  this  signifies  one  kick  down  stairs, 
sir. 
The  other  in  a  gallery :  I  ask'd  him  all  these  ques- 
tions. 

La  Nove.  Your  book's  name  ?  pr'ythec,  Lapet, 
You  never  told  me  yet.  [mind  me  I 

Lapet.  Marry,  but  shall,  sir : 
'Tis  caU'd,  "  The  Uprising  of  the  Kick, 
And  the  Downfall  of  the  Duello." 

La  Nove.  Bring  that  to  pass,  you'll  prove  a 
happy  member. 
And  do  your  country  service :  Your  young  bloods 
Will  thank  you  then,  when  they  see  four-score. 

Lapet,  I  hope 
To  save  my  hundred  gentlemen  a-month  by  it ; 
Which  will  be  very  gw)d  for  the  private  house. 

Gal.  Look  you !  your  Table's  finish'd  sir,  al- 
ready. lOiving  the  picture. 

Lapet.  Why,  then,  behold  my  master-piece  ! — 
See,  see,  sir ; 
Here's  all  your  blows,  and  blow-men  whatsoever. 
Set  in  their  lively  colours,  givers  and  takers. 

La  Nove.  'Troth,  wondrous  fine,  sir ! 

Lapet.  Nay,  but  mark  the  postures ! 

A  A  a 
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The  standing  of  the  takers  I  admire 
More  than  the  givers :  They  stand  scomfiilly, 
Most  contumeliously ;  I  like  not  them. 
Oh,  here's  one  cast  into  a  comely  figure. 

Gal.  My  master  means  him  there  that's  cast 

down  headlong. 
Lapet.  How  sweetly  does  this  fellow  take  his 

dowtt ! 
Stoops  like  a  camel,  that  heroic  beast, 
At  a  great  load  of  nutmegs  :  And  how  meekly 
This  other  fellow  here  receives  his  wfterrit ! 
Gal.  Oh,  master,  here's  a  fellow  stands  most 

gallantly, 
Taking  his  kick  in  private  behind  the  hangings, 
And  raising  up  his  hips  to  it.     Bat,  oh,  sir. 
How  daintily  this  man  lies  trampled  on ! 
'Would  I  were  in  thy  place,  whate'er  thou  art ! 
How  lovely  he  endures  it ! 


La  Nove.  But  will  not 
These  things,  sir,  be  hard  to  practise^  think  you? 

Lapet,  Oh,  easy,  sir;  I'll  teadi  'em  in  a  dance. 

La  Nove.  How  1  in  a  dance  ? 

Lapet.  I'll  lose  my  new  place  dse, 
Whate'er  it  be ;  I  know  not  what  ^tis  yet. 

La  Nove.  And  now  yon  put  me  in  mind,  I  could 
employ  it  well. 
For  your  grace,  specially :  For  the  duke's  cousin 
Is  by  this  time  in  his  violent  fit  of  nairth  ; 
And  a  device  must  be  sought  out  for  suddenly, 
To  over-cloy  the  passion. 

Lapet.  Say  no  more,  sir ! 
I'll  fit  you  with  my  scholars,  new  pmctitioners, 
Endurers  of  the  time. 

Gal.  Whereof  I  am  one,  sir. 

La  Nove.  You  carry  it  away  snKX>t]& :  Give  mi 
thy  hand,  sir.  .    [£mal 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  l.-~An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Tufo  Brothers. 
Pas.  [Within.]  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
2  Bro.  Hark,  bark  !  how  loud  his  fit's  grown ! 
Pas.  'Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

1  Bro.  Now  let  our  sister  lose  no  time,  but  ply 
With  all  the  power  she  has  !  [it 

2  Bro.  Her  shame  grows  big,  brother ; 
The  Cupid's  shape  will  hardly  hold  it  longer  ; 
'Twould  take  up  half  an  ell  of  China  damaak  more, 
And  all  too  little ;  it  struts  perilously ; 

There  is  no  tampering  with  these  Cupids  longer : 
The  mere  conceit  with  woman-kind  works  strong. 

Pas.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

2  Bro.  l^e  laugh  comes  nearer  now ; 
'Twere  good  we  were  not  seen  yet. 

lExeutU  Brothers. 

Enter  PaaaioQate  Lord,  ami  Bask,  his  Jester. 
Pas.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
And  was  he  bastinadoed  to  tbe  life .'  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I  pr'ythee  say,  lord  general,  how  did  the  rascals 
Entrenoh  themselves  ? 
Base.  Most  deeply,  politickly,  aU  in  ditehes. 
Pas,  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Base,  'Tia  thought  he'll  ne^er  bear  arms  i'  th' 
field  again : 
He  has  much  ado  to  lift  'em  to  his  head,  sir. 
Pas.  I  would  he  had ! 

Base.  On  either  side  round  truncheons  play'd 
so  thick, 
That  shoulders,  chines,  nay,  flanks,  were  paid  to 
the  quick. 
Pas,  Well  said,  lord  general !  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Base.  But  pray,  how  grew  the  difference  first 

betwixt  you  ? 
Pas,  There  was  never  any,  sir ;  there  lies  the 
jest,  man  I 
Only  because  he  was  taller  than  his  brother. 
There's  all  my  quarrel  to  him ;  and  ipethought 
He  should  be  beaten  for't,  my  mind  so  gave  me,  sir, 
I  could  not  sleep  for't :  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Another  good  jest  quickly,  while  'tis  hot  now  ; 
Let  me  not  laugh  in  vain  i  ply  me,  oh,  ply  me. 
As  you  will  answer't  to  my  cousin  duke ! 
Base,  Alas,  who  has  a  good  jest  1 


Pas.  I  faU,  I  dwindle  in't. 
Base.  Ten  crowns  for  a  good  jest ! — Ha'  you  i 
good  jest,  sir  ? 

Enter  Servant. 
Serv.  A  pretty  moral  one. 
Base.  Let's  ha't,  whate'er  it  be ! 
Serv.  There  comes  a  Cupid 
Drawn  by  six  fools. 
Base  That's  nothing. 
Pas.  Help  it,  help  it  then  ! 
Base.  I  ha'  known  six  hundred  fools  drawn  b] 

a  Cupid. 
Pas.  Ay,  that,  that,  that's  the  smarter  morsl' 
Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Now  I  begin  to  be  song-ripe,  methinks. 

Base.  I'll  sing  you  a  pleasant  air,  sir,  befor^ 
you  ebb. 

BONO. 
Pas.  Oh,'how  mj  Itmgs  do  tJckle !  ha,  lia,  ha ! 
Base.  Oh,  how  my  lungs  do  tidUe !  ob,  oh,  ho,  bo ! 
Fat.       Bet  a  sharp  jest 

Against  my  breut» 
Then  how  my  Imigs  do  tickle  ! 
As  nightingales, 
And  things  in  cambrle  laila, 
Bing  best  against  a  prickle. 
Ha,  ha.  ha.  ha  I 
Base.     Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ha! 
Fas.  Laugh! 

Biue.  Laugh !  ' 

Fas.  Laugh  I 

Base.  Laugh  f 

Fas.  Wide!  ' 

Base.  Load! 

!*«#.  And  W7 

Base.  A  smile  Is  for  a  sbnperlng  novice. 

Fas.        One  that  ne'er  tasted  caveare. 

Base.  Nor  knows  the  smack  of  dear  ancboriea. 

Pas.        Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Base.      Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho ! 

Fas.  A  giggling  waiting-wench  ibr  me. 

That  shews  her  teeth  how  white  thcgr  be  ! 
Base.  A  thing  not  fit  for  gravity. 

For  theirs  are  foul  and  haxdly  thrasb 
Par.        Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Base.      Ho,  ho,  ho ! 
Pas.  DemocrituB,  thou  andeot  fleorer. 

How  I  miss  thy  laugh,  and  ha'  smae  I 
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Ban.  There  70a  named  the  fkmoos  Jeerer, 

That  e'er  Jeer'd  in  Rome  or  Athena. 
Fu.      Ha.ha,hal 
BtU€.     Ho,  ho.  ho ! 
Pat.  How  brave  Hves  he  that  keeps  a  fool. 

Although  the  rate  be  deeper ! 
Auc.  Bat  be  that  is  his  own  fool,  sir. 
Does  live  a  great  deal  cheaper. 
Pat.  Sure  I  shall  burst,  burst,  quite  break,  thou  art  so 

witty. 
Bite.  Tit  rare  to  break  at  court,  for  that  belongs  to  th* 

city, 
Pat.  Ha,  ha  I  my  spleen  is  almost  worn  to  the  last 

laughter. 
Batt,  Oh,  keep  a  comer  for  a  friend ;  a  Jest  may  cwne 

hereafter. 

Eaifr  LAnr  an<f  Clown,  and  four  others,  habited  like 
FmIs,  dancing,  the  Lady  dieguieed  at  Cupid  leading  ; 
htaring  LAntr's  Table,  holding  it  up  to  him  at  every 
ftram,  and  acting  the  potturee. 

UpeL  Twinge  all  now  !  twinge,  I  say  1 

2  Strain. 
Souse  upon  Souse. 

3  Strain. 
Donees  single. 

4  Strain. 
Jostle  sides. 

5  Strain. 
Knee  belly. 

6  Strain. 
Kicksee  Battock. 

7  Strain. 
Downderry ! 

Enter  the  Soldier,  hientord drawn. 

Soid,  Not  angry  law,  nor  doors  of  brass,  shall 
keep  me 
Prnm  my  wrong's  expiation  !  To  thy  bowels 
I  return  my  disgrace  ;  and,  after,  turn 
M7  face  to  any  death  that  can  be  sentenced. 

IThrowe  down  Lapkt  and  Oaloshio,  etabi  the 
Madman,  and  exit. 
Bate.  Murder !  oh,  murder  1  stop  the  murderer 

there! 
Upet.  I  am  glad  he's  gone !  he  has  almost  trod 
my  guts  out : 
Follow  him  who  list  for  me !  FU  ba'  no  hand  in't. 
Oal.  Ob,   'twas   your   luck    and  mine  to  be 
sqaelch'd,  master : 
He  hsfl  stamp'd  my  Tery  puddings  into  pancakes. 
Cupid,  Oh,  brx)ther8,  oh,  I  fear  'tis  mortal ! 
help,  oh,  help ! 
1^  made  the  wretchedest  woman  by  this  accident, 
*Mt  ercr  lore  beguiled  ! 

Enter  Two  Brothers. 

2  Bto.  We  are  undone,  brother  ; 
jw  shames  are  too  apparent — Away,  receptacle 
^  luury  and  dishonour  !  most  unfortunate, 
To  make  thyself  but  lucky  to  thy  spoil. 
After  thy  sex's  manner  '—Lift  him  up,  brother : 
H«  breathes  not  to  our  comfort ;  he's  too  wasted 
E^er  to  chear  us  more.    A  chirurgeon  speedily ! — 
Henre ,  the  unhappiest  that  e'er  stept  aside  ! 
obeli  be  a  mother,  before  she's  known  a  bride. 

Cupid,  Thou  hadst  a  most  unfortunate  con- 
ception, 
?nate'er  thou  protest  to  be !  In  midst  of  mirth, 
tomes  ruin  for  a  welcome  to  thy  birth.      iExeunt, 


SCENE  II.— The  Country.  A  Room  in  a  Cottage. 

Enter  Bbamont. 

Sham.  This  is  a  beautiful  life  now !  PriTacy, 
The  sweetness  and  the  benefit  of  essence. 
I  see  there^s  no  man  but  may  make  his  paradise ; 
And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love,  and  dotage 
Upon  the  world's  foul  joys,  that  keeps  him  out 

on't : 
For  he  that  lives  retired  in  mind  and  spirit, 
Is  still  in  paradise,  and  has  his  innocence 
Partly  allow'd  for  his  companion  too. 
As  much  as  stands  with  justice.     Here  no  eyes 
Shoot  their  sharp-pointed  scorns  upon  my  shame : 
They  know  no  terms  of  reputation  here. 
No  punctual  limits,  or  precise  dimensions  : 
Plain  down-right  honesty  is  all  the  beauty 
And  elegancy  of  life  found  amongst  shepherds ; 
For  knowing  nothing  nicely,  or  desiring  it, 
Quits  many  a  vexation  from  the  mind. 
With  which  our  quainter  knowledge  doth  abuse  us. 
The  name  of  envy  is  a  stranger  here, 
That  dries  men's  bloods  abroad,  robs  health  and 

rest : 
Why,  here's  no  such  fury  thought  on ;  no,  nor 

falsehood, 
That  brotherly  disease,  fellow-like  devil. 
That  plays  within  our  bosom,  and  betrays  us. 

EnUr  La  Novb. 

La  Nove.  Oh,  are  you  here  ? 

Sham.  La  Nove !  'tis  strange  to  see  thee. 

La  Nove.  I  ha'  rid .  one  horse  to  death  to  find 
you  out,  sir. 

Sham.  I  am  not  to  be  found  of  any  man 
That  saw  my  shame,  nor  seen  long. 

La  Nove.  Good,  your  attention  ! 
You  ought  to  be  seen  now,  and  found  out,  sir, 
If  ever  you  desire,  before  your  ending. 
To  perform  one  good  office,  nay,  a  dear  one  ; 
Man's  time  can  hardly  match  it. 

Sham,  Be  it  as  precious 
As  reputation,  if  it  come  from  court, 
I  will  not  hear  on't. 

La  Nove.  You  must  hear  of  this,  sir. 

Sham,  Must? 

La  Nove.  You  shall  hear  it. 

Sham.  I  love  thee,  that  thou'lt  die. 

La  Nove.  'Twere  nobler  in  me. 
Than  in  you  living :  You  will  live  a  murderer, 
If  you  deny  this  office. 

Sham.  Even  to  death,  sir. 

La  Nove.  Why,  then,  you  will  kill  your  brother. 

Sham.  How  ? 

La  Nove.  Your  brother,  sir. — 
Bear  witness,  Heaven,  this  man  destroys  his  bro- 
ther. 
When  he  may  save  him  ;  his  least  bieath  may  save 
Can  there  be  wilfuller  destruction?  [him ! 

He  was  forced  to  take  a  most  unmanly  wrong. 
Above  the  suffering  virtue  of  a  soldier  ; 
He  has  kiU'd  his  injurer,  a  work  of  honour  ! 
For  which,  unless  you  save  him,  he  dies  speedily* 
My  conscience  is  discharged  :  I'm  but  a  friend  ; 
A  brother  should  go  forward  where  I  end.      IRxit. 

Sham.  Dies? 
Say  he  be  naught !  that's  nothing  to  my  goodness, 
Which  ought  to  shine  through  use,  or  else  it  loses 
The  glorious  name  'tis  known  by.    He's  my  bro- 
ther; 
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Yet  peace  is  above  blood :  Let  him  go  ! — Ay, 
But  where*8  the  nobleness  of  affection  then  ? 
That  must  be  cared  for  too,  or  I'm  imperfect. 
The  same  blood  that  stood  up  in  wrath  against  him, 
Now,  in  his  misery,  runs  all  to  pity : 
I  had  rather  die  than  speak  one  syllable 
To  saye  myself ;  but,  living  as  I  am, 
There's  no  avoiding  on't ;  the  world's  humanity 
Expects  it  hourly  from  me.     Curse  of  fortune ! 
I  took  my  leave  so  well  too — Let  him  die ! 
'Tis  but  a  brother  lost. — So  pleasingly 
And  swiftly  T  came  off,  'twere  more  than  irksome- 
To  tread  that  path  again ;  and  I  shall  never  [ness. 
Depart  so  handsomely.    But  then,  where's  pos- 
terity ? 
The  consummation  of  our  house  and  name  ? 
I'm  torn  in  pieces  betwixt  love  and  shame.    {.ExiU 


SCENE  III. — Genoa.     An  Apartment  in  the 

Palace, 

Enter  Lafrt,  Gaijobhio,  Polthot,  Moulbazon,  and  otherst 
the  new  Court-officers. 

Lapet,  Good  morrow,  fellow  Poltrot,  and  Moul- 
Good  morrow,  fellows  all !  [bazon  ; 

Polt,  Monsieur  Lapet ! 

Lapet,  Look,  I  have  remembered  you ;  here's 
books  a-piece  for  you ! 

Moul.  Oh,  sir,  we  dearly  thank  you. 

Lapet,  So  you  may  ; 
There's  two  impressions  gone  already,  sirs. 

Polt,  What !  no  ?  in  so  short  a  time  ? 

Lapet.  'Tis  as  I  tell  you,  sir. 
My  Kick  sells  gallantly,  I  thank  my  stars. 

Gai.  So  does  your  Table ;  you  may  thank  the 
moon  too. 

Lapet,  'Tis  the  book  sells  the  Table. 

Clown.  But  'tis  the  bookseller 
That  has  the  money  for  'em,  I'm  sure  o'  that. 

Lapet,  'Twill  much  enrich  the  company  of  sta- 
tioners ; 
'Tis  thought  'twill  prove  a  lasting  benefit. 
Like  the  Wise  Masters,  and  the  Almanacks, 
The  Hundred  Novels,  and  the  Book  of  Cookery : 
For  they  begin  already  to  engross  it, 
And  make  it  a  stock-book,  thinking  indeed 
'Twill  prove  too  great  a  benefit  and  help 
For  one  that's  new  set  up  ;  (they  know  their  way) 
And  make  him  warden  ere  his  beard  be  grey. 

Motil,  l8*t  possible  such  virtue  should  lie  hid. 
And  in  so  little  paper  ? 

Lapet,  How  I  why,  there  was  the  Carpenter, 
An  unknown  thing  ;  an  odoriferous  pamphlet. 
Yet  no  more  paper,  by  all  computation. 
Than  Ajax  Telamon  would  use  at  once  ; 
Your  Herring  proved  the  like,  able  to  buy 
Another.  Fisher's  Folly,  and  your  Pasquil 
Went  not  below  the  Mad-Caps  of  that  time  ; 
And  shall  my  elaborate  Kick  come  behind,  think 
you? 

Clown,  Yes,  it  must  come  behind :  *tis  in  //a- 
According  to  your  humour.  [/tea  too, 

Lapet,  Not  in  sale,  varlet  ? 

Gal,  In  sale,  sir  ?  it  shall  sail  beyond  'em  all,  I 
trow. 

Lapet.  What  have  you  there  now?   oh,  page 
twenty-one. 

Gal,  That  page  is  come  to  his  years  ;  he  should 
be  a  serving-man. 


Lapet,  Mark  how  I  snap  up  the  Dueih  there  I 
One  would  not  use  a  dog  so, 
I  must  needs  say  ;  but  'tis  for  the  common  good. 

Gal.  Nay,  sir,  your  commons  seldom  fight  at 
But  buffet  in  a  warehouse.  [,fiharp, 

Lapet.  This  will  save 
Many  a  gentleman  of  good  blood  from  bleeding, 

sirs : 
I  have  a  curse  firom  many  a  barber-iurgeon  ; 
They'd  give  but  too  much  money  to  call't  in. 
Turn  to  page  forty-five  ;  see  what  you  find  there. 

GtU,  Oh,  out  upon  him ! 
Page  forty-five  1  that's  an  old  thief  indeed  I 

Enter  Dvaa,  the  Ladt,  and  La  Novc 

Lapet.    The  duke  !    clap   down   your  books!; 

Away,  Galoshio !  | 

G(d.  Indeed  I  am  too  foul  to  be  i'  th'  presence*^ 

They  use  to  shake  me  off  at  the  chamber-door  stilly 

Lady.  \_Kneel9.']   Good  my  lord,  grant  my  ^uit ! 
let  me  not  rise 
Without  the  comfort  on't  1    I  have  not  often 
Been  tedious  in  this  kind. 

Duke,  Sister,  you  wrong  yourself. 
And  those  great  virtues  that  your  fame  is  made  of, 
To  waste  so  much  breath  for  »  murderer's  life. 

Lady.  You  cannot  hate  th'  offenise  more  thai 
I  do,  sir. 
Nor  the  offender ;  the  respect  I  owe 
Unto  his  absent  brother  makes  me  a  soitor, 
A  most  importunate  suitor :  Make  me  worthy 
But  of  this  one  request ! 

Duke.  I  am  deaf 
To  any  importunacy,  and  sorry 
For  your  forgetfiilness :  Yon  i^ver  injured 
Your  worth  so  much ;  you  ought  to  be  rebuked 

for't  I 
Pursue  good  ways;   and  as  you  did  begin  ! 
'Tis  half  the  guilt  to  speak  for  such  a  sin. 

Lady,  This  is  love's  beggary  right ;  that  now  ii 
ours, 
When  ladies  love,  and  cannot  shew  their  powers. 

lExA 

Duke.  La  Nove ! 

La  Nove.  My  lord. 

Duke,  Are  these  our  new  attendants  ? 

Lapet,  We  are,  my  lord ;  and  will  endure  a 
much 
As  better  men,  my  lord ;  and  more,  I  trust. 

Duke,  What's  he? 

La  Nove.  My  lord,  a  decay'd  gentlemaa. 
That  will  do  any  service. 

Duke.  A  decay'd  one  ? 

La  Nove.   A  renounced  one,  indeed,  for  thi 
place  only. 

Duke,  We  renounce  him  then :  Go,  discbarsi 
him  instantly ! 
He  that  disclaims  his  gentry  for  mere  gains. 
That  man's  too  base  to  make  a  vassal  on. 

Lapet.  What  says  the  duke  ? 

ba  Nove.  'Faith,  little  to  your  comfort,  sir ; 
You  must  be  a  gentleman  again. 

Lapet.  How  I 

La  Nove.  There's  no  remedy. , 

Lapet,  Marry,  the  fates  forefend  I  ne'er  while  1 
breathe,  sir. 

La  Nove,  The  duke  will  have  it  so,  thereS  » 
He  spied  it  i'  your  forehead.  [reststiiif ; 

Lapet,  My  wife's  doing ! 
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* .     She  thon^t  she  should  be  put  below  her  betters 
I       And  saed  to  ha'  me  a  gentleman  again.  [now, 

La  Nove.  And  very  likely,  sir. 
\     Marry,  111  giye  yon  this  comfort ;  when  all's  done, 

Yoa'U  ncrer  pass  but  for  a  scnrvy  one : 
^      That's  all  the  help  you  haye.     Come,  shew  your 
pace ! 
Lapet,   The  heaviest  gentleman  that  e'er  lost 
I  place! 

I      Bear  witness,  I  am  forced  to  it.  lExit. 

I         Duke,  Though  you  have  a  coarser  title  yet  npon 

yon 
'     Than  those  that  left  yonr  places  without  blame, 
*TU  in  your  power  to  make  yourselves  the  same. 
I  eannot  make  you  gentlemen  ;  that's  a  work 
Raised  from  your  own  deservings ;  merit,  manners, 
And  XD-bom  virtue  does  it :  Let  your  own  good- 
ness 
3>£ake  you  so  great,  my  power^shall  make  you 

greater;  • 

Andy  more  to  encourage  you,  this  I  add  again. 
There's  many  grooms  now  exact  gentlemen. 

Enter  SHAMoirr,  apart. 

Sham,    Methinks  'tis  strange  to  me  to  enter 
here ! 
Is  there  in  nature  such  an  awful  power. 
To  force  me  to  thi^  place,  and  make  /me  do  this  ? 
I<«  man's  affection  stronger  than  his  will  ? 
His  resolation  ?  was  I  not  resolved 
Never  to  see  this  pbioe  more  ?  do  I  bear 
Within  my  breast  one  blood  that  confounds  th' 

other? 
Tb£  blood  of  love,  and  will,  and  the  last  weakest  ? 
Had  I  ten  millions,  I  would  give  it  all  now, 
I  were  bat  past  it,  or  'twould  never  come ! 
For  I  shall  never  do't,  or  not  do't  well. 

Bat  spoil  it  utterly  betwixt  two  passions 

Yonder's  the  duke  himself:  Twill  not  do't  now. 
Had  twenty  lives  their  several  sufferings  in  him. 

lExit. 
l>uke,  'Who's  that  went  out  now  ? 
PoU.   I  saw  none,  my  lord. 
IHtke,  Nor  you  ? 

Afoul.   I  saw  the  glimpse  of  one,  my  lord. 
Duke.  'Whate'er  it  was,  methought  it  pleased 
me  strangely. 
And  saddenly  my  joy  was  ready  for't. 
Did  von  not  mark  it  better  ? 

poll,  and  3fott/.  'Troth,  my  lord, 
We  gave  no  great  heed  to  it. 

Re-enter  Shamont. 
Sham,   Twill  not  be  answer'd  ! 
It  brings  me  hither  still,  by  main  force,  hither : 
Either  I  most  give  over  to  profess  humanity. 
Or  I  most  speak  for  him. 
jyuhS'    '1^  l>ere  again  : 
No  marrel  'twas  so  pleasing !  'tis  delight 
And  worth  itself,  now  it  appears  unclouded. 
Sham,   My  lord — He  turns  away  from  me !  by 
this  hand, 
I  am  ill  need  of  all  sides  !  'tis  a  fault 
That  fortune  ever  had,  to  abuse  a  goodness. 
jyttke.   Methought  you  were  saying  somewhat. 
Shan^    Mark  the  language !  lApari. 

As  coy  sLfl  ^^^ '    I  see  'twill  ne'er  be  granted. 
ZfuJte,  'We  little  look'd  in  troth  to  see  you  here 

yet. 
ShdM^tt*'   Not  till  the  day  after  my  brother's  death, 
I  tiiink. 


Duke.  Sure  some  great  business  drew  you. 

Sham,  No,  in  sooth,  sir  ; 
Only  to  come  to  see  a  brother  die,  sir. 
That  I  may  learn  to  go  too ;  and,  if  he  deceive 

me  not, 
I  think  he  will  do  well  in't  of  a  soldier, 
Manly,  and  hooestiy ;  and  if  he  weep  then, 
I  shall  not  think  the  worse  on's  manhood  for't. 
Because  he's  leaving  of  that  part  that  has  it. 

Duke,  He  has  slain  a  noble  gentleman ;  think 

Sham,  I  would  I  could  not,  sir.  [on't,  sir  ! 

Duke.  Our  kinsman  too. 

Sham,  All  this  is  but  worse,  sir. 

Duke.  When  'tis  at  worst — 
Yet,  seeing  thee,  he  lives  ! 

Sham.  My  lord ' 

Duke.  He  lives  I 
Believe  it  as  thy  bliss  ;  he  dies  not  for't : 
Will  this  make  satisfaction  for  things  past  ? 

Sham.  Oh,  my  lord 

Duke.  Will  it  ?  speak  I 

Sham,  With  greater  shame  to  my  unworthiness. 

Duke.  Rise  tiben !  we're  even.     I  never  found 
it  harder 
To  keep  just  with  a  man  :  My  great  work's  ended ! 
I  knew  your  brother's  pardon  was  your  suit,  sir. 
However  your  nice  modesty  held  it  back. 

Sham,  I  take  a  joy  now  to  confess  it,  sir. 

Enter  La  Nova. 


IKneelt. 


La  Nove.  My  lord- 


Duke.  Hear  me  first,  sir,  whate'er  your  news  be : 
Set  free  the  Soldier  instantly. 

La  Nove,  'Tis  done,  my  lord. 

Duke.  How! 

La  Nove.  In  effect,  'twas  part  of  my  news  too ; 
There's  fair  hope  of  your  noble  kinsman's  life,  sir. 

Duke.  What  say'st  thou  ? 

La  Nove.  And  the  most  admired  change 
That  living  flesh  e'er  had !  he's  not  the  man,  my 

lord: 
Death  cannot  be  more  free  from  passions,  sir, 
Than  he  is  at  this  instant ;  he's  so  meek  now. 
He    makes    those    seem    passionate  were    never 

thought  of; 
And,  for  he  fears  his  moods  have  oft  disturb'd 

you,  sir. 
He's  only  hasty  now  for  his  forgiveness  : 
And  here,  behold  Mm,  sir ! 

Enter  the  Passionate  Lord,  the  Lady  disguUed  as  Cupid, 
and  her  tvoo  JBrothers. 

Duke.  Let  me  give  thanks  first ! 
Our  worthy  cousin 

Pat.  Your  unworthy  trouble,  sir  1 
For  which,  with  all  acknowledged  reverence, 
I  ask  your  pardon ;— and  for  injury 
More  known  and  wilful :  I  have  chose  a  wife. 
Without  your  counsel,  or  consent,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A  wife !  where  is  she,  sir  ? 

Pfu.  This  noble  gentlewoman 

Duke.  How ! 

Pas.  Whose  honour  my  forgetful  times  much 
wrong'd. 

Duke.  He's  madder  than  he  was. 

La  Nove.  I  would  ha'  sworn  for  him ! 

Duke.  The  Cupid,  cousin  ? 

Pas.  Yes,  this  worthy  lady,  sir. 

Duke.  Still  worse  and  worse ! 

1  Bro.  Our  sister,  under  pardon,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Whatr 
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2  Bro.  Which   shape  love  taught  her  to  as- 
sume. 

Duke.  Is't  truth,  then  ? 

La  Nove.   It  appears  plainly  now,   below  the 
waist,  my  lord. 

Duke.    Shamont,   didst  ever   read  of  a   she- 
Cupid  1 

Sham.  Never  in  fiction  yet ;  but  it  mi^t  hold, 
sir; 
For  desire  is  of  both  genders. 

Enter  the  Lady. 

Duke.  Make  that  good  here  I 
I  take  thee  at  thy  word,  sir. 

Sham.  Oh,  my  lord, 
Love  would  appear  too  bold  and  rude  from  me ; 
Honour  and  admiration  are  her  rights ; 
Her  goodness  is  my  saint,  my  lord. 

Duke.  I  see 
You  are  both  too  modest  to  bestow  yourselves : 


ril  save  that  virtue  still ;  'tis  bat  my  pains :  Come, 

It  shall  be  so. 

IHe  Joins  ShamovtIb  hand  and  hit  fUtrr't. 
Sham.  This  gift  does  but  set  forth  my  poverty. 
Lady,  Sir,  that  which  you  complain  of,  is  my 
riches. 

EnUr  the  Soldier. 

Duke.  Soldier,  now  every  noise  lomids  peue, 

thou'rt  welcome ! 
Sold.  [Kneel*.']  Sir,,my  repentance  snesfbryoor 
blest  favour. 
Which,  once  obtain'd,  no  injury  ahali  lose  it: 
I'll  suffer  mightier  wrongs. 

Duke.  Rise,  loved  and  pardon'd  1 
For  where  hope  fail'd,  nay,  art  itself  resigned. 
Thou  hast  wrooght  that  cure  which  skill  could 

never  find : 
Nor  did  there  cease,  but  to  our  peace  extend : 
Never  cotdd  wrongs  boast  of  a  nobler  end  ! 

[£annjU. 


EPILOGUE. 

Oum  poet  bid  us  say,  for  his  own  part, 

He  cannot  lay  too  much  forth  of  his  art ; 

But  fears  our  over-acting  passions  may, 

As  not  adorn,  deface  his  Itdniur'd  play : 

Yet  still  he's  resolute,  for  what  is  writ 

Of  Nicer  Valour,  and  assumes  the  wit ; 

But,  for  the  love-scenes,  which  he  ever  meant 

Cupid  in's  petticoat  should  represent, 

He  11  stand  no  shock  of  censure.   The  play's  good, 

(He  says  he  knows  it)  if  well  understood : 

But  we,  blind  god,  b^,  if  thou  art  divine, 

Tbou'lt  shoot  thy  arrows  round;  this  play  was  thine. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


DncK  OP  Oblbanb,  a  tpiee^/Sa  detraeting  Lord, 

Yjlio.  or  Amiins,  Brother^n-Law  to  Orlkakb, 

a  nobte  accomplithtd  OentUman,  Servant  to 

MoKTAocx,  M«  H0NJE8T  Man. 

lonovzviLLK,  \  Two/aia^ul  FoUowert  qf  Hon- 

I>CBOIS,  )       TAOUB. 

YuAMouB,  the  loving  and  loyal  Page  qf  Mon- 

TAOUI. 

LATBKDfirjB,  a  knavish  Courtier. 
La-Poop,  a  foieting  Sea-Captain* 


MALiooRir,  a  sharking  Citixen, 

Two  Lawyers. 

Tioo  Creditors. 

Officers. 

Servants. 

DucHSss  OP  Orlxans,  a  virtuous  I>ady, 
chaste  (but  suspected)  Wife  to  the  Duke. 
Lamira,  a  modest  Virgin,  rich  and  noble. 
Chaiuxittx,  Laiora's  Woman. 


and 


SCENE, — Paris,  and  thb  neighbouring  Country. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  I.— Paris.    Before  the  Hall  of  Justice. 

Enter  Orlxavb  and  Ajuixms,  at  several  Doors. 

Ami.  Morrow,  my  lord  of  Orleans  I 

Ori.  Yoa  salnte  me  like  a  stranger. 
Brother  Orleans  were,  to  me,  a  title  more 
Belonging  whom  you  call  the  husband  of 
Your  sister. 

Ami,  *Woald  the  circumstances  of 
Yov  brotherhood  had  never  offer'd  cause 
To  make  our  conversation  less  familiar  ! 
I  meet  yon  like  a  hindrance  in  your  way  ! 
Your  great  law-suit  is  now  upon  the  tongue, 
And  r^y  for  a  judgment. 

Orl.  Came  you  from 
The  hall  now  ? 

Ami.  Without  stay.    The  court  is  full ; 
And  such  a  press  of  people  does  attend 
The  issue,  as  if  some  great  man  were  brought 
To  his  arraignment. 

Orl.  Every  mother's  son 
Of  all  that  multitude  of  hearers,  went 
To  be  a  witness  of  the  misery 
Yoor  sister^s  fortunes  must  have  come  to,  if 
M J  adversary,  who  did  love  her  first, 
Had  been  her  husband. 

Ami.  The  success  may  draw 
A  testimony  from  them,  to  confirm 
The  same  opinion ;  but  they  went  prepared 
^  ith  no  such  hope  or  purpose. 

Orl,  And  did  you 
Entreat  the  number  of  them  that  are  come, 
^uh  no  such  hope  or  purpose  ? 

Ami,  Tush  I  jour  own 
Experience  of  my  heart  can  answer  you. 

Orl.  This  doubtful  makes  me  clearly  understand 
^  oar  disposition. 


Ami.  If  your  cause  be  just, 
I  wish  you  a  conclusion  like  your  cause. 

Orl.  I  can  have  any  common  charity 
To  such  a  prayer :  From  a  friend  I  would 
Expect  a  love  to  prosper  in,  without 
Exceptions  ;  such  a  love  as  might  make  all 
My  undertakings  thankful  to't :  Precisely  just 
Is  seldom  faithful  in  our  wishes  to 
Another  man's  desires.     Farewell  I  lEsHt. 

Enter  Montaouk,  Dubois,  Lonoujbviuji,  and  YKRAxonR. 

Dubois.  Here  comes  your  adversary's  brother- 

Long.  The  lord  of  Amiens.  [in-law. 

Dubois.  From  the  hall,  I  think. 

Ami.  I  did  so.     Save  your  lordship  I 

MonL  That's  a  wish. 
My  lord,  as  courteous  to  my  present  state, 
As  ever  honest  mind  was  thankful  for ; 
For  now  my  safety  must  expose  itself 
To  question  :  Yet  to  look  for  any  free 
Or  hearty  salutation,  sir,  from  you 
Would  be  unreasonable  in  me. 

Ami.  Why? 

Mont.  Your  sister  is  my  adversary's  wife ; 
That  nearness  needs  must  consequendy  draw 
Your  inclination  to  him. 

Ami.  I  will  grant 
Him  all  the  nearness  his  alliance  claims ; 
And  yet  be  nothing  less  impartial. 
My  lord  of  Montague. 

Mont.  Lord  of  Montague  yet ; 
But,  sir,  how  long  the  dignity  or  state 
Belonging  to  it  will  continue,  stands 
Upon  the  dangerous  passage  of  this  hour ; 
Either  for  evermore  to  be  confirmed, 
Or,  like  the  time  wherein  'twas  pleaded,  gone ; 
Gone  with  it,  never  to  be  call'd  again ! 
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Ami,  Justice  direct  your  process  to  the  end ! 
To  both  your  persons  my  respect  shall  still 
Be  equal ;  but  the  righteous  cause  is  that 
Which  bears  my  wishes  to  the  side  it  holds  : 
Wherever,  may  it  prosper  !  lExit. 

Mont.  Then  my  thanks 
Are  proper  to  you :  If  a  man  may  raise 
A  confidence  upon  a  lawful  ground, 
I  have  no  reason  to  be  once  perplex'd 
With  any  doubtful  motion.     Longueyille, 
That  lord  of  Amiens  (didst  observe  him  ?)  has 
A  worthy  nature  in  him. 

Long,  Either  'tis 
His  nature  or  his  cunning. 

Mont,  That's  the  vizard 
Of  most  men's  actions,  whose  dissembled  lives 
Do  carry  only  the  similitude 
Of  goodness  on  'em ;  but  for  him, 
Honest  behavioar  makes  a  true  report 
What  disposition  does  inhabit  him, 
Essential  Virtue. 

Long,  Then  'tis  pity  that 
Injurious  Orleans  is  his  brother. 

Dubou,  He's  but  his  brother-in-law. 

Long,  Law  ?  that's  as  bad. 

Duhoia.  How  is  your  law  as  bad  ?  I  rather  wish 
The  hangman  thy  executor,  than  that 
Equivocation  should  be  ominous. 

Enter  two  Lawyera  and  two  Creditors. 

Long.  Some  of  your  lawyers  ! 

1  Law,  What  is  ominous  ? 

2  Law,  Let  no  distrust  trouble  your  lordship's 

thought ! 

1  Law,  The  evidences  of  your  questioned  land 
Ha'  not  so  much  as  any  literal 

Advantage  in  'em  to  be  made  against 
Your  title. 

2  Law,  And  your  counsel  understands 
The  business  fully. 

1  Law.  They  are  industrious,  just 

.    2  Law,  And  very  confident. 

1  Law.  Your  state  endures 
A  voluntary  trial ;  like  a  man 
Whose  honours  are  maliciously  accused. 
.    2  Law.  The  accusation  serves  to  clear  his  cause — 

1  Law.  And  to  approve  his  truth  more. 

2  Law,  So  shall  all 

Your  adversary's  pleadings  strengthen  your 
Possession. 

1  Law.  And  be  set  upon  record, 
To  witness  the  hereditary  right 
Of  you  and  yours. 

2  Law,  Courage  !  you  have  the  law. 
Long,  And  you,  the  profits. 
Moni,  If  discouragement 

Ck)uld  work  upon  me,  your  assurances 
Would  put  me  strongly  into  heart  again  : 
But  I  was  never  fearful ;  and  let  Fate  . 
Deceive  my  expectation,  yet  I  am 
Prepared  against  dejection  I 

1  Cred.  So  are  we. 

2  Cred,  We  have  received  a  comfortable  hope 
That  all  will  speed  well. 

Long,  What  is  he,  Dubois  ? 
Dubois,  A  creditor. 
Long,  I  thought  so ;  for  he  speaks 
As  if  he  were  a  partner  in  his  state. 

Mont,  Sir,  I  am  largely  indebted  to  your  loves-^ 
Long.  More  to  their  purses. 


Mont.  Which  yon  shall  not  lose. 

1  Cred.  Your  lordship 

Dubois.  That's  another  creditor. 

1  Cred.  Has  interest  in  me. 

Long.  You  have  more  of  him. 

1  Cred,  And  I  have  had  so  many  promuies 
From  these,  and  all  your  learned  counseUors, 
How  certainly  your  cause  will  prosper,  that 

Long,  You  brought  no  Serjeants  with  you  ? 

Dubois,  To  attend 
His  ill  success  ? 

Mont,  Good  sir,  I  will  not  be 
Unthankful  either  to  their  industries,. 
Or  your  affections. 

I  Law,  All  your  land,  my  lord, 
Is  at  the  bar  now ;  give  me  but  ten  crowns, 
I'll  save  you  harmless. 

Long.  Take  him  at  his  word  I 
If  he  does  lose,  you're  saved  by  miracle : 
For  I  ne'er  knew  a  lawyer  yet  undone. 

I  Law,  Then  now  you  shall,  sir,  if  this  prospers 
not 

Long.  Sir,  I  beseech  you  do  not  force  your  voice 
To  such  a  loudness,  but  be  thrifty  now  1 
Preserve  it  till  you  come  to  plead  at  bar; 
It  will  be  much  more  profitable  in 
The  satisfaction,  than  the  promiae. 

1  Law,  Is 
Not  this  a  satisftiction  to  engage 
Myself  for  this  assurance,  if  he 

Mont,  No,  sir ;  my  ruin  never  shall  import 
Another's  loss,  if  not  by  accident. 
And  that  my  purpose  is  not  guilty  of : 
You  are  engaged  in  nothing  but  your  care. 

iSxetsnt  Lawyers. 

Attend  the  procurator  to  the  court ; 

Observe  how  things  incline,  and  bring  me  word  ! 

Long,  I  dare  not,  sir ;  iif  I  be  taken  there. 
Mine  ears  will  be  in  danger. 

Mont.  Why?  hast  thou 
Committed  something  that  deserves  thine  ears  ? 

Long,  No,  but  I  fear  the  noiae !   my  hearing 
will  be 
Perished  by  the  noise ;  it  is  as  good  to  want 
A  member,  as  to  lose  the  use 

Mont.  The  ornament  is  excepted. 

Long,  Well,  my  lord, 
I'll  put  'em  to  the  hazard.  [£nt 

1  Cred,  Your  desires 
Be  prosperous  to  you  ! 

2  Cred,  Our  b^t  prayers' wait 

Upon  your  fortune.  iSxtunt  Creditors 

Dubois,  Yourselves,  not  him. 

Mont.  Thou  canst  not  blame  'em ;  I  am  in  tbev 
debts. 

Ver.    But   had  your   large  expenoe    (a  part 
You  owe  'em)  for  unprofitable  silka  [wherecf 

And  laces,  been  bestowed  among  the  poor. 
That  would  have  pray'd  the  right  way,  for  yon. 
Not  upon  you 

Mont.  For  unprofitable  silks 
And  laces  ?  Now,  believe  me,  honest  boy. 
Thou  hast  hit  upon  a  reprehension  that 
Belongs  unto  me. 

Ver,  By  my  soul,  my  lord, 
I  had  not  so  unmannerly  a  thought. 
To  reprehend  you  I 

Mont.  Why,  I  love  tfaee  fbr't; 
Mine  own  acknowledgment  confirms  thy  wocds : 
For  once,  I  do  remember,  coming  from 
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The  mercer*s,  where  my  purse  had  spent  itself 
,  Od  those  anprofitable  toys  thou  speak 'st  of, 
A  man  half  naked  with  his  poverty 
Did  meet  me,  and  requested  my  relief : 
I  wanted  whence  to  give  it :  yet  his  eyes 
Spoke  for  him  ;  those  I  could  have  satisfied 
With  some  unfruitful  sorrow  (if  my  tears 
Would  not  have  added  rather  to  his  grief, 
Than  eased  it,)  but  the  true  compassion  that 
I  should  have  given  I  had  not.     This  began 
To  make-  me  think  how  many  such  men's  wants 
The  vain  superfluous  cost  I  wore  upon 
Mf  outside  would  have  cloath'd,  and  left  myself 
A  habit  as  becoming.    To  encrease 
This  new  consideration,  there  came  one 
Clad  in  a  garment  plain  and  thrifty,  yet 
As  decent  as  these  fair  dear  fDllies,  made 
As  if  it  were  of  purpose  to  despise 
The  vanity  of  show ;  his  purse  had  still 
The  power  to  do  a  charitable  deed, 
And  did  it. 

Dub&it.  Yet  your  inclination,  sir, 
Deferred  no  less  .to  be  commended  than 
His  action. 

Mont,  Pr'ythee,  do  not  flatter  me  I 
He  that  intends  well,  yet  deprives  himself 
Of  means  to  put  his  good  thoughts  into  deed, 
Deceives  his  purpose  of  the  due  reward 
That  goodness  merits.     Oh,  antiquity, 
Thf  great  examples  of  nobility 
Are  out  of  imitation  ;  or  at  least 
So  lamely  followed,  thdi  thou  art  as  much 
Before  this  age  in  virtue,  as  in  time ! 

Dulnns.  S&,  it  must  needs  be  lamely  followed, 
The  chiefest  men  who  love  to  follow  it  [when 

Are  for  the  most  part  cripples. 

Monl.  Who  are  they  ? 

Duboii,  Soldiers,  my  lord,  soldiers. 

Moni.  'Tis  true,  Dubois ; 
Bat  if  the  law  disables  me  no  more 
For  noble  actions  than  good  purposes, 
I'll  practise  how  to  exercise  the  worth 
Commended  to  us  by  our  ancestors  : 
The  poor  neiglected  soldier  shall  command 
Me  from  a  lady's  courtship,  and  the  form 
I'll  «tady  shall  no  more  be  taught  me  by 
The  tailor,  but  the  scholar ;  that  expence 
^hich  hitherto  has  been  to  entertain 
The  intemperate  pride  and  pleasure  of  the  taste, 
Shall  fill  my  table  more  to  satisfy, 
And  less  to  surfeit. 

^at  an  honest  work  it  would  be  when  we  find 
A  virgin  in  her  poverty  and  youth 
Inclining  to  be  tempted  to  employ 
At  moch  persuasion  and  as  much  expence 
To  keep  her  upright,  as  men  use  to  do 
Vpon  her  falling  ? 

DnbotM.  It  is  charity 
That  many  maids  will  be  unthankful  for ; 
And  some  will  rather  take  it  for  a  wrong. 
To  bny  'em  out  of  their  inheritance, 
The  thing  that  they  were  bom  to. 

Enter  Lowouxvjllb. 

M(mt.  Longueville, 
Thoa  bring' st  a  chearjful  promise  in  thy  face ; 
There  stands  no  pale  report  upon  thy  cheek. 
To  ^Te  me  fear  or  knowledge  of  my  loss  ; 
Tis  red  and  lively.    How  proceeds  my  suit  ? 

Lmg.  That's,  with  leave,  sir, 


A  labour,  that  to  those  of  Hercules 

May  add  another ;  or,  at  least,  be  call'd 

An  imitation  of  his  burning  shirt : 

For  'twas  a  pain  of  that  unmerciful 

Perplexity,  to  shoulder  through  the  throng 

Of  people  that  attended  your  success. 

My  sweaty  linen  fix'd  upon  my  skin, 

Still  as  they  pull'd  me  took  that  with  it ;  'twas 

A  fear  I  should  have  left  my  flesh  among  'em : 

Yet  I  was  patient,  for,  methought,  the  toil 

Might  be  an  emblem  of  the  difficult 

And  weary  passage  to  get  out  of  law. 

And,  to  make  up  the  dear  similitude. 

When  I  was  forth  seeking  my  handkerchief 

To  wipe  my  sweat  off,  I  did  find  a  cause 

To  make  me  sweat  more ;  for  my  purse  was  lost 

Among  their  fingers. 

Dubois,  There  'twas  rather  found. 

Zcfiff,  By  them. 

Dubois.  I  mean  so. 

Moni,  Well,  I  will  restore 
Thy  damage  to  thee.     How'*proceeds  my  suit  ? 

Long.  Like  one  at  broker's ;  I  think,  forfeited. 
Your  promising  counsel  at  the  first 
Put  strongly  forward  with  a  laboured  speed, 
And  such  a  violence  of  pleading,  that 
His  fee  in  sugar- candy  scarce  will  make 
His  throat  a  satisfaction  for  the  hurt 
He  did  it ;  and  he  carried  the  whole  cause 
Before  him,  with  so  clear  a  passage,  that 
The  people  in  the  favour  of  your  side 
Cried,  "Montague,  Montague!"  in  the  spite  of 
That  cried  out  silence,  and  began  to  laugh       [him 
Your  adversary's  advocate  to  scorn  ; 
Who,  like  a  cunning  footman,  set  me  forth 
With  such  a  temperate  easy  kind  of  course. 
To  put  him  into  exercise  of  strength. 
And  followed  his  advantages  so  close, 
That  when  your  hot-mouth'd  pleader  thought  he 

had  won, 
Before  he  had  reach'd  it  he  was  out  of  breath, 
And  then  the  other  siript  him. 

Mont.  So,  all's  lost  ? 

Long.  But  how  I  know  not ;  for,  methought,  I 
Confounded  with  the  clamour  of  the  court,   [stood 
Like  one  embark'd  upon  a  storm  at  sea. 
Where  the  tempestuous  noise  of  thunder,  mix'd 
With  roaring  of  the  billows,  and  the  thick 
Imperfect  language  of  the  seamen,  takes 
His  understanding  and  his  safety  both 
Together  from  him. 

Mont.  Thou  dost  bring  ill  news  ! 

Long.  Of  what  I  was  unwilling  to.have  been 
The  first  reporter. 

Mont.  Didst  observe  no  more  ? 

Long.  At  least  no  better. 

Mont.  Then  thon'rt  not  inform'd 
So  well  as  I  am  :  I  can  tell  thee  that 
Will  please  thee ;  for,  when  all  else  left  my  cause, 
My  very  adversaries  took  my  part. 

Long,  Whosoever  told  you  that. 
Abused  you. 

Mont,  Credit  me,  he  took]  my  part 
When  all  forsook  me. 

Long,  Took  it  from  you  ? 

Mont.  Yes ;   . 
I  mean  so  :  And  I  think  he  had  just  cause 
To  take  it,  when  the  verdict  gave  it  him. 

Dubois.  His  spirit  would  ha'  sunk  him,  ere  he 
coidd 
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Have  carried  an  ill  fortune  of  this  weight 
So  Ughtly. 

Mont,  Nothing  is  a  misery, 
Unless  our  weakness  apprehend  it  so ; 
We  cannot  be  more  faithful  to  ourselves 
In  anything  that's  manly,  than  to  make 
111  fortune  as  contemptible  to  us 
As  it  makes  us  to  others. 

Enter  Lawyers. 

Long.  Here  come  they, 
Whose  very  countenances  will  tell  you  how 
Contemptible  it  is  to  others. 

Mont,  Sir! 

Long,  The  Sit.of  knighthood  may  be  given  him, 
Ere  they  hear  you  now. 

Mont,  Good  sir,  but  a  word  ! 

Dubois,  How  soon  the  loss  of  wealth  makes  any 
Grow  out  of  knowledge !  [man 

Long,  Let  me  see :  I  pray,  sir. 
Never  stood  you  upon  the  pillory? 

1  Law,  The  pillory  ? 

Long,  Oh,  now  I  know  you  did  not ; 
You  have  ears,  I  thought  ye  had  lost  'em :  Pray, 

observe ; 
Here's  one  that  once  was  gracious  in  your  eyes ! 

1  Law.  Oh  1  my  lord !  [I]  have  an  eye  upon 

him. 
Long.  But  ha'  you  ne'er  a  counsel  to  redeem 
His  land  yet  from  the  judgment  ? 

2  Law,  None  but  this ; 

A  writ  of  error  to  remove  the  cause. 

Long.  No  more  of  error  1  we  have  been  in  that 
Too  much  already. 

2  Law.  If  you  will  reverse 
The  judgment,  you  must  trust  to  that  delay 

Long.  Delay  ?  Indeed  he's  like  to  trust  to  that, 
With  you  has  any  dealing. 

2  Law.  Ere  the  law 
Proceeds  to  an  habere  facias  possessionem, 

Mont.  That  is  a  language,  sir,  I  understand  not. 

Long,    Thou  art    a  .very  strange    unthankful 
fellow, 
To  have  taken  fees  of  such  a  liberal  measure, 
And  then  [to]  give  a  man  hard  words  for's  money  \ 

1  Law,  If  men  will  hazard  their  salvations, 
What  should  I  say  ?  I've  other  business  ! 

Mont,  You  are  i'  th'  right ;  that's  it  you  should 
Prosperity  has  left  me.  [say,  now 

Enter  two  Creditors. 

1  Cred.  Have  an  eye  upon  him  I  if 
We  lose  him  now,  he  s  gone  for  ever :  Stay, 
And  dog  him !  I'll  go  fetch  the  officers. 

Long,   Dog  him,  you  blood-hound?  by  this 
point,  thou  shalt  IDraw. 

More  safely  dog  an  angry  lion,  than 
Attempt  him. 

Mont,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Long.  Do  but  stir 
To  fetch  a  Serjeant,  and,  besides  your  loss 
Of  labour,  I  will  have  you  beaten  till 
Those  casements  in  your  feces  be  false  lights ! 

Dubois,  Falser  than  those  you  sell  by  ! 

Mont,  Wlio  gave  you 
Commission  to  abuse  my  friends  thus  ? 

Long.  Sir, 
Are  those  your  friends  that  would  betray  you  ? 

Mont,  'Tis 
To  save  themselves^  rather  than  betray  me. 


1  Cred.  Your  lordship  makes  n  just  oonstmc- 

tion  of  it. 

2  Cred.  All  our  desire  is  but  to  get  our  own. 
Long.  Your  wives'  desires  and  yonn  do  differ 
Mont.  So  far  as  my  ability  will  go,  [then. 

You  shall  have  satisfaction. — Longueville ! 

Long.   And  leave  yourself  neglected? — Every 
Is  first  a  debtor  to  his  own  demands,  [nun 

Being  honest. 

Mont,  As  I  take  it,  sir, 
I  did  not  entertain  you  for  my  counsellor. 

Long.  Counsel's  the  office  of  a  servant,  when 
The  master  falls  upon  a  danger,  as 
Defence  is :  Never  threaten  with  your  eyes  ! 
They  are  no  cockatrices.     Do  you  hear  ? 
Talk  with  the  girdler,  or  the  milliner ; 
He  can  inform  you  of  a  kind  of  men 
That  first  undid  the  profit  of  those  trades 
By  bringing  up  the  form  of  carrying 
Their  morglays  in  their  hands ;  with  some  of  thme 
A  man  may  make  himself  a  privilege 
To  ask  a  question  at  the  prison-gates. 
Without  your  good  permission. 

2  Cred.  By  your  leave  I 

Mont,  Stay,  sir !  what  one  ezamplev  since  the 
That  first  you  put  your  hat  off  to  me,  faaTo     \}amt 
You  noted  in  me  to  encourage  yon 
To  this  presumption  ?  By  the  justice  now 
Of  thine  own  rule,  I  should  b^n  with  thee ; 
I  should  turn  thee  away  ungratified 
For  all  thy  former  kindness,  forget 
Thou  ever  didst  me  any  service. — 'Tis  not  foar 
Of  being  arrested,  makes  me  thus  incline  ^ 
To  satisfy  you ;  for  you  see  by  him, 
I  lost  not  all  defences  with  my  state : 
The  curses  of  a  man,  to  whom  I  am 
Beholding,  terrify  me  more  than  all 
The  violence  he  can  pursue  me  with.— 
Dubois,  I  did  prepare  me  for  the  wont ; 
These  two  smiil  cabinets  do  comprehend 
The  sum  of  all  the  wealth  that  it  hath  pleased 
Adversity  to  leave  me  ;  one  as  rich 
As  the  other,  both  in  jewels  :  Take  thoa  this. 
And,  as  the  order  put  within  it  shall 
Direct  thee,  distribute  it  half  between 
Those  creditors,  and  the  other  half  among 
My  servants  ; — ^for,  sir,  they  are  my  crediton 
As  well  as  you  are ;  they  have  trusted  me 
With  their  advancement.     If  the  value  fidl 
To  please  yon  all,  my  fint  increase  of  means 
Shall  offer  you  a  fuller  paymenL    Be  content 
To  leave  me  something ;  and  imagine  that 
Ye  put  a  new  beginner  into  credit. 

Cred,  So  prosper  our  own  blesaii^s,  as  we  widi 
You  to  your  merit ! 

Mont,  Are  your  sUences 
Of  discontent  or  of  sorrow  ? 

Dubois,  Sir, 
We  would  not  leave  yon. 

Long,  Do  but  suffer  us 
To  follow  you,  and  what  our  present  means 
Or  industries  hereafter  can  provide, 
Sliall  serve  you. 

Mont,  Oh,  denre  me  not  to  live 
To  such  a  baseness,  as  to  be  maintsin'd 
By  those  that  serve  me  !  Pray,  begone ;  I  will 
Defend  your  honesties  to  any  man. 
That  shall  report  you  have  forsaken  me : 
I  pray,  begone  !— 
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Why  do0t  thoa  weep,  my  boy  ? 
Because  I  do  not  bid  thee  go  too  ? 

Ver.  No; 
I  weep,  my  lord,  because  I  would  not  go ; 
I  fear  yon  will  command  me. 

Mont.  No,  my  child, 
I  will  not ;  that  would  discommend  the  intent 
Of  all  my  other  actions :  Thou  art  yet 
Unable  to  adTiae  thyself  a  course. 
Should  I  put  thee  to  seek  it ;  after  that, 
I  must  excuse,  or  at  the  least  forgive, 
Any  uncharitable  deed  that  can 
Be  done  against  myself. 

Ver.  Everyday, 
My  lord,  I  tarry  with  you,  I'll  account 
A  day  of  blessing  to  me  ;  for  I  shall 
Have  so  much  less  time  left  me  of  my  life 
Wben  I  am  from  you ;  and  if  misery 
Befal  yon  (which  I  hope  so  good  a  man 
Was  never  bom  to)  I  will  take  my  part, 
And  make  my  wilUngness  increase  my  strength 
To  bear  it.     In  the  winter  I  will  spare 
Mine  own  clothes  from  myself  to  cover  you ; 
And  in  the  summer  carry  some  of  yours, 
To  ease  you :  111  do  anything  I  can ! 

Utoni,  Why,  thou  art  able  to  make  Misery 
Ashamed  of  hurting,  when  thy  weakness  can 
Both  bear  it,  and  despise  it     Come,  my  boy  1 
I  will  provide  some  better  wav  for  thee 
Than  tiiis  thou  speak'st  of.    'Tis  the  comfort,  that 
111  fortune  has  undone  me  into  the  fashion  ; 
For  now,  in  this  age,  most  men  do  begin 
To  keep  but  one  boy,  that  kept  many  men. 

{Exeunt, 


SCENE  II.— ^n  Apartment  in  the  Duke's 

Palace. 

Enter  Orlsaks,  Serrant,  and  DvcuEaa/olknoing. 

OrL  Where  is  she  ?  call  her ! 

Duch.  I  attend  you,  sir. 

Orl.  Your  friend,  sweet  madam 

Dtteh.  What  frieod,  good  my  lord  ? 

Ori.  Your  Montague,  madam,  he  will  shortly 
Those  courtly  graces  that  you  love  him  for  :    [want 
The  means  wherewith  he  purchased  this,  and  this, 
And  all  his  own  provisions,  to  the  least 
Proportion  of  his  feeding,  or  his  clothes. 
Came  out  of  that  inheritance  of  land 
Which  he  unjustly  lived  on ;  but  the  law 
Has  given  me  right  in't,  and  possession :  Now 
Thou  shalt  perceive  his  bravery  vanish,  as 
This  jewel  does  from  thee  now,  and  these  pearls 
To  him  that  owes  'em. 

Ditch.  You're  the  owner,  sir. 
Of  every  thing  that  does  belong  to  me. 

Orl.  No,  not  of  him,  sweet  lady. 

jyuch.  Oh,  good  Heaven  ! 

OrL  But  in  a  while  your  mind  will  change,  and 
As  ready  to  disclaim  him,  when  his  wants  [be 

And  miseries  have  perish'd  his  good  face, 
And  taken  off  the  sweetness  that  has  made 
Him  pleasing  in  a  woman's  understanding. 

Ihtch,  Oh,  Heaven,  how  gracious  had  creation 
To  women,  who  are  bom  wiUiout  defence,  [been 
If  to   our  hearts  there  had  been  doors,  through 

which 
Our  husbands  might  have  look'd  into  our  thoughts, 
And  made  themselves  undoubtful  1 

OrL  Mtds  'em  mad  1 


Dueh.  With  honest  women  ? 

OrL  Thou  dost  still  pretend 
A  title  to  that  virtue  :  Pr'ythee  let 
Thy  honesty  speak  freely  to  me  now. 
Thou  know'st  that  Montague,  of  whose  land 
I  am  the  master,  did  affect  thee  first. 
And  should  have  had  thee,  if  the  strength  of  friends 
Had  not  prevail'd  above  thine  own  consent : 
I  have  undone  him !  tell  me  how  thou  dost 
Consider  his  ill  fortune  and  my  good  ? 

Duch.  I'll  tell  you  justly :  His  undoing  is 
An  argument  for  pity  and  for  tears, 
In  all  their  dispositions  that  have  known 
The  honour  and  the  goodness  of  his  life ; 
Yet  that  addition  of  prosperity 
Which  you  have  got  by't,  no  indifferent  man 
Will  malice  or  repine  at,  if  the  law 
Be  not  abused  in't.     Howsoever,  since 
You  have  the  upper  fortune  of  him,  'twill 
Be  some  dishonour  to  you  to  bear  yourself 
With  any  pride  or  glory  over  him. 

OrL  This  may  be  truly  spoken  ;  but  in  thee 
It  is  not  honest. 

Duch.  Yes ;  so  honest,  that 
I  care  not  if  the  chaste  Penelope 
Were  now  alive  to  hear  me. 

Enter  Amass. 

OrL  Who  comes  there  ? 

Duch.  My  brother. 

Ami,  Save  you ! 

OrL  Now,  sir !  you  have  heard 
Of  prosperous  Montague  ? 

Ami.  No,  sir ;  I  have  heard 
Of  Montague,  but  of  your  prosperity. 

Orl.  Is  he  distracted  ? 

Ami.  He  does  bear  his  loss 
With  such  a  noble  strength  of  patience,  that 
Had  Fortune  eyes  to  see  him,  she  would  weep 
For  having  hurt  him,  and  pretending  that 
She  did  it  but  for  trial  of  bis  worth. 
Hereafter  ever  love  him. 

Orl.  I  perceive 
You  love  him  ;  and,  because  I  must  confess 
He  does  deserve  that,  (though  for  some  respects, 
I  have  not  given  him  that  acknowledgment,) 
Yet  in  mine  honour  I  did  still  conclude 
To  use  him  nobly. 

Ami.  Sir,  that  will  become 
Your  reputation,  and  make  me  grow  proud 
Of  your  alliance. 

OrL  I  did  reserve 
The  doing  of  this  friendship  till  I  had 
His  fortunes  at  my  mercy,  that  the  world 
May  tell  him  'tis  a  willing  courtesy. 

Duch.  This  change  will  make  me  happy ! 

OrL  'Tis  a  change ; 
Thou  shalt  behold  it :  Then  observe  me !  When 
That  Montague  had  possession  of  my  land, 
I  was  his  rival,  and  at  last  obtain'd 
This  lady,  who,  by  promise  of  her  own 
Affection  to  him,  should  have  been  his  wife : 
I  had  her,  and  witb-held  her  like  a  pawn, 
Till  now  my  land  is  render'd  to  me  again ; 
And  since  it  is  so,  you  shall  see  I  have 
The  conscience  not  to  keep  her :  Give  him  her  ! 

IJDraw*. 

For,  by  the  faithful  temper  of  my  sword. 
She  shall  not  tarry  with  me. 
Ami.  Give  me  way  I—  [i>raw«. 


I , 
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Thou  most  unworthy  man  I — God  I — Gire  me  way ! 
Or,  by  the  wrong  he  does  the  innocent, 
I'll  end  thy  misery  and  his  wickedness 
Together ! 

Dueh,  Stay,  and  let  me  justify 
My  husband  in  that !  I  have  wronged  his  bed — 

lExeunt  Amijbnb  and  Serrant. 
Never — all  shames  that  can  afflict  me,  fall 
Upon  me,  if  I  ever  wrong'd  yon  I 

Orl,  Didst 
Thou  not  confess  it  ? 

Duch.  'Twas  to  sare  your  blood 
From  shedding :  That  has  tum'd  my  brother's  edge. 
He,  that  beholds  our  thoughts  as  plainly  as 
Our  faces,  knows  it,  I  did  never  hurt 
My  honesty,  but  by  accusing  it. 

Orl,  Women's  consents  are  sooner  credited 
Than  their  denials ;  and  I'll  never  trust 
Her  body,  that  prefers  any  defence 
Before  the  safety  of  her  honour. — Here  1 

Enter  Sarrant. 

Shew  forth  that  stranger. — Give  me  not  a  word! 
Thou  see' St  a  danger  ready  to  be  tempted. 

Duch,  Cast  that  upon  me,  rather  than  my  shame ; 
And,  as  I  am  now  dying,  I  will  vow 
That  I  am  honest  1 

Orl.  Put  her  out  of  doors  I 
But  that  I  fear  my  land  may  go  again 
To  Montague,  I  would  kill  thee !  I  i^m  loth 
To  make  a  beggar  of  him  that  way ;  or  else — 
Go !  now  you  have  the  liberty  of  flesh  ; 
And  you  may  put  it  to  a  double  use. 
One  for  your  pleasure,  th'  other  to  maintain 
Your  well-beloved ;  he  will  want :     i^SxU  Duchsss. 
In  such  a  charitable  exercise 
The  virtue  will  excuse  you  for  the  vice.         {Exit. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Grove  before  the  City. 

Enter  Ajcuks  with  hU  tvford  drawn^  Momtaoux  and 
Vkramour  meeting  him. 

Mont.  What  means  your  lordship  ? 

Ver.  For  the  love  of  God 

Ami.  Thou  hast  advantage  of  me ;  cast  away 
This  buckler  1 

Mont.  So  he  is,  sir,  for  he  lives 
With  one  that  is  undone. — Avoid  us,  boy  I 

Ver.  I'll  first  avoid  my  safety : 
Your  rapier  shall  be  button' d  with  my  head. 
Before  it  touch  my  master. 

AfM.  Montague ! 

Mont.  Sir  ? 

Ami.  You  know  my  sister 

Mont,  Yes,  sir. 

Ami.  For  a  whore. 

Mont.  You  lie  1  and  shall  lie  lower  if  you  dare 
Abuse  her  honour. 


Enter  Duchi 

Duch.  T  am  honest. 

Ami.  Honest? 

DucA.  Upon  my  faith,  I  am. 

Ami.  What  did  then 
Persuade  thee  to  condemn  thyself? 

Duch.  Your  safety. 

Ami.  I  had  rather  be  exposed 
To  danger  than  dishonour :  Thou  hast  betray'd 
The  reputation  of  my  family 


More  basely,  by  the  falseness  of  that  word,  ] 

Than  if  thou  hadst  delivered  me  asleep 
Into  the  hand  of  a  base  enemy. 
Relief  will  never  make  thee  sensible 
Of  thy  disgraces !  Let  thy  wanta  compel  thee  to  it. 

[Exit 

Duch.  Oh,  I'm  a  miserable  woman ! 

Mont.  Why,  madam  ?  Are  yon  utterly 
Without  means  to  relieve  you  ? 

Duch.  I  have  nothing,  sir, 
Unless  by  changing  of  these  clothes  for  worse. 
And  then  at  last  the  worst  for  nakedn«». 

Mont,  Stand  off,  boy  ! — Nakedness  would  be  a 
change 
To  please  us,  madam,  to  delight  us  both. 

Dfich.  What  nakedness,  sir  ? 

Mont.  Why,  the  nakedness 
Of  body,  madam ;  we  were  lovers  once. 

Duch.  Never  dishonest  lovers. 

Mont.  Honesty 
Has  no  allowance  now  to  give  oursehres. 

Duch.  Nor  you  allowance  against  honesty. 

Mont,  I'll  send  my  boy  hence :  Opportunity 
Shall  be  our  servant.     Come,  and  meet  me  first 
With  kisses  like  a  stranger  at  the  door. 
And  then  invite  me  nearer,  to  receive 
A  more  familiar  inward  wdcome ;  where. 
Instead  of  tapers  made  of  virgin's  wax. 
The  increasing  flames  of  our  desires  ahaU  liglit 
Us  to  a  banquet ;  and,  before  the  taste 
Be  dull  with  satisfaction,  I'll  prepare 
A  nourishment  composed  of  every  thin^ 
That  bears  a  natural  friendship  to  the  blood. 
And  that  shall  set  another  edge  upon't ; 
Or  else,  between  the  courses  of  the  feast. 
We'll  dally  out  an  exercise  of  time. 
That  ever  as  one  appetite  expires 
Another  may  succeed  it 

Duch.  Oh,  my  lord, 
How  has  your  nature  lost  her  worthiness  ? 
When  our  affections  had  their  liberty. 
Our  kisses  met  as  temperately  as 
The  hands  of  sisters  or  of  brothers,  yet 
Our  bloods  were  then  as  moving ;  then  yon  were 
So  noble,  that  I  durst  have  trusted  your 
Embraces  in  an  opportunity 
Silent  enough  to  serve  a  ravisher. 
And  yet  come  from  you  undishonoor'd :   How 
You  think  me  alter' d,  that  you  promise  your 
Attempt  success,  I  know  not ;  but  were  all 
The  sweet  temptations  that  deceive  ns  set 
On  this  side,  and  on  that  side  all  the  tortures. 
These  neither  should  persuade  me,  nor  these  force. 

Mont.  Then  misery  may  waste  your  body. 

Duch.  Yes  ; 
But  lust  shall  never. 

Mont.  I  have  found  you  still 
As  uncorrupted  as  I  left  you  first. 
Continue  so,  and  I  will  serve  you  with 
As  much  devotion  as  my  word,  my  hand. 
Or  purse  can  shew  you  1    And,  to  justify 
That  promise,  here  is  half  the  wealth  I  have ; 
Take  it !  you  owe  me  nothing,  till  you  fall 
From  virtue !  which,  the  better  to  protect. 
I  have  bethought  me  of  a  present  means. — 
[  To  ysBAicouR.]  Give  me  the  letter ! — ^This  oooi- 

mends  my  boy 
Into  the  service  of  a  lady,  whose 
Free  goodness  you  have  been  acquainted  with, 
Lamira. 
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Duch.  Sir,  I  know  her. 

Mffnt,  Then  believe 
Her  entertainment  will  be  noble  to  you. 
Mj  boj  shaU  bring  yon  thither,  and  relate 
Yoar  manner  of  misfortune,  if  your  own 
Report  needs  any  witness :  So,  I  kiss 
Yoar  hand,  good  lady ! 


Duch.  Sir,  I  know  not  how 
To  promise ;  but  I  cannot  be  unthankful. 

Mont.  All  that  you  can  implore  in  thankfulness 
Be  yours,  to  make  you  the  more  prosperous  I — 
Farewell,  my  boy  1 — I  am  not  yet  oppressed, 
Having  the  power  to  help  one  that's  distressed. 

{Exeunt, 


ACT   11. 


SCENE  I.— A  Street. 


Enter  Lonovkvuxb  and  Dubois. 


Long.  What  shall  we  do  now  ?  swords  are  out  of 
And  words  are  cut  of  credit  [use, 

Dubois.  We  must  serve. 

Lo^ng,  The  means  to  get  a  service  will  first  spend 
Oar  parses ;  and,  except  we  can  allow 
Ourselves  an  entertainment,  service  will 
N'eflect  as :  Now,  'tis  grown  into  a  doubt 
^lietfaer  the  master  or  the  servant  gives 
The  countenance. 

Dubois.  Then  fall  in  with  mistresses  I 

Long.  They  keep  more  servants  now,  indeed, 
than  men; 
Bot  jet  the  age  is  grown  so  populous 
Of  those  attendants,  that  the  women  are 
Grown  fall  too. 

Dubois.  What,  shall  we  propound  ourselves  ? 

Long,  m  think  on't. 

Dubois.  Do.  Old  occupations  have 
Too  many  setters-up  to  prosper ;  some 
I'acommon  trade  would  thrive  now. 

Long.  We  will  even 
Make  ap  some  half  a  dozen  proper  men ; 
Aod  shoold  not  we  get  more  than  all 
Year  female  sinners  ? 

Dubois.  If  the  house  be  seated, 
\i  it  should  be,  privately. 

Long.  Ay ;  but  that  would  make 
A  moltitude  of  vritches. 

Dubois.  Witches  ?  how,  pr'ythee  ? 

Long.  Thus  : 
The  bawds  would  all  turn  witches  to  revenge 
Tlieinsehres  upon  ns ;  and  the  women  that 
Come  to  us,  for  disguises  must  wear  beards ; 
Aiid  that's,  they  say,  a  token  of  a  witeh. 

Dubois.  What  shall  we  then  do  ? 

L(/ng.  We  must  study  on't 
^ith  more  consideration. — Stay,  Dubois  ! 
Are  Qot  the  lord  of  Orleans  and  the  lord 
Of  Amiens  enemies  ? 

Dubois.  Yea;  what  of  that? 

Long.  Methinks  the  factions  of  two  such  great 
Should  give  a  promise  of  advancement  now,  [men 
To  Ds  that  want  it. 

Dubois.  Let  the  plot  be  thine. 
And  in  the  enterprize  Til  second  thee. 

Long.  I  have  it!  we  will  first  set  down  ourselves 
The  method  of  a  quarrel,  and  make  choice 
Of  some  frequented  tavern,  or  such  a  place 
Of  common  notice,  to  perform  it  in, 
By  way  of  undertaking,  to  maintain 
The  several  honours  of  those  enemies: 
Thou  for  the  lord  of  Orleans ;  I  for  Amiens. 

Dubois.  I  like  the  project ;  and  I  tiiink  'twill 
take 


The  better,  since' their'difference  first  did  rise 
From  his  occasion  whom  we  followed  once. 

Long.  We  cannot  hope  less,  after  the  report. 
Than  entertainment  or  gratuity : 
Yet  those  are  ends  I  do  not  aim  at  most. 
Great  spirits  that  are  needy,  and  will  thrive. 
Must  lfd>our  whilst  such  troubles  are  alive. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  II.— -4  Tavern. 
Enter  Lavbkdinb  and  La-Poop. 

La-P.  Hunger  is  sharper  than  the  sword  1  I 
have  fed  these  three  days  upon  leaf-tobacco,  for 
want  of  other  victualsi 

Lav.  You  have  lived  the  honester,  captain.  But 
be  not  so  dejected !  But  hold  up  thy  head,  and 
meat  will  sooner  fall  i'  thy  mouth. 

La-P.  I  care  not  so  much  for  meat,  so  I  had 
but  good  liquor,  for  which  my  guts  croak  like  so 
many  frogs  for  rain. 

Lav.  It  seems  you  are  troubled  with  the  wind- 
cholic,  captain :  swallow  a  bullet ;  'tis  present  re- 
medy, I'll  assure  yon. 

La-P.  A  bullet  ?  I'll  tell  you,  sir  I  My  paunch 
is  nothing  but  a  pile  of  bulleto :  when  I  was  in 
any  service,  I  stood  between  my  general  and  the 
shot,  like  a  mud  wall :  I  am  all  lead ;  from  the 
crown  of  the  head  to  the  soal  of  the  foot,  not  a 
sound  bone  about  me. 

Lav.  It  seems  you  have  been  in  terrible  hot 
service,  captain. 

La-P.  It  has  ever  been  the  fate  of  the  Low- 
Country  wars  to  spoil  many  a  man ;  I  have  not  been 
the  first,  nor  shall  not  be  the  last.  But,  I'll  tell 
you,  sir,  (hunger  has  brought  it  into  mind,)  I 
served  once  at  the  siege  of  Brest,  ('tis  memorable 
to  this  day,)  where  we  were  in  great  distress  for 
victuals ;  whole  troops  fainted  more  for  want  of 
food  than  for  blood,  and  died  ;  yet  we  were  resolved 
to  stand  it  out.  I  myself  was  but  then  gentieman 
of  a  company,  and  had  as  much  need  as  any  man : 
And  indeed  I  had  perished,  had  not  a  miraculous 
providence  preserved  me. 

Lav.  As  how,  good  captain  ? 

La-P.  Marry,  sir,  e'en  as  I  was  fainting  and 
falling  down  for  want  of  sustenance,  the  enemy 
made  a  shot  at  me,  and  struck  me  full  in  the 
paunch  with  a  penny-loaf. 

Lav.  Instead  of  a  bullet  ? 

La-P.  Instead  of  a  bullet 

Lav.  That  was  miraculous  indeed  1  And  that 
loaf  sustained  you  ? 

La-P.  Nourished  me,  or  I  had  famished  with 
the  rest. 

Lav.  You  have  done  worthy  acte,  being  a  sol* 
dier.    And  now  you  shall  give  me  Irave  to  requite 
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your  tale,  and  to  acquaint  you  with  the  most 
notorious  deeds  that  I  have  done,  being  a  courtier: 
I  protest,  captain,  I  will  lie  no  more  than  you  have 
done. 

La»P.  I  can  endure  no  lies. 

Lav.  I  know  you  cannot,  captain,  therefore  I'll 
only  tell  you  of  strange  things :  I  did  once  a  deed 
of  charity,  for  itself ;  I  assisted  a  poor  widow  in  a 
suit,  and  obtained  it;  yet,  I  protest,  I  took  not  a 
penny  for  ray  labour. 

La- P.  *Tis  no  such  strange  thing. 

Lav,  By  Mars,  captain,  but  it  is,  and  a  very 
strange  thing  too,  in  a  courtier ;  it  may  take  the 
upper-hand  of  your  penny- loaf  for  a  miracle.  I 
could  have  told  you  how  many  ladies  have  lan- 
guished for  my  love,  and  how  I  was  once  solicited 
by  the  mother,  the  daughter,  and  grandmother ; 
out  of  the  least  of  which  I  might  have  di^^  my- 
self a  fortune ;  they  were  all  great  ladies,  for  two 
of  them  were  so  big  I  could  haridly  embrace  them ; 
but  I  was  sluggish  in  my  rising  courses,  and  there- 
fore let  them  pass.  What  means  I  had  is  spent 
upon  such  as  had  the  wit  to  cheat  me ;  that  wealth 
being  gone,  I  have  only  bought  experience  with  it, 
with  a  strong  hope  to  cheat  others. — But  see,  here 
comes  the  much-declined  Montague,  who  had  all 
the  manor-houses,  which  were  the  body  of  his 
estate,  overthrown  by  a  great  wind  ! 

Enter  Montaodb  and  Mauaookh. 

La'P.  How !  by  a  great  wind }  Was  he  not 
overthrown  by  law  P 

Lav,  Yes,  marry  was  he ;  bat  there  was  terrible 
pufiing  and  blowing  before  he  was  overthrown,  if 
you  observed ;  and  believe  it,  captain,  there's  no 
wind  so  dangerous  to  a  building  as  a  lawyer's 
breath. 

La-P.  What's  he  with  him  ? 

Lav,  An  eminent  citizen,  Monsieur  Mallicom : 
Let's  stand  aside,  and  listen  their  design  ! 

Mar,  Sir,  profit  is  the  crown  of  labour ;  'tis  the 
life,  the  soul  of  the  industrious  merchant :  in  it 
he  makes  his  Paradise,  and  for  it  neglects  wife, 
children,  friends,  parents,  nay,  all  the  world,  and 
delivers  up  himself  to  the  violence  of  storms,  and 
to  be  tossed  into  unknown  airs.  As  there's  no 
faculty  so  perilous,  so  there's  none  so  worthy 
profitable. 

Mont,  Sir,  I  am  very  well  possest  of  it ;  and 
what  of  my  poor  fortunes  remains,  I  would  gladly 
hazard  upon  the  sea ;  it  cannot  deal  worse  with 
me  than  the  land,  though  it  sink  or  throw  it  in  the 
hands  of  pirates.  I  have  yet  five  hundred  pounds 
left,  and  your  honest  and  worthy  acquaintance  may 
make  me  a  young  merchant :  the  one  moiety  of 
what  I  have  I  would  gladly  adventure. 

Mai,  How !  adventure  ?  you  shall  hazard  no- 
thing; you  shall  only  join  with  me  in  certain 
commodities  that  are  safe  arrived  unto  the  key  : 
You  shall  neither  be  in  doubt  of  danger  nor  da- 
mage ;  but,  so  much  money  disbursed,  so  much 
receive.  Sir,  I  would  have  you  conceive  I  pursue 
it  not  for  any  good  your  money  will  do  me,  but 
merely  out  of  mine  own  freeness  and  courtesy  to 
pleasure  you. 

Mont,  I  can  believe  no  less ;  and  yon  express 
a  noble  nature,  seeking  to  build  up  a  man  so  mined 
as  myself.——^ 

Lan.  Captain,  here  is  subject  for  us  to  work 
upon,  if  we  have  wit :  You  hear  that  there  is  money 


yet  left,  and  it  is  going  to  be  laid  oat  in  rattks, 
bells,  hobby-horsM,  brown  paper,  or  some  rodi- 
like  sale  commodities ;  now  it  would  do  better 
in  our  purses,  upon  our  backs  in  good  gold-hce 
and  scarlet ;  and  then  we  might  pursue  our  pro- 
jects, and  our  devices  towards  my  lady  Annabelk 
Go  to  !  there'  s  a  conceit  newly  landed :  Hark ! 
I  stand  in  good  reputation  with  him,  and  thereforv 
may  the  better  cheat  him :  captain,  tike  a  fev 
instructions  from  me.  ITkeif  teaOt  apart 

Mont,  What  monies  1  have  is  at  your  disposing; 
and  upon  twelve,  I  irill  meet  you  at  the  paUoe 
with  it. 

Mai.  I  will  there  expect  yon;  and  so  I  take  mj 
leave.  [ExiL 

Lav.  You  apprehend  me  ? 

La-P,  Why,  do  ye  think  I  am  a  dunce? 

Lav,  Not  a  dunce,  captain ;  bat  you  migbtgtie 
me  leave  to  misdoubt  that  pregnancy  in  a  soldier, 
which  is  proper  and  hereditary  to  a  courtier:  Bat 
prosecute  it ;  I  will  both  second  and  give  credit  to 
it. — Good  monsieur  Montague  !  I  would  jam 
whole  revenues  lay  within  the  circuit  of  mine  inss, 
that  I  might  as  easily  bestow,  or  restore  it  vnto 
you  as  my  courtesy  I 

La-P,  My  zealous  wishes,  sir,  do  accompany 
his  for  your  good  fortunes. 

Lav.  Believe  it,  sir,  our  affection  towards  joa  ii 
a  strong  bond  of  friendship. 

Mont.  To  which  I  shall  most  willingly  seal 
But,  believe  me,  gentlemen,  in  a  broken  estate  the 
bond  of  friendship  oft  is  forfeited ;  but  that  it  ii 
your  free  and  ingenuous  nature  to  renew  it. 

Lav.  Sir,  I  will  amply  extend  myself  to  tout 
use,  and  am  very  zealously  afflicted,  as  not  one  of 
your  least  friends,  for  your  crooked  fiate :  But  let 
it  not  seize  you  with  any  dejection  ;  yon  haTV,  as 
I  hear,  a  sufficient  competency  left,  which,  well 
disposed,  may  erect  you  as  high  in  the  world's 
account  as  ever. 

Mont.  I  cannot  live  to  hope  it,  much  leas  eojor 
it :  Nor  is  it  any  part  of  my  endeavour ;  my  stndj 
is  to  render  every  man  his  own,  and  to  contaia 
myself  within  the  limits  of  a  gentleman. 

Lav.  I  have  the  grant  of  an  office  given  me  by 
some  noble  favourites  of  mine  in  court;  tliot 
stands  but  a  small  matter  between  me  and  it:  If 
your  abUity  be  such  to  lay  down  the  present  soo, 
out  of  the  love  I  bear  you,  before  any  other  man, 
it  shall  be  confirmed  yours. 

Mont.  I  have  heard  you  often  speak  of  saeh  a 
thing ;  if  it  be  assured  to  you,  I  ^inll  gladly  deal 
in  it :  That  portion  I  have  I  would  not  hazari 
upon  one  course,  for  I  see  the  most  certain  is 
uncertain. 

La-P.  Having  money,  air,  you  could  not  Iktt 
upon  men  that  could  give  better  direetioa.  Tbere 
is  at  this  time  a  friend  of  mine  upon  the  seas  (d) 
be  plain  with  you,  he  is  a  pirate)  that  hath  «T«tf 
to  me  to  work  his  freedom ;  and  by  this  gatir* 
man's  means,  whose  acquaintance  is  not  small  at 
court,  we  have  the  word  of  a  worthy  mas  for  it : 
only  there  is  some  money  to  be  suddoilydisborsed: 
and  if  your  happiness  be  such  to  make  it  up,  Toa 
shall  receive  treble  gain  by  it,  and  good  assaraDCc 
for  it. 

Mont.  Gentlemen,  out  of  the  weakness  of  mj 
estate  you  seem  to  have  some  knowledge  of  mj 
breast,  that  would,  if  it  were  possible,  advasce  mr 
declined  fortunes,  to  satisfy  all  men  of  whom  1 
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have  had  credit ;  and  I  know  no  way  better  than 
tbeae  vhich  yon  propose :  I  have  some  money  ready 
BDder  my  command;  some  part  of  it  is  already 
pronised,  bat  the  remainder  is  yours  to  such  uses 
u  ane  propoonded. 

Lav.  Appoint  some  certain  place  of  meeting ; 
for  these  affairs  require  expedition. 

Mont.  I  will  make  it  my  present  business.  At 
hrehe  I  am  to  meet  MalUcom,  the  merchant,  at 
the  palace,  (you  know  him,  sir,)  about  some  nego- 
tation  of  the  same  nature ;  there  I  will  be  reaidy 
to  teoder  you  that  money,  upon  such  conditions  as 
n  shall  conclude  of. 

Lav.  The  care  of  it  be  yours,  so  much  as  the 
iffiir  concerns  you ! 

Mont.  Your  caution  is  effectual ;  and  till  then 
t  take  my  leave.  lExit. 

Ln.  Good  Master  Montague  ! 

[Within,  a  clamour,  Down  with  their  weapons  I 

E»Ur  LoxouKTiLLB  and  Dubois,  their  Swardt  drawn  ; 
8emnt8  and  others  between  them, 

Ser.  Nay,  gentlemen,  what  mean  you  ?    Pray 
be  quiet ! 
Haie  tome  respect  unto  the  house. 
Ijong.  A  treacherous  slare  1 
Duioii.  Thou  dost  revile  thyself,  base  Longue- 

Tillel 
Lrng.  I  say  thoq  art  a  yillain,  and  a  corrupt 
one, 
That  hast  some  seren  years  fed  on  thy  master's 

trencher, 
Tet  ne'er  bred'st  good  blood  towards  him ;  for  if 

thou  hadst, 
ThoQ  hadst  a  sounder  heart. 
Dubois.  So,  sir  !  you  can 
^ae  joor  tongue  something  nimbler  than  your 
sword. 
Long.  'Would  you  could  use  your  tongue  well 
of  jour  master,  friend  I 
)ou  might  have    better    employment   for    your 
sword. 
Dubois.  I  say  agaiUf  and  I  will  speak  it  loud 
and  often, 
roat  Orleans  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
Vltb  whom  Amiens  is  too  light  to  poise  the  scale. 

Long.  He  is  the  weaker,  for  taking  of  a  praise 
Ont  of  thy  month. 
Dubois.  This  hand  shall  seal  his  merit  at  thy 

heart 
/^r.  Part  them,  my  masters,  part  them  ! 
Serr.  Part  them,  sir  ?    Why  do  you  not  part 
'^  ?  Yon  stand  by  wi'  your  sword  in  your  hand, 
^  fry,  pari  *em  ! 

^f.  Why,  you  must  know,  my  friend,   my 
^orbe«  are  better  than  yours  ;  and,  in  a  good  suit, 
«!'>  never  use  to  part  any  body. 
i'n-P.  And  it  is  discretion. 
Lav.  Ay,  marry  is  it,  captain. 
Lmg.  Dabois,  though  this  place 
jTilege  thee,  know,  where  next  we  meet, 
^  blood,  which  at  thy  heart  flows,  drops  at  thy 
feet !  lExit, 

fluAoti.  I  would  not  spend  it  better 
^  in  this  quarrel,  and  on  such  a  hazard. 

EmUr  AMnDfB  in  haste;  his  Suford  drawn. 

Ami.  What  uproar's  thia  ?  Must  my  name  here 

be  question 'd  * 

A  taTera-brawls,  and  by  affected  ruffians  ? 
^i*.  Not  we  indeed,  sir. 

»0t.  II. 


Dubois.  Fear  cannot  make  me  shrink  out  of 
your  fiiry. 
Though  you  were  greater  than  your  name  doth 

make  you ; 
I  am  one,  and  the  opposer :  If  your  swoln  rage 
Have  aught  in  malice  to  enforce,  express  it. 

Ami.  I  seek  thee  not ;  nor  shalt  thou  ever  gain 
That  credit,  which  a  blow  from  me  would  give 
By  my  soul,  I  more  detest  that  fellow  [thee. 

Which  took  my  part  than  thee,  that  he  durst  offer 
To  take  my  honour  in  his  feeble  arms, 
And  spend  it  in  a  drinking-room.    Which  way 
went  he? 

Lav,  That  way,  sir. — I  would  you  would  after  ! 
For  I  do  fear  we  shall  have  some  more  scuffling. 

Ami,  I'll  follow  him ;  and,  if  my  speed  o'erteke 
him, 
I  shall  ill  Uumk  him  for  his  forwardness.       {.Exit. 

Lav.  I  am  glad  he's  gone  ;  for  I  do  not  love  to 
see  a  sword  drawn  in  the  hand  of  a  man  that  looks 
so  furious ;  there's  no  jesting  with  edge  tools : 
How  say  you,  captain  ? 

La-P,  I  say,  'tis  better  jesting  than  to  be  in 
earnest  with  them. 

Enter  Orubanb. 

Orl.  How  now  ? 
What's  the  difference  ?    They  say  there  have  been 

swords  drawn. 
And  in  my  quarrel :  Let  me  know  that  man» 
Whose  love  is  so  sincere  to  spend  his  blood 
For  my  sake  !     I  will  bounteously  requite  him. 

Lav.  We  were  aU  of  your  side ;  but  there  he 
stands  begun  it. 

Orl.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Duboia.  Dubois. 

Orl.  Give  me  thy  hand !    Thou  hast  received 
no  hurt  ? 

Dubois.  Not  any ;  nor  were  this  body 
Stuck  full  of  wounds,  I  should  not  count  them 

hurts, 
Being  taken  in  so  honourable  a  cause 
As  the  defence  of  my  most  worthy  lord. 

Orl.  The  dedication  of  thy  love  to  me 
Requires  my  ample  bounty :  Thou  art  mine ; 
For  I  do  find  thee  made  unto  my  purposes. — 
Monsieur  Laverdine,  pardon  my  neglect  i 
I  not  observed  you.    And  how  runs  rumour  ? 

Lav.  Why,  it  runs,  my  lord,  like  a  footman 
without  a  cloak,  to  shew  that  what's  once  rumoured 
it  cannot  be  hid. 

Orl.  And  what  say  the  rabble  ?  Am  not  I  the 
subject  of  their  talk  ? 

Lav,  *Troth,  my  lord,  the  common  mouth  speaks 
foul  words. 

OrL  Of  me,  for  turning  away  my  wife,  do  they 
not? 

Lav.  'Faith,  the  men  do  a  little  murmur  at  it, 
and  say,  'tis  an  ill  precedent  in  so  great  a  man. 
Marry,  the  women,  they  rail  outright 

Orl.  Out  upon  them,  rampallions  I  I'll  keep 
myself  safe  enough  out  of  their  fingers.  But  what 
say  my  pretty  joUy  composed  gallants,  that  censure 
every  thing  more  desperate  than  it  is  dangerous  ? 
what  say  they  ? 

Lav.  Marry,  they  are  laying  wagers  what  death 
you  shall  die :  One  offiers  to  lay  five  hundred 
pounds  (and  yet  he  had  but  a  groat  about  him, 
and  that  was  in  two  twopences  too)  to  any  man 

that  would  make  it  up  a  shilling,  tiiat  you  were 

•  i 
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killed  with  a  pistol  charged  with  white  powder ; 
another  offered  to  pawn  his  soul  for  five  shillings, 
(and  yet  nobody  would  take  him,)  that  you  were 
stabbed  to  death,  and  should  die  with  more  wounds 
than  Cssar. 

Ori.  And  who  should  be  the  butchers  that  should 
do  it  ?    Montague  and  his  associates  ? 

Lav,  So  it  is  conjectured. 

La-P,  And,  believe  it,  sweet  prince»  it  is  to  be 
feared,  and  therefore  prevented. 

Orl.  By  turning  his^  purpose  on  himself  ?  were 
not  that  the  way  ? 

Lav,  The  most  direct  path  for  your  safety :  For 
where  doth  danger  sit  more  furious  than  in  a 
desperate  man  ? 

La-P,  And  being  you  have  declined  his  means, 
you  have  increased  his  malice. 

Lav,  Besides  the  general  report  that  steams  in 
every  man's  breath,  and  stains  you  all  over  with 
infamy,  that  Time,  the  de?ourer  of  all  things, 
cannot  eat  out. 

La-P.  Ay,  for  that  former  iamiUarity  which  he 
had  with  your  lady. 

Lav,  Men  speak  it  as  boldly  as  words  of  com- 
pliment ;  good  morrow,  good  even,  or  God  save  you, 
air,  are  not  more  usual :  If  the  word  cuckold  had 
been  written  upon  your  forehead  in  great  capital 
letters,  it  could  not  have  been  dilated  with  more 
confidence. 

Ori.  He  shall  not  sleep  another  night ;  I  will 
have  his  blood,  though  it  be  required  of  my  hands 
again! 

Lav,  Your  lordship  may,  and  without  hasarding 
your  own  person :  Here*s  a  gentleman  in  whose 
looks  I  see  a  resolution  to  perform  it. 

DuboU,  Let  his  lordship  give  me  but  his  ho- 
nourable word  for  my  life,  I'll  kill  him  as  he 
walks. 

Lav.  Or  pistol  him  as  he  sits  at  meat 

Lo'P,  Or  at  game 

Lav.  Or  as  he  is  drinking 

Dubois,  Any  way. 

Orl,  Wou*tthou? 
CaU  what  is  mine  thine  own  I      Thy  reputation 

shall  not 
Be  brought  in  question  for  it,  much  less  thy  life ; 
It  shall  be  named  a  deed  of  valour  in  thee, 
Not  murder  t  Farewell !  lEsU. 

Dubois.  I  need  no  more  encouragement ; 
It  is  a  work  I  will  persuade  myself 
That  I  was  bom  to. 

Lav,  And  you  may  persuade  yourself  too  that 
vou  shall  be  saved  by  it,  being  that  it  ib  for  his 
honourable  lordship. 

Dubois.  But  you  must  yield  me  means,  how, 
when,  and  where. 

Lav.  That  shall  be  our  tasks ;  nay,  more,  we 
will  be  agents  with  thee:  This  hour  we  are  to 
meet  him,  on  the  receipt  of  certain  monies,  which 
indeed  we  purpose  honestly  to  cheat  him  of. 
And  that's  the  main  cause  I  would  have  him  slain : 
Who  works  with  safety  makes  a  double  gain. 

SCENE  lll,^Anolher  Street, 
Enter  Lowousyiixb,  AMiEm/bUawing  him. 
Ami,  Stav,  sir !  I  have  took  some  pains  to  over- 
Your  name  is  Longueville  ?  [take  you. 

Long,  I  have  the  word 


Of  many  honest  men  for't. — I  cra?e  jovr  lord- 
ship's pardon ! 
Your  sudden  apprehension  on  my  steps 
Made  me  to  frame  an  answer  unwitting,  and 
Unworthy  your  respect. 
Ami,  Do  you  know  me  ? 
Long,  Yes,  my  lord. 

Ami.  I  know  not  you ;  nor  am  I  wdl  pleased  to 
make 
This  time,  as  the  affair  now  stands,  the  indactkm 
Of  your  acquaintance.     Yon  are  a  fighting  fellov  ? 
Long,  How,  my  lord  ? 

Ami.  I  think  I  too  much  grace  you ; 
Rather  you  are  a  fellow  dares  not  fight, 
But  spit  and  puff  and  make  a  noise,  whilst 
Your  trembling  hand  draws  out  your  sword,  to  ]a| 
Upon  andirons,  stools,  or  tables,  rather  [^ 

Than  on  a  man. 

Long,  Your  honour  may  best  speak  this ;  yet^ 
With  little  safety,  if  I  thought  it  serious. 

Ami,  Come,  you're  a  very  braggart ; 
And  yon  have  given  me  cause  to  tell  yoo  so ; 
What  weakness  have  you  ever  seen  in  me 
To  prompt  yourself,  that  I  could  need  yoar  help? 
Or  what  other  reasons  could  induce  you  to  it  ? 
You  ne'er  yet  had  a  meal's  meat  from  my  tahle, 
Nor  as  I  remember,  from  my  wardrobe 
Any  cast  suit. 

Long,  Tis  true. 
I  ne'er  durst  yet  have  yet  such  a  servile  B]riiit 
To  be  the  minion  of  a  fnll-swoln  lord, 
But  always  did  detest  such  slavery : 
A  meal's  meat  ?  or  a  cast  suit  ?    I  would  fint  d 

the  stones. 
And  from  such  rags  the  dunghill  does  afford 
Pick  me  a  garment  j 

Ami.  I  have  mistook  the  man !    His  reaolB^ 
spirit 
Proclaims  him  generous ;  he  haa  a  ncrfilebeait, 
As  free  to  utter  good  deeds  as  to  act  them ; 
For  had  he  not  been  right,  and  of  one  piece. 
He  would  have  crumpled,  curi'd,  and  stradt  hiia 
Out  of  the  shape  of  man  into  a  shadow. —     [^ 
But,  pr'ythee  tell  me,  if  no  such  fawning  hope 
Did  lead  thee  on  to  hazard  life  for  my  sake, 
What  was  it  that  incited  thee  ?  tell  me ;  rpak  il 
Without  the  imputation  of  a  sycophant  I 

Long,  Your  own  desert ;  and  with  itwas  joia' 
The  unfeigned  friendship  that  I  judged  yon  ever 
Held  unto  my  former  lord. 

Ami.  The  noble  Montague  ? 

Long,  Yes ; 
The  noble  and  much-ii^ured  Montague. 

Ami,  To  such  a  man  as  thou  art,  my  heart  sha 
A  casket :  I  will  lock  diee  up  there,  [^ 

And  esteem  thee  as  a  faithful  friend. 
The  richest  jewel  that  a  man  enjoys : 
And,  being  thou  didst  follow  once  my  friend, 
And  in  thy  heart  stiU  dost,  not  widi  his  fortnnes 
Casting  him  off,  thou  shalt  go  hand  in  hand  ^ 
And  share  as  well  in  my  abiUty  [» 

As  love :  "lis  not  my  end 
To  gain  men  for  my  use,  but  a  true  friend. 


SCENE  lV.^Another  Streei- 
JBMcr  DoBOis. 
Dubois.  Therc^  no  such  thriving  way  to  hfc 
grace. 
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As  to  baye  no  aenBe  of  it ;  his  back  nor  belly 

Shall  not  want  warming,  that  can  practise  mis- 

I  walk  now  with  a  full  purse,  [chief : 

Grow  high  and  wanton,  prune  and  brisk  myself 

In  the  bright  shine  of  his  good  lordship's  favours ; 

And  Ibr  what  yirtoe  ? 

For  £ashioning  myself  a  murderer. 

Oh,  noble  Montague,  to  whom  I  owe  my  heart. 

With  all  my  best  thoughts,  though  my  tongue  have 

promised 
To  exceed  the  malice  of  thy  destiny, 
Never  in  time  of  all  my  service  knew  I 
Sveh  a  sin  tempt  thy  bounty  !  those  that  did  feed 
Upon  thy  charge,  had  merit  or  else  need. 

JEM«r  LAVsaoDca  and  La-Poof,  wiA  disguises. 

Lav.  Dubois !  most  prosperously  met ! 

UuiaU.  How  now  ?  Will  he  come  this  way  ? 

Lav.  This  way,  immediately ;  therefore,  thy  as- 
■islance,  dear  Dubois  I 

J>uboU.  What,  have  you  cheated  him  of  the 
money  you  spoke  of  ? 

Z^av.  Fongh  1  as 'easily  as  a  silly  country  wench 
of  her  maidenhead ;  we  had  it  in  a  twinkling. 

I>ubois.  *Tis  well.  Captain,  let  me  help  you ; 
yon  must  be  our  leader  in  this  action. 

La-F.  Tut !  fear  not ;  I'll  warrant  you,  if  my 
sword  hold,  we'll  make  no  sweating  sickness  of  it 

I^ubais.  Why,  that's  well  said.  But  lef  s  retire 
a  little,  that  we  may  come  on  the  more  bravely. 
This  way,  this  way  I  iBxtunt. 


SCENE  y.—The  Same. 

Enier  Momtaovb  <n  the  Hands  qf  three  Offiows,  and  three 

Cieditors. 

1  Cred.  Officers,  look  to  him  ;  and  be  sure  you 
take  good  security  before  he  part  from  you ! 

Jkfoni.  Why,  but,  my  friends, 
Ton  take  a  strange  course  with  me !  the  sums  I 

owe  you 
Are  rathe^forgetfulness,  (they  are  so  slight,) 
Than  want  of  will  or  honesty  to  pay  you. 

1  Cred.  Ay,  sir,  it  may  be  so  ;  but  we  must  be 
paidy  and  we  will  be  paid  before  you  escape  :  we 
have  wife  and  children,  and  a  charge !  and  you  are 
going  down  the  wind,  as  a  man  may  say;  and 
therefore  it  behoves  us  to  look  to't  in  time. 

2  Cred.  Your  cloak  here  would  satisfy  me ;  mine 
is  not  above  a  three-pound  matter,   besides  the 


3  Cred.  *Faitfa,  and  mine  is  much  about  that  mat- 
ter too ;  your  girdle  and  hangers,  and  your  beaver, 
shall  be  sufficient  bail  for't. 

1  Cred.  If  you  have  ever  a  plain  black  suit  at 
home,  this  silken  one,  with  your  silk  stockings, 
garters,  and  roses,  shall  pacify  me  too;  for  I  take 
no  delight,  if  I  have  a  sufficient  pawn,  to  cast  any 
gentleman  in  prison  :  therefore  'tis  but  an  untmss- 
ing  matter,  and  you  are  free.  We  are  no  unrea- 
sonable creatures,  you  see  :  For  mine  own  part,  I 
protest  I  am  loth  to  put  you  to  any  trouble  for 
secmity. 

MmU.  Is  there  no  more  of  you  ?  he  would  next 
demand  my  sldn. 

1  Cred.  No,  sir :  here's  no  more  of  us,  nor  do 
any  of  us  demand  your  skin ;  we  know  not  what  to 
do  vridi  it :  But  it  may  be,  if  you  owed  your  glover 
any  money,  he  knew  what  use  to  make  of  it. 


Mani.  Ye  dregs  of  baseness,  vultures  amongst 
menf 
That  tire  upon  the  hearts  of  generous  spirits — 

1  Cred,  You  do  us  wrong,  sir ;  we  tire  no  gene- 
rous spirits ;  we  tire  nothing  but  our  hacknies. 

Enter  BfALLicosN. 

Mont.  But  here  comes  one  made  of  another 
A  man  well  meriting  that  free-bom  name  [piece  ! 
Of  citisen. — ^Welcome,  my  deliverer ! 
I  am  fallen  into  the  hands  of  blood-hounds,  that 
For  a  sum  lesser  than  their  honesties. 
Which  is  nothing,  would  tear  me  out  of  my  skin. 

M€d.  Why,  sir,  what  is  the  matter  ? 

1  Cred.  Why,  sir,  the  matter  is,  that  we  must 
have  our  money ;  which  if  we  cannot  have,  we'll 
satisfy  ourselves  with  his  carcase,  and  be  paid  that 
ways. — You  had  as  good,  sir,  not  have  been  so 
peremptory. — Officer,  hold  fast ! 

1  Officer.  The  strenuous  fist  of  vengeance  now 
is  dutch'd ; 
Therefore  fear  nothing  I 

MaL  What  may  be  the  debt  in  gross  ? 

Mont,  Some  forty  crowns  ;  nay,  rather  not  so 
'Tis  quickly  cast.  [much  : 

Mai.  'Tis  strange  to  me,  that  your  estate  should 
have 
So  low  an  ebb,  to  stick  at  such  slight  sums. — 
Whv,  my  friends,  you  are  too  strict  in  your  ac- 
And  call  too  sudden  on  this  gentleman  ;     [counts. 
He  has  hopes  left  yet  to  pay  you  all. 

1  Cred.  Hopes?  ay,  marry  I  bid  him  pay  his 
friends  with  hopes,  and  pay  us  with  current  coin ! 
I  knew  a  gallant  once  Ihat  fed  his  creditors  still 
with  hopes,  and  bid  'em  they  should  fear  nothing, 
for  he  had  'em  tied  in  a  string ;  and  trust  me,  so 
he  had  indeed,  for  at  last  he  and  all  his  hopes 
hopt  in  a  halter. 

Mont.  Good  sir,  with  what  speed  you  may,  free 
me  out  of  the  company  of  these  slaves,  that  have 
nothing  but  their  names  to  shew  'em  men. 

MaL  What  would  you  wish  me  do,  sir  ?  I  pro- 
test I  ha'  not  the  present  sum  (small  as  it  is)  to  lay 
down  for  you  ;  and  for  giving  my  word,,  my  friends, 
no  later  than  yesternight,  made  .me  take  bread  and 
eat  it,  that  I  should  not  do  it  for  any  man  breath- 
ing i'  the  world :  Therefore  I  pray  hold  me  excused ! 

Mont.  You  do  not  speak  this  seriously  ? 

Mai.  As  ever  I  said  my  prayers,  I  protest  to 
you. 

Mont.  What  may  I  think  of  this? 

Mai.  'Troth,  sir,  thought  is  free  for  any  man ; 
we  abuse  our  betters  in  it ;  I  have  done  it  myself. 

Mont.  Trust  me,  this  speech  of  yours  doth 
much  amaze  me  I 
Pray  leave  this  language ;  and  out  of  that  same 
You  latdy  did  receive  of  me,  lay  down  [sum 

As  much  as  may  discharge  me. 

Mai.  You  are  a  merry  man,  sir;  and  I  am  glad 
you  take  your  crosses  so  temperately.  Fare  you 
well,  sir !  And  yet  I  have  something  more  to  say 
to  you  ;  a  word  in  your  ear,  I  pray !  To  be  plain 
with  you,  I  did  lay  this  plot  to  arrest  you,  to  en- 
joy tliis  money  I  have  of  yours  with  the  more 
safety.  I  am  a  fool  to  tell  you  this  now ;  but,  in 
good  fiedth,  I  could  not  keep  it  in  ;  and  the  money 
would  ha'  done  me  little  good  else.  An  honest 
citizen  cannot  wholly  enjoy  his  own  wife  for  you ; 
they  grow  old  before  they  have  true  use  of  them, 
which  is  a  lamentable  thing,  and  truly  much  har- 
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dens  the  hearts  of  us  citizens  against  you.  I  can 
say  no  more,  but  am  heartily  sorry  for  your  heavi- 
ness ;  and  so  I  take  my  leave.  {.Exit. 
1  Cred,  Officers,  take  hold  on  him  again !  for 
Monsieur  Mallicorn  will  do  nothing  for  him,  I 
perceive. 

JSnt€r  Dubois,  La-Foop,  nnd  LAVSiiDrNB. 

Dubois.  Nay,  come,  my  masters,  leave  dancing 
of  the  old  measures,  and  let's  assault  him  bravely. 

Lav.  By  no  means ;  for  it  goes  against  my  sto- 
mach to  kUl  a  man  in  an  imjust  quarrel. 

La- P.  It  must  needs  be  a  clog  to  a  man's  con- 
science all  his  life-time. 

Lav,  It  must  indeed,  captain  :  Besides,  do  yon 
not  see  he  has  gotten  a  guard  of  friends  about  him, 
as  if  he  had  some  knowledge  of  our  purpose  ? 

DuboU.  Had  he  a  guard  of  deviki 
As  I  think  them  little  better, 
My  sword  should  do  the  message  that  it  came 
for. 

Lav.  If  you  will  be  so  desperate,  the  blood  lie 
upon  your  own  neck,  for  we'll  not  meddle  in't ! 

DuboiM.  I  am  your  friend  and  servant ;  [Apart 


to  MoNTAOUB.]  Straggle  with  me,  and  tike  my 
sword.— 

[DtiBOTS  runs  upon  Hoittaocs,  and  ttruffgling  yM4t 
Mm  his  Sword :  the  C^cert  draw^  one  oflhtmfaBt; 
Latshoinb  and  I«a-Poop  in  Ike  seujiing  rHirt ; 
Mo2«TAODB  ehauih  them  <(f  the  JBtoffCt  himaelf 
wounded. 

Noble  sir,  make  your  way !  Yoa  have  slain  in 

officer.  [£rit 

Mont.  Some  one  of  them  has  certainly  requited 

me ; 

For  I  do  lose  much  blood.  l^^ 

1  Officer,  Udspredoua!  We  have  lost  ahrother: 
Pursue  the  gentleman ! 

2  Officer.  I'll  not  meddle  with  him :  Yon  see 
what  comes  on't;  besides,  I  know  he  will  be 
hang'd  ere  he  be  taken. 

1  Officer,  I  tell  thee,  yeoman,  be  must  be  takes 
ere  he  be  hang'd. — He  is  hurt  in  ^  guts;  nia 
afore  therefore,  and  know  how  his  wife  will  nte 
his  sausages  a-pound. 

3  Officer.  Stay,  brother !  I  may  live ;  for  sardy 
I  find  I  am  but  hurt  in  the  leg,  a  dangerooi  hA 
on  the  shin-bone.  [£x<«t 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I. — A  Grove  near  the  Couniry-houoe  of 

Lamira. 

Enter  ItAxiRA,  ]>ucHxas,  and  Vbramouii. 

Lam,  You  see,  lady. 
What  harmless  sports  our  country  life  affords ; 
And  though  you  meet  not  here  with  city  dainties, 
Or  courtly  entertainment,  what  you  have 
Is  free  and  hearty. 

Ditch,  Madam,  I  find  here 
What  is  a  stranger  to  the  court,  content ; 
And  receive  courtesies  done  for  themselves. 
Without  an  expectation  of  return, 
Which  binds  me  to  your  service. 

Lafn.  Oh,  your  love  1 
My  homely  house,  built  more  for  use  than  show. 

Observes  the  golden  mean,  equally  distant 

From  glittering  pomp,  aud  sordid  avarice : 

sFor  masques,  we  will  observe  the  works  of  Nature; 

And  in  the  place  of  visitation,  read ; 

Our  physic  shall  be  wholesome  walks ;  our  viands 

Nourishing,  not  provoking :  for  I  find 

Pleasures  are  tortures  that  leave  stings  behind. 
Dueh,  You  have  a  great  estate. 
Lam.  A  competency 

Sufficient  to  maintain  me  and  my  rank ; 

Nor  am  I,  I  thank  Heaven,  so  courtly  bred 

As  to  employ  the  utmost  of  my  rents 

In  paying  tulors  for  fantastic  robes ; 

Or,  rather  than  be  second  in  the  fashion, 

Eat  out  my  officers  and  my  revenues 

With  grating  usury ;  my  back  shall  not  be 

The  base  on  which  your  soothing  citizen 

Erects  his  summer-houses;  nor,  on  th'  other  side, 

Will^I  be  so  penuriously  wise. 

As  to  make  money,  that's  my  slave,  my  idol ; 

Which  yet  to  wrong,  merits  as  much  reproof, 

As  to  abuse  our  servant. 
Duch.  Yet,  with  your  pardon, 

I  think  you  want  the  crown  of  all  oontentment. 


Lam,  In  what,  good  madam  ? 

Duch,  In  a  worthy  husband. 

Lam.  God  I  it  is  strange  the  galley-slave  shovU 
praise 

His  oar,  or  strokes ;  or  you,  that  have  msde  ship- 
wreck 
Of  all  delight  upon  this  rodi  call'd  Marriage, 
Sould  sing  encomiums  on't. 

Duch,  Madam,  though  one 
Fall  from  his  horse  and  break  his  neck,  will  jon 
Conclude  from  that  it  is  unfit  to  ride  ? 
Or  must  it  follow,  because  Orieans, 
My  lord,  is  pleased  to  make  his  passionate  tml 
Of  my  suspected  patience,  that  my  brother 
(Were  he  not  so,  I  might  say  worthy  Amieni) 
Will  imitate  his  ills,  that  cannot  fancy 
What's  truly  noble  in  him  ? 

Lam.  I  must  grant 
There's  as  much  worth  in  him  as  can  be  looked  ^ 
From  a  young  lord ;  but  not  enough  to  make 
Me  change  my  golden  liberty,  and  consent 
To  be  a  servant  to  it,  as  wives  are 
To  the  imperious  humours  of  their  lords- 
Methinks,  I'm  well :  1  rise  and  go  to  bed 
When  I  think  fit ;  eat  what  my  appetite 
Desires,  without  oontroul ;  my  servants'  study 
Is  my  contentment,  and  to  make  me  meny 
Their  farthest  aims ;  my  sleeps  are  inquiied  a^i 
My  rising-up  saluted  vntfa  respect : 
Command  and  liberty  now  wait  upon 
My  virgin  state  ;  what  would  I  more  ?  disnge  iK 
And  for  a  husband  ?  no !  these  freedoms  die. 
In  which  they  live,  with  my  virginity : 
'Tis  in  their  choice,  that*s  rich,  to  be  a  wife. 
But  not,  being  yoked,  to  chase  the  single  life*— 
[Veramour !] 
Ver,  Madam. 

Lam.  How  like  you  the  coantry? 
Ver,  I  like  the  air  of  it  well,  madam ;  and  t» 
rather,  because,  as  on  Irish  timber  your  spider  «u 
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lot  make  his  web,  §o»  for  aught  I  see  yet,  your 
heater,  pandar,  and  informer,  being  in  their  dis- 
ositioiia  too  Ibggy  for  this  piercing  climate,  shun 
t,  and  chase  rather  to  walk  in  mists  in  the  city* 

XrOiM.  Who  did  you  serve  first,  boy  ? 

Ver.  A  rich  merchant's  widow ;  and  was  by  her 
ireferr'd  to  a  young  court-lady. 

Duch.  And  what  difference  found  you  in  their 
orioe  ? 

Ver,  Very  much ;  for  look,  how  much  my  old 
ity  madam  gave  to  her  young  visitants,  so  much 
ay  lady  received  from  her  hoary  court-servants. 

Iaoh,  And  what  made  yon  leave  her? 

Ver.  My  ftither,  madam,  had  a  desire  to  have 
oe  a  tall  man.  took  me  from  thence. 

Lam,  Well,  1  percdve  you  inherit  the  wag  from 
rour  father. 

Ver.  Doves  beget  doves,  and  eagles  eagles,  ma- 
lam  :  A  citizen  here,  though  left  never  so  rich, 
iddom  at  the  best  proves  a  gentleman ;  the  son  of 
in  advocate,  though  dubb'd  like  his  father,  will 
tfaew  a  relish  of  his  descent,  and  the  father's  thri- 
nng  practice;  as  I  have  heard,  she  that  of  a 
Uiambermaid  is  metamorphosed  into  a  madam, 
nil  yet  remember  how  oft  her  [father*s]  daughter 
9j  her  mother  ventured  to  lie  upon  the  rushes, 
before  she  could  get  in  that  which  makes  many 
ladies. 

Duch.  But  what  think  you  of  your  late  master? 

Ver,  Oh,  madam  t  ISighs. 

Lam.  Why  do  you  sigh  ?  yon  are  sorry  that  you 
left  him ; 
Re  made  a  wanton  of  you. 

Ver,  Not  for  that ; 
Or  if  he  did,  for  that  my  youth  must  love  him. 
Oh,  pardon  me,  if  I  say  liberty 
Is  bondage,  if  compared  with  his  kind  service ; 
And  but  to  have  power  now  to  speak  his  worth 
To  its  desert,  I  should  be  well  content 
To  be  an  old  man  when  his  praise  were  ended ; 
\nd  yet,  if  at  this  instant  you  were  pleased 
I  should  begin,  the  livery  of  age 
Would  take  his  lodging  upon  this  head 
Ere  I  should  bring  it  to  a  period. 
In  brief,  he  is  a  man  (for  God  forbid 
That  I  should  ever  live  to  say  he  was) 
Of  such  a  shape  as  would  make  one  beloved 
That  never  had  good  thought ;  and  to  his  body 
He  hath  a  mind  of  such  a  constant  temper. 
In  which  [aU]  virtues  throng  to  have  a  room  ; 
Yet  'gainst  this  noble  gentleman,  this  Montague^ 
(For  in  that  name  I  comprehend  all  goodness,) 
^rong,  and  the  wrested  law,  false  witnesses, 
And  Envy  sent  from  hell,  have  rose  in  arms, 
And,  though  not  pierced,  batter'd  his  bonour'd 
shield. 

^^hMt  shall  I  say  ?  I  hope  yon  will  forgive  me, 
That  if  yon  were  but  pleased  to  love, 

1  linow  no  Juno  worthy  such  a  Jove. 

Enter  CHARunra  with  a  Letter, 

^^.  'Tis  well  yet  that  I  have  the  second  place 
In  your  affection. — From  whence  ? 

Charl.  Prom  the  lord  Amiens,  madam. 

Lam,  *Tis  welcome,  though  it  bear  his  usual 
language.  IBtads, 

I  thought  so  much ;  bis  love-suit  speaks  his  health. 
^^^^M  he  that  brought  it  ? 

^W/.  A  gentleman  of  good  rank,  it  seems. 

^'^^  Where  is  he  > 


Charl,  Receiving  entertainment  in  your  house, 
Sorting  with  his  dc^^ree. 

Lam.  'TIS  well. 

Charl,  He  waits 
Your  ladyship's  pleasure. 

Lam.  He  shall  not  wait  long. — 
I'll  leave  you  for  a  while. — Nay,  stay  you,  boy  ; 
Attend  the  lady. 

lExennt  Lamoia  and  Charlottb. 

Ver.  'Would  I  might  live  once 
To  wait  on  my  poor  master ! 

Duch.  That's  a  good  boy ! 
This  thankfulness  looks  lovely  on  thy  forehead ; 
And  in  it,  as  a  book,  methinks  I  read 
Instructions  for  myself,  that  am  his  debtor. 
And  would  do  much  that  I  might  be  so  happy 
To  repair  that  which  to  our  grief  is  ruined. 

Ver.  It  were  a  work  a  king  might  glory  in. 
If  he  saw  with  my  eyes.     If  you  please,  madam, 
(For  sure  to  me  you  seem  unapt  to  walk) 
To  sit,  although  the  churlish  birds  deny 
To  give  us  music  in  this  grove,  where  they 
Are  prodigal  to  others,  I'll  strain  my  voice 
For  a  sad  song ;  the  place  is  safe  and  private. 

Duch.  'Twas  my  desire  :  Begin,  good  Veramour ! 

M%uiCt  a  Song  ;  at  the  end  qfit^  enteriSoHTAOVB/ainting, 

his  Suford  draum. 

Duch.  What's  he,  Veramour  ? 

Ver.  A  goodly  personage. 

Mont.  Am  I  yet  safe  ?  or  is  my  flight  a  dream  ? 
My  wounds  and  hunger  tell  me  that  I  wake : 
Whither  have  my  fears  borne  me  ?    No  matter 
Who  hath  no  place  to  go  to,  cannot  err.     [where  : 
What  shall  I  do  ?  Cunning  Calamity, 
That<others'  gross  wits  uses  to  refine. 
When  I  most  need  it,  dulls  the  edge  of  mine. 

Duch.  Is  not  this  Montague's  voice  ? 

Ver.  My  master's?  fy! 

MoTii,  What  sound  was  that?  Pish  I 
Fear  makes  the  wretch  think  every  leaf  o'  th'  jury. 
What  course  to  live  ?  beg  ?  better  men  have  done 
But  in  another  kind  :  Steal  ?  Alexander,  [it, 

Though  styled  a  conqueror,  was  a  proud  thief, 
Though  he  robb'd  with  an  army.     Fy,  how  idle 
These  meditations  are  I  though  thou  art  worse 
Than  sorrow's  tongue  can  speak  thee,  thou  art 
Or  shouldst  be,  honest  Montague.  [still, 

Duch.  ^Tis  too  true. 

Ver.  'Tis  he ! 
What  villain's  hands  did  this  ?  Oh.  that  my  flesh 
Were  balm  !  in  faith,  sir,  I  would  pluck  it  off 
As  readily  as  this  I  Pray  you  accept 
My  will  to  do  you  service  ?  1  have  heard 
The  mouse  once  saved  the  lion  in  his  need» 
As  the  poor  scarab  spoil'd  the  eagle's  seed. 

Duch.  How  do  you  ? 

Mont.  As  a  forsaken  man. 

Duch,  Do  not  say  so !  take  comfort; 
For  your  misfortunes  have  been  Idnd  in  this. 
To  cast  you  on  a  hospitable  shore, 
Where  dwells  a  lady 

Ver.  She  to  whom,  good  master,. 
You  preferr'd  me. 

Duch.  In  whose  house,  whatsoe'er 
Your  dangers  are,  I'll  undertake  your  safety. 

Mont.  I   fear  that    I'm  pursued ;  and  doubt 
In  my  defence,  have  kill'd  an  officer.  [that  I, 

Ver.  Is  that  all  ?  There's  no  law  under  the  sun 
But  will,  I  hope,  confess,  one  drop  of  blood 
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Shed  from  this  arm  is  reoompenoe  enonghy 
Though  yon  had  cut  the  throats  df  all  the  catch- 
In  Fnnce,  nay,  in  the  worid.  [poles 

Mont,  I  would  he  loth 
To  be  a  burden,  or  feed  like  a  drone 
On  the  industrious  labour  of  a  bee ; 
And  baser  far  I  hold  it  to  owe  for 
The  bread  I  eat,  what's  not  in  me  to  pay : 
Then,  since  my  [once]  full  fortunes  are  declined, 
To  their  low  ebb  Til  fashion  my  high  mind. 
It  was  no  shame  to  Hecoba,  to  serve 
When  Troy  was  fired :  If  t  be  in  your  power 
To  be  a  means  to  make  her  entertain  me, 
And  tar  from  that  I  was ;  but  to  supply 
My  want  with  habit  fit  for  him  that  serves) 
I  shall  owe  much  to  you. 

Duch,  Leave  that  care  to  me. 

Ver.  Good  sir,  lean  on  my  shoulder. — Help, 
good  madam! — 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  horse  for  half  an  hour, 
That  I  might  carry  you  home  on  my  back  ! 
I  hope  you  will  love  me  still  ? 

Moni,  Thou  dost  deserve  it,  boy. 
That  I  should  live  to  be  thus  troublesome ! 

Duch,  Good  sir,  'tis  none. 

Ver,  Trouble  ?  most  willingly  I  would  be  changed 
Like  Apuleins,  wear  his  ass's  ear. 
Provided  I  might  still  this  burthai  bear. 

Duch.  Tisakindboy! 

Mont.  I  find  true  proof  of  it,  lExeunt, 


SCENE  II.— Paris.    A  Street  b^ore  the  Palace 

of  Orleans. 

Bnter  Amibics  and  Lonoucvoxb,  wUh  a  Paper, 

Ami.  You'll  carry  it  ? 

Long,  As  I  live,  although  my  packet 
Were  like  Bellerophon's.    What  have  you  seen 
In  me  or  my  behaviour,  since  your  favours 
So  plentifully  shower'd  upon  my  wants, 
That  may  beget  distrust  of  my  performance? 

Ami,  Nay,  be  not  angry  I  if  I  entertained 
But  the  least  scruple  of  your  love,  or  courage, 
I  would  make  choice  of  one  with  my  estate 
Should  do  me  right  in  this :  Nor  can  you  blame  me, 
If  in  a  matter  of  such  consequence 
I  am  so  importunate. 

Long,  Good  my  lord, 
Let  me  prevent  your  frurther  conjurations 
To  raise  my  spirit !  I  Imow  this  is  a  challenge 
To  be  ddivered  unto  Orleans'  hand ; 
And  that  my  undertaking  ends  not  Uiere, 
But  I  must  be  your  second,  and  in  that 
Not  alone  search  your  enemy,  measure  weapons. 
But  stand  in  all  your  hazards,  as  our  bloods 
Run  in  the  self-same  veins  ;  in  which  if  I 
Better  not  your  opinion,  as  a  limb 
That's  putrified  and  useless  cut  me  off, 
And  underneath  the  gallows  bury  it  I 

Ami,  At  full  you  understand  me,  and  in  this 
Bind  me,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours : 
I  will  not  so  much  wrong  you  as  to  add 
One  syllable  more;  let  it  suffice  I  leave 
My  honour  to  your  guard,  and  in  that  prove 
You  hold  the  first  place  in  my  heart  and  love  I 

iSxit. 

Long.  The  first  place  m  a  lord's  affection  ?  very 
good  !  And  how  long  doth  that  last  ?  perhapp  the 
changing  of  some  three  shirts  in  the  tennis-couxt. 


Well,  it  were  very  peeeisary  that  an  order  ven 
taken  (if  it  were  possible)  that  youBger  brothen 
might  have  more  wit,  or  more  money ;  for  nov, 
however  the  fool  hath  long  been  pot  upon  bin 
that  inherits,  his  revenue  hath  bou|^t  liim  i 
munge,  and  wiped  off  the  imputation :  and  foi 
the  miderstandi^g  of  the  younger,  let  him  get  a 
much  ihetoric  as  he  can,  to  grace  his  bminag^ 
they  will  see  he  shall  have  gloss  litde  enoogbtt 
set  oat  his  bark. 

JSfiler  Ihaon. 

Stand,  Dubois!  Look  about!  is  all  sale? 

Dubois,  Approach  not  near  me  but  widi  lew 
Lanrd,  and  atforations  1  I  have  done  [icm 
More  Uian  deserves  a  hundred  thanks. 

Long,  How  now?  What's  the  matter > 

Duboie.  With  this  hand,  only  aided  by  this  bran 
"^tiiout  an  Orpheus'  harp,  rcdeem'd,  frumhefi'i 
Three-headed  porter,  our  Eurydiee. 

Long,  Nay,  pr'ythee,  speak  sense  I  this  if  liki 
the  stale  braggart  in  a  play. 

Duboie.  Then,  in  plain  prose,  thus,  and  nith  i 
little  action  as  thou  canst  desire ;  the  thrBe>b«iei 
porter  were  three  inexorable  otchpoles,  oat  o 
whose  jaws,  without  the  help  of  Ornheos'  harp 
bait  or  bribe,  (for  those  two  strings  make  themaa 
that  mollifies  tiiose  flinty  furies,)  I  rescoed  oi 
Eurydiee ;  I  mean  my  old  master  Montague. 

Long.  And  is  this  all  ?  A  poor  rescue !  I  tkoa$ii 
thou  hadst  reversed  the  judgment  for  his  over 
throw  in  his  suit ;  or  wrought  npon  his  advent 
Orleans,  taken  the  shape  of  a  ghost,  fritted  U 
mind  into  distraction,  and,  fi»r  the  appeasing  < 
his  conscience,  forced  him  to  make  restitatiaB^ 
Montague's  lands,  or  such  like.  Rescued?  'Sligbi 
I  would  have  hired  a  chrocheteur  for  two  oak 
cues  to  have  done  so  much  with  his  whip  1 

D%iMit.  You  would,  shr?  And  yet  'tis  oof 
than  three  on  their  foot  cloths  durst  do  for  s  w^d 
brother  in  a  coach. 

Long.  Besidea,  what  proofr  of  it  ?  fiDr  aagbt 
know  this  may  be  a  trick  ;  I  had  Father  have  In 
a  prisoner,  where  I  might  visit  him,  and  do  ha 
service,  than  x^ot  at  all,  or  I  know  not  where. 

Duboii.  WeU,  sir,  the  end  will  shew  it.  Wbit^ 
that?  a  challenge? 

Long.  Yes ;  where's  Orieans  ?  though  we  ^ 
in  jest,  he  must  meet  with  Amiens  in  caniestj 
Fall  off  I  we  are  disoover'd  1— My  hone,  gar^s 
ha! 

Dubcie.  Were  it  not  in  a  house,  and  in  his  jtfi 
To  whom  I  owe  all  duty [^ 

Long.  What  would  it  do  ?  i 

Prate,  as  it  does  ;  but  be  as  far  fimn  strikisf , 
As  he  that  owes  it,  Orleans. 

Dubois.  How? 

Long.  I  think  thou  art  his  porter. 
Set  here  to  answer  creditors,  mat  his  lordihip    j 
Is  not  within,  or  takes  the  diet.     I  am  scat. 
And  will  grow  here  until  I  have  an  answer. 
Not  to  demand  a  debt  of  money,  but 
To  call  him  to  a  strict  account  for  wrong 
Done  to  the  honours  of  a  gentleman. 
Which  nothing  but  his  heait-hlood  shall  wash 

Dubois,  Shsn  I  hear  this  ? 

Long.  And  more ;  that  if  I  may  not 
Have  access  to  him,  I  will  fix  this  here. 
To  his  disgrace  and  thine—— 

Dubois.  And  thy  life  with  it. 

Long,  Then  have  the  ooides  of  it  pasted  oa 
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Like  pamphlet-titles,  that  sue  to  be  sold ; 
Have  his  disgrace  talk  for  tobacco-shops, 

His  picture  baffled 

IHsbois,  All  respect  away  ! 
Wcre't  in  a  church 


Long,  This  is  the  book  I  pray  with. 


iDrawhofk. 


Enter  OfoxAxn. 


Ori,  Forbear,  upon  your  lives ! 

Long,  What,  are  you  roused  ?  I  hope  your  lord- 
ship can  read  (though  he  stain  not  his  birth  with 
scholarship.) — Doth  it  not  please  you  now  ?  If 
you  are  a  right  monsieur,  muster  up  the  rest  of 
your  attendance,  which  is  a  page,  a  cook,  a  pandar, 
coachman,  and  a  footman,  (in  these  days,  a  great 
lord's  train)  pretending  I  am  unworthy  to  bring  you 
a  challenge ;  instead  of  answering  it,  have  me 
kick'd. 

Dubois,  If  he  does,  thou  deservest  it 

Long.  I  dare  you  all  to  touch  me !  Ill  not  stand 
What  answer  you  ?  [still. 

Orl.  That  thou  hast  done  to  Amiens 
The  office  of  a  faithful  friend,  which  I 
Woiold  cherish  in  thee,  were  he  not  my  foe. 
However,  since  on  honourable  terms 
He  calls  me  forth,  say  I  will  meet  with  him  ; 
And  by  Dubois,  ere  sun-set,  make  him  know 
The   time    and  place*,   my  sword's  length,    and 

whatever 
Scrapie  of  circumstance  he  can  expect. 

Long,  This  answer  comes  unlook'd-for.     Fare 
you  well ! 
Finding  your  temper  thus,  'would  I  had  said  less  I 

lExiL 

Orl.  Now  comes  thy  love  to  the  test. 

Dubois.  My  lord,  'twill  hold, 
And  in  all  dangers  prove  itself  true  gold.   [Exeunt. 


SCENE    III.— The  Counirg.     A   HaU  in 
Lamira's  House, 

Emter  Lavsedinb,  La-Poop.  BiALuoomN,  and  Senrant. 

Serv,  I  will  acquaint  my  lady  with  your  coming. 
Please  you  repose  yourselves  here. 

3fai.  There's  a  tester ; 
Nay,  now  I  am  a  wooer,  I  must  be  bountiful. 

Serv.  If  you  would  have  two  three-pences  for 
it,  sir, 
To  give  some  of  your  kindred  as  you  ride, 
111  see  if  I  can  get  them ;  we  use  not 
(Though  servants)  to  take  bribes.  lExit. 

Lav.  Then  thou  art  unfit  to  be  in  office,  either 
in  court  or  city. 

LO'P.  Indeed  corruption  is  a  tree,  whose  branches 
are  of  an  unmeasurable  length ;  they  spread  every 
where,  and  the  dew  that  drops  from  &ence  hath 
infected  some  chairs  and  stooU  of  authority. 

Mai.  Ah,  captain,  lay  not  all  the  foult  upon 
officers  ;  you  know  you  can  shark,  though  you  be 
out  of  action,  witness  Montague ! 

Lav.  Hang  him  !  he's  safe  enough :  you  had  a 
band  in  it  too,  and  have  gained  by  him.  But  I 
wonder  you  citizens,  that  keep  so  many  books, 
and  take  such  strict  accounts  for  every  farthing 
doe  to  you  from  others,  reserve  not  so  much  as  a 
memorandum  for  the  courtesies  you  receive. 

MtJ.  Would  you  have  a  citizen  book  those  ? 
Thankfulness  is  a  thing  we  are  not  sworn  to  in 
our  indentures ;  you  may  as  well  urge  conscience. 


Lav.  Talk  no  more  of  such  vanities !  Montague 
is  irrecoverably  sunk :  I  would  we  had  twenty 
more  to  send  after  him.  The  snake  that  would  be 
a  dragon,  and  have  wings,  must  eat ;  and  what 
implies  that,  but  this,  that  in  this  cannibal  age, 
he,  that  would  have  the  suit  of  wealth  must  not 
6aTe  whom  he  feeds  on  ?  And,  as  I  have  heard,  no 
flesh  battens  better  than  that  of  a  professed  friend  ; 
and  he  that  would  mount  to  honour,  must  not 
make  dainty  to  use  the  head  of  his  mother,  back 
of  his  father,  or  neck  of  his  brother,  for  ladders  to 
his  preferment :  for  but  observe,  and  you  shall 
find  for  the  most  part,  cunning  Villainy  sit  at  a 
feast  as  principal  guest,  and  innocent  Honesty  wait 
as  a  contemned  servant  with  a  trencher. 

La.P.  The  ladies! 

Enter  Moittaoub  bareheaded ^  Lamiea,  DixrHSSS,  Chab- 
LOTTB,  and  Yebamour. 

Mont.  Do  you  smell  nothing  ? 

Charl.  Not  I,  sir. 

Mont,  The  carrion  of  knaves  is  very  strong  in 
my  nostrils. 

Lav,  We  came  to  admire ;  and  find  Fame  was  a 
niggard, 
Which  we  thought  prodigal  in  your  report, 
Before  we  saw  you. 

Lam.  Tush,  sir  !  this  courtship's  old. 

Lo'P.  I'll  fight  for  thee,  sweet  wench  ; 
This  is  my  tongue,  and  wooes  for  me. 

Lam,  Good  man  of  war, 
Hands  off !  if  you  take  me,  it  must  be  by  siq;e, 
Not  by  an  onset :  And  for  your  valour,  I 
Think  that  I  have  deserved  few  enemies, 
And  therefore  need  it  not. 

Mai,  Thou  needest  nothing,  sweet  lady,  but  an 
obsequious  husband;  and  where  wilt  thou  find 
him,  if  not  in  the  city  ? — ^We  are  true  Muscovites 
to  our  wives,  and  are  never  better  pleased  than 
when  they  use  us  as  slaves,  bridle  and  saddle  us  : 
Have  me  !  Thou  shalt  command  all  my  wealth  as 
thine  own  ;  thou  shalt  sit  like  a  queen  in  my  ware- 
house ;  and  my  factors,  at  the  return  with  my 
ships,  shall  pay  thee  tribute  of  all  the  rarities  of 
the  earth ;  thou  shalt  wear  gold,  feed  on  delicates  ; 
the  first  peascods,  strawberries,  grapes,  cherries, 
shall 

Lam,  Be  mine :  I  apprehend  what  you  would 
say. 
Those  dainties,  which  the  city  pays  so  dear  for. 
The  country  yields  for  nothing,  and  as  early ; 
And,  credit  me,  your  far-fet  viands  please  not 
My  appetite  better  than  those  that  are  near  hand. 
Then,  fbr  your  promised  service  and  subjection 
To  all  my  humours  when  I  am  your  wife, 
(Which,  as  it  seems,  is  frequent  in  the  city) 
I  cannot  find  what  pleasure  they  receive 
In  using  their  fond  husbands  like  their  maids  : 
But,  of  this,  more  hereafter  !  I  accept 
Your  proffer  kindly,  and  yours :  My  house  stands 

open 
To  entertain  you  ;  take  your  pleasure  in  it, 
And  ease  after  your  journey  ! 

Duch,  Do  you  note 
The  boldness  of  the  fellows  ? 

Lam,  Alas,  madam ! 
A  virgin  must  in  this  be  like  a  lawyer ; 
And  as  he  takes  all  fees,  she  must  hear  all  suitors ; 
The  one  for  gain,  the  other  for  her  mirth  : 
Stay  with  the  gentlemen !  we'll  to  the  orchards. 
[,Ejceunt  Lamula,  Duchkss,  Ybjumour,  and  Charlottb. 
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La^P,  Pox  I  what  art  thon  ? 

Mont,  An  honest  man,  though  poor  : 

\^Putt  on  hit  lua. 
And  look  they  like  to  monsters  ?  are  they  so  rare  ? 

Lav.  Rose  from  the  dead  ? 

Med,  Do  you  hear,  monsieur  Serriteur  ?  Didst 
thou  never  hear  of  one  Montague,  a  prodigal  gull, 
that  lives  about  Paris  ? 

Mani.  So,  sir ! 

Lav.  One  that,  after  the  loss  of  his  main  estate 
in  a  law-suit,  bought  an  office  in  the  court  ? 

La-P,  And  should  have  letters  of  mart,  to  have 
the  Spanish  treasure  as  it  came  from  the  Indies  ? 
were  not  thou  and  he  twins  ?  Put  off  thy  hat ;  let 
me  see  thy  forehead. 

Mont,  Though  you  take  privilege 
To  use  your  tongues,  I  pray  you  hold  your  fingers ! 
'Twas  your  base  cozenage  made  me  as  I  am  ; 
And,  were  you  somewhere  else,  I  would  take  off 
This  proud  film  from  your  eyes,  that  will  not  let 
Know  1  am  Montague.  [you 

Enter  Lamira  behind  the  Arrat. 

Lam,  I'll  observe  this  better. 

Lav,  And  art  thou  he  ?  I  will  do  thee  grace ; 
give  me  thy  hand  !  I  am  glad  thou  hast  taken  so 
good  a  course  :  serve  God,  and  please  thy  mistress ; 
if  I  prove  to  be  thy  master,  as  I  am  very  likely,  I 
will  do  for  thee. 

Mai,  'Faith,  the  fellow's  well-made  for  a 
serving-man,  and  will  no  doubt  carry  a  chine  of 
beef  with  a  good  grace. 

La-P,  Pr'ythee  be  careful  of  me  in  my  cham- 
ber :  1  will  remember  thee  at  my  departure. 

Mont,  All  this  I  can  endure,  under  this  roof ; 
And  so  much  owe  I  her,  whose  now  I  am. 
That  no  wrong  shall  incense  me  to  molest 
Her  quiet  house.    While  you  continue  here, 
I  will  not  be  ashamed  to  do  you  service 
More  than  to  her,  because  such  is  her  pleasure. 
But  you  that  have  broke  thrice,  and  fourteen  times 
Compounded  for  two  shillings  in  the  pound. 
Know  I  dare  kick  you  in  your  shop  1  Do  you  hear  ? 
If  ever  I  see  Paris,  though  an  army 
Of  musty  murrions,  rusty  brown  bills  and  dubs, 
Stand  for  your  guard — I  have  heard  of  your  tricks. 
And  you  that  smell  of  amber  at  my  charge, 
And  triumph  in  your  cheat — ^well,  I  may  ,live 
To  meet  thee !  be  it  among  a  troop  of  such 
That  are  upon  the  fair  face  of  the  court 
Like  running  ulcers,  and  before  thy  whore. 
Trample  upon  thee ! 

La-P,  This  a  language  for  a  livery?  take  heed; 
I  am  a  captain. 

Mont,  A  coxcomb,  are  you  not?  that  thou  and  I, 
To  give  proof  which  of  us  dares  most,  were  now 
In  midst  of  a  rough  sea,  upon  a  piece 
Of  a  split  ship,  where  only  one  might  ride, 
I  would — but  foolish  anger  makes  me  talk 
lake  a  player !  [Lamira »*om  the  Amu. 

Lam.  Indeed,  you  act  a  part  doth  iU  become 
you, 
My  servant ;  is  this  your  duty  ? 

Mont,  I  crave  your  pardon, 
And  will  hereafter  be  more  circumspect. 

Lav.  Ohy  the  power  of  a  woman's  tongue !  It 
hath  done  more  than  we  three  with  our  swords 
durst  undertake ;  put  a  madman  to  silence. 

Lam.  Why,  sirrah,  these    are  none  of   your 
comrades. 


To  drink  with  in  the  cellar ;  one  of  those, 
For  aught  you  know,  may  live  to  be  yonr  master. 

La' P.  There's  some  comfort  yet. 

Lam,  Kerens  choice  of  three :    A  wealthy  mer- 
chant  

Mai.  Hem  !  she  is  taken  :  she  hath  spied  ny 
good  calf,  and  many  ladies  chuse  their  husbaiuh 
by  that. 

Lam.  A  courtier  that's    in  grace;  a  valiut 
captain; 
And  are  these  mates  for  yon?  Away,  begone! 

Mont.  I  humbly  pray  you  will  be  pleased  to 
pardon  ! 
And  to  give  satisfaction  to  you,  madam, 
(Although  I  break  my  heart)  I  will  confess 
That  I  have  wrong'd  them  too,  and  make  sub- 
mission. 

Lam.  No ;  I'll  spare  that.    Go  bid  the  cook 
haste  supper.  [.ExU  Monticri. 

La-P,  Oh,  brave  lady,  thou  art  worthy  to 
have  servants,  to  be  commandress  of  a  fiunily,  tbit 
knowest  how  to  use  and  govern  it. 

Lav.  You  shall  have  many  mistresses  that  vili 
so  mistake,  as  to  take  their  horse- keepers  and  foot- 
men instead  of  their  husbands;  thou  art  none  of 
those. 

Mai.  But  she  that  can  make  distinction  of  men. 
and  knows  when  she  hath  gallants  and  feUon  of 
rank  and  quality  in  her  house 

Lam.  Gallants  indeed,  if  it  be  the  gallsnb' 
To  triumph  in  the  miseries  of  a  man,        [feshico 
Of  which  they  are  the  cause  !  one  that  transce&ds 
(In  spite  of  all  that  Fortune  hath,  or  can  be  done) 
A  million  of  such  things  as  you  ! — My  doon 
Stand  open  to  receive  all  such  as  wear 
The  shape  of  gentlemen ;  and  my  gentUer  nature 
(I  might  say  weaker)  weighs  not  the  expence 
Of  entertainment :  Think  yon  I'll  forget  yet 
What's  due  unto, myself  ?  do  not  I  know. 
That  you  have  dealt  with  poor  Montague,  bat  like 
Needy  commanders,  cheating  citizens. 
And  peijured  courtiers  ?  I  am  much  moved,  cbe 

nse  not 
To  say  so  much.    If  you  will  bear  yourselves 
As  fits  such  you  would  make  me  think  you  are, 
You  may  stay ;  if  not,  the  way  lies  before  yon. 

Mai.  What  think  you  of  this,  captain  ? 

La-P,  That  this  is  a  bawdy-house,  with  pia* 
nades  and  turrets,  in  which  this  disguised  Mob« 
tague  goes  to  rut^o^  ;  and  that  this  is  a  huded 
pandress,  and  niakes  her  hcrase  a  brochd  fat 
charity. 

Mai.  Come,  that's  no  miracle ;  bat  firom  whence 
derive  you  the  supposition  ? 

Lav.  Observe  but  the  circumstance!  Yon  ill 
know,  that  in  the  height  of  Montagae*s  prosperity, 
he  did  affect,  and  had  his  love  returned  by,  this 
lady  Orleans :  since  her  divorcement,  and  bis 
decay  of  estate,  'tis  known  they  have  met ;  not  to 
mnch  as  his  boy  is  wanting;  and  that  this  caaj« 
anything  else  than  a  mere  plot  for  their  nightirari. 
is  above  my  imagination  to  conceive. 
'  Mai.  Nay,  it  carries  probability :  let's  oheotc 
it  better ;  but  yet  with  such  cantion,  as  our  pryinf 
be  not  discovered!  here's  all  tilings  to  be  bad 
without  cost,  and  therefore  good  staying  here. 

La^P.  Nay,  that's  true ;  I  would  we  might  woo 
her  twenty  years,  like  Pencdope's  suitors.  Ceme. 
Laverdine !  iExtunt  Mhu.itnmn  end  LA4\>tf 
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Lav,  I  follow  instantly. — ^Yonder  he  is.  Tlie 
tboQght  of  this  boy  hath  much  cooled  my  aflfection 
to  this  lady;  and  by  all  conjectures  this  is  a 
diagiiised  whore :  I'll  try  if  1  can  search  this 
wiiiif 

EnUr  VcKAMOUR. 

Fagel 

Ver.  Yonr  pleasure,  sir  ? 

Lav,  Thou  art  a  pretty  boy. 

Ver,  And  yon  a  braYe  man :  now  I  am  out  of 
your  debt.  [€Mng, 

Lav,  Nay,  pr'ythee  stay  I 

Ver,  I  am  in  haste,  sir. 

Lav,  By  the  iaith  of  a  courtier 

V^er,  Take  heed  what  you  say !  you  have  taken 
a  strange  oath. 

I»av.  1  bsTe  not  seen  a  youth  that  hath  pleased 
me  better :  I  would  thou  couldst  like  me,  so  far  as 
to  leave  thy  lady  and  wait  on  me  !  I  would  main- 
tain thee  in  the  bravest  clothes 

Ver.  Though  you  took  them  up  on  trust,  or 
bought  them  at  the  broker's  ? 


Lav,  Or  any  way.  Then  thy  employments 
should  be  so  neat  and  cleanly — ^thou  shouldst  not 
touch  a  pair  of  pantables  in  a  month;  and  thy 
lodging— 

Ver,  Should  be  in  a  brotheL 

Lav.  No  ;  but  in  mine  arms. 

Ver,  That  may  be  the  circle  of  a  bawdy-house, 
or  worse. 

Lav,  I  mean  thou  shouldst  lie  with  me. 

Ver.  Lie  with  you  ?  I  had  rather  lie  with  my 
lady's  monkey !  'twas  never  a  good  world  since  our 
French  lords  learned  of  the  Neapolitans  to  make 
their  pages  their  bedfellows  ;  it  doth  more  hurt  to 
the  suburb  ladies  than  twenty  dead  vacations.  'Tis 
supper-time,  sir.  [^Exit. 

Lav.  I  thought  so !  I  know  by  that  'tis  a  wo- 
man; for  because  peradventure  she  hath  made 
trial  of  the  monkey,  she  prefers  him  before  me,  as 
one  unknown :  WeU, 
These  are  strange  creatures,  and  have  strange 

desires; 
And  men  must  use   strange   means   to  quench 
strange  fires.  lExit, 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I — Before  the  tame. 
Enter  Montaoub  alone,  in  mean  habit. 


Meni,  Now,  Montague  !  who  discerns  thy  spirit 
now, 
Thy  breeding,  or  thy  blood  ?  here's  a  poor  cloud 
Eclipseth  all  thy  splendour  :  Who  can  read 
In  thy  pale  face,  dead  eye,  or  Lenten  suit, 
The  liberty  thy  ever-giving  hand 
Hath  bought  for  others,  manacling  itself 
In  gyves  of  parchment  indissoluble  ? 
The  greatest-hearted  man,  supplied  with  means, 
Nobility  of  birth,  and  gentlest  parts, 
Ay,  though  the  right-hand  of  his  sovereign, 
If  Virtue  quit  her  seat  in  his  high  soul, 
Glitters  but  like  a  palace  set  on  fire, 
Whose  glory,  whilst  it  shines,  but  ruins  him  ; 
And  his  bri^t  show,  each  hour  to  ashes  tending, 
Shan  at  the  last  be  raked  up  like  a  sparkle, 
Unless  men's  Uves  and  fortunes  feed  the  flame. 
Not  for  my  own  wants,  though,  blame  I  my  stars, 
Bnt  suffering  others  to  cast  love  on  me. 
When  I  can  neither  take,  nor  thankful  be  : 
My  lady's  woman,  fair  and  virtuous, 
Yoong  as  the  present  month,  solicits  me 
For  love  and  marriage ;  now,  being  nothing  worths 

Enter  Ysramour. 

Ver.  Oh,  master !  I  have  sought  you  a  long 
hour: 
'Good*  faith,  I  never  joy 'd  out  of  your  sight  I 
For  God's  sake,  sir,  be  merry,  or  else  hm 
The  buffets  of  your  fortunes  with  more  scorn  ! 
Do  bat  begin  to  ndl ;  teach  me  the  way, 
And  ru  ait  down,  and  help  your  anger  forth. 
1  have  known  you  wear  a  suit  fidl  worth  a  lord- 
ship; 
Give  to  a  man,  whose  need  ne'er  frighted  you 
From  caUing  of  him/rt^nJ,  five  hundred  crowns, 
Ere  sleep  had  left  your  senses  to  consider 
Your  own  important  present  uses :  Yet, 


Since,  I  have'seen  you  with  a  trencher  wait. 
Void  of  all  scorn ;  therefore  I'll  wait  on  you. 

Mont.  'Would  Grod  thou  wert  less  honest ! 

Ver.  'Would  to  God 
You  were  less  worthy !  I  am  even  wi'  ye,  sir. 

Mont,  Is  not  thy  master  strangely  fallen,  when 
Serv'st  for  no  wages,  but  for  charity  ?  [thou 

Thou  dost  surcharge  me  with  thy  plenteous  love ; 
The  goodness  of  thy  virtue  shewn  to  me, 
More  opens  still  my  disability 
To  quit  thy  pains :  Credit  me,  loving  boy, 
A  free  and  honest  nature  may  be  oppressed, 
Tired  with  courtesies  from  a  liberal  spirit. 
When  they  exceed  his  means  of  gratitude. 

Ver.  But  'tis  a  due  in  him  that,  to  that  end, 
Extends  his  love  or  duty. 

Mont.  Little  world 
Of  virtue,  why  dost  love  and  follow  me  ? 

Ver,  I  will  follow  you  through  all  countries ; 
I'll  run  (fut  as  I  can),by  your  horse-side, 
I'll  hold  your  stirrup  when  you  do  alight, 
And  without  grudging  wait  till  you  return : 
I  will  quit  oifer'd  means,  and  expose  myself 
To  cold  and  hunger,  still  to  be  with  you  ; 
Fearless  I'll  travel  through  a  wilderness ; 
And  when  you  are  weary,  I  will  lay  me  down, 
That  in  my  bosom  you  may  rest  your  head ; 
Where,  whilst  you  sleep,  I  U  watch,  that  no  wild 

beast 
Shall  hurt  or  trouble  you ;  and  thus  we'll  breed 
A  story  to  make  every  hearer  weep, 
When  they  discourse  our  fortunes  and  our  loves. 

Mont,  Oh,  what  a  scoff  might  men  of  women 
make, 
If  they  did  know  this  boy  I — ^But  my  desire 
Is,  that  thou  wouldst  not  (as  thou  usest  still. 
When,  like  a  servant,  I  'mong  servants  sit) 
Wait  on  my  trencher,  fill  my  cups  with  wine : 
Why  shouldst  thou  do  this,  boy  ?  pr'ythee,  con- 
I  am  not  what  I  was.  [sider, 

Ver.  Curs'd  be  the  day 
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When  I  forget  that  Montague  was  my  lord, 
Or  not  remember  him  my  master  still ! 

MonL  Rather  curse  me,  with  whom  thy  youth 
hath  spent 
So  many  hours,  and  yet  untaught  to  live 
By  any  worldly  quality. 

Ver.  Indeed 
You  never  taught  me  how  to  handle  cards, 
To  cheat  and  oosen  men  with  oaths  and  lies ; 
Those  are  the  worldly  qualities  to  live : 
Some  of  our  scarlet  gallants  teach  their  boys 
These  worldly  qualities. 

Since  stumbling  Fortune  then  leaves  Virtue  thus, 
Let  me  leave  Fortune,  ere  be  vicious ! 

Moni.  Oh,  lad,  thy  love  will  kill  me  ! 

Ver.  In  truth, 
I  think  in  conscience  I  shall  die  for  you. 
Good  master,  weep  not  1  do  you  want  aught,  sir  ? 
Will  you  have  any  money  ?  here's  some  silver, 
And  here's  a  little  gold ;  'twill  serve  to  play. 
And  put  more  troublesome  thoughts  out  of  your 

mind: 
I  pray,  sir,  take  it !  I'll  get  more  with  singing. 
And  then  I'll  bring  it  you :  My  lady  ga't  me ; 
And,  by  my  soul,  it  was  not  covetousness, 
But  I  forgot  to  tell  you  sooner  on't 

Mont.  Alas,  boy,  thou  art  not  bound  to  tell  it 
me, 
And  less  to  give  it ;  buy  thee  scarfs  and  garters ! 
And  when  I  have  money,  I'll  give  thee  a  sword : 
Nature  made  thee  a  beauteous  cabinet. 
To  lock  up  all  the  goodness  of  the  earth. 

BwUr  CBAMunrm. 

Ver,  I  have  lost  my  voice  with  the  veiy  sight 
of  this  gentlewoman!  Good  sir,  steal  away  I  you 
were  wont  to  be  a  curious  avoider  of  women's 
company. 

Moni.  Why,  boy,  thou  dar'st  trust  me  any 
where,  dar'st  thou  not  ? 

Ver.  I  had  rather  trust  you  by  a  roaring  lion, 
than  a  ravening  woman. 

Moni.  Why,  boy  ? 

Ver.  Why,  truly,  she  devours  more  man's  flesh. 

Moni.  Ay,  but  she  roars  not,  boy. 

Ver.  No,  sir  ?  why  she  is  never  silent  but  when 
her  mouth  is  full. 

Chart.  Monsieur  Montague'^ 

Mont.  My  sweet  fellow!  since  jou  please  to 
call  me  so. 

Ver.  Ah,  'my  conscience,  she  would  be  pleased 
well  enough  to  call  you  bed -fellow.  Oh,  master^ 
do  not  hold  her  by  the  hand  so !  A  woman  is  a 
lime-bush,  that  catcheth  all  she  toucheth. 

Chart.  I  do  most  dangerously  suspect  this  boy 
to  be  a  wench  :  Art  thou  not  one  ?  Come  hither, 
let  me  feel  thee. 

Ver.  With  all  my  heart. 

Chart.  Why  dost  thou  pull  off  thy  glove  ? 

Ver,  Why,  to  feel  whctiier  you  be  a  boy,  or  no. 

Chart.  Fy,  boy  I  go  to  I  I'll  not  look  your  head, 
nor  comb  your  locks  any  more,  if  you  talk  thus. 

Ver.  Tlliy,  I'll  sing  to  you  no  more  then. 

Chart.  Fy  upon't,  how  sad  you  are  I  A  young 
gentleman  that  was  the  very  sun  of  France — 

Moni.  But  I  am  in  the  eclipse  now. 

Chart.   Suffer  himself  to  be  o'er-nm  with  a 
lethargy  of  melancholy  and  discontent ! 
Rouse  up  thy  spirit,  man,  and  shake  it  off: 
A  noble  soul  is  like  a  ship- at  sea. 


Tliat  sleeps  at  anchor  when  the  ocean's  calm ; 
But  when  she  rages,  and  the  wind  bkiwshigh, 
He  cuts  his  way  wi^  skill  and  majesty. 
I  would  turn  a  fool,  or  poet,  or  anything,  or  maiTT, 
to  make  you  merry :  Pr'ythee  let's  walk ! — Good 
Veramour,  leave  thy  master  and  me ;  I  have  earn- 
est business  with  hun. 

Ver,  Pray  do  you  leave  my  master  and  me !  we 
were  very  merry  before  yon  came.  He  does  not 
covet  women's  company :  What  have  you  to  do 
with  him  ? — Come,  sir,  will  you  go  ?  and  I'll  nag 
to  you  again. — I'faith,  his  mind  is  stronger  than  to 
credit  women's  vows,  and  too  pure  to  be  cspaUe 
of  their  loves. 

Chart.  The  boy  is  jealous.  Sweet  lad,  letfe  is ! 
my  lady  eall'd  for  yon,  I  swear :  Thaf  a  a  good 
cluld !  there  is  a  piece  of  gold  for  thee ;  go,  bvj  • 
feather ! 

Ver.  There's  two  pieces  fbr  you ;  do  700  go 
and  buy  one,  or  what  you  will,  or  nothing,  so  yon 
go  ! — Nay  Aen,  I  see  you  would  have  me  go,  sir! 
why,  i'faith  I  will,  now  I  perceive  you  love  her 
better  than  you  do  me:  But,  God  bless  joq! 
Whatever  you  do,  or  intend,  I  know  you  are  1 
very  honest  man !  C*^*- 

Chart.  Still  shall  I  woo  thee,  whilst  thj  eirs 
/  cannot f  or  /  wilt  not  marr^f  ihee$             [reply 
Why  hast  thou  drawn  the  blood  out  of  m  j  cheeki, 
And  given  a  quicker  motion  to  my  heart? 
Oh,  fiiou  hast  bred  a  fever  in  my  veins, 
CaU'd  Love,  which  no  physician  can  cure ! 
Have  mercy  on  a  maid,  whose  simple  youth 

Mont.  How  your  example,  fisirest,  teacheth  m 
A  ceremonious  idolatry !  [Kntdi. 

By  all  the  joy  of  love,  I  love  thee  better 
Than  I  or  any  man  can  tell  another ! 
And  will  express  the  mercy  which  thou  oaveft; 
I  will  forbear  to  marry  thee.     Consider, 
Thou  art  Nature's  heir  in  feature,  and  thy  psrenti' 
In  fair  inheritances :  Rise  with  these  thoughts, 
And  look  on  me ;  but  witii  a  woman's  eye : 
A  decayed  fellow,  void  of  means  and  spirit. 

Chart.  Of  spirit? 

Moni.  Yes  ;  [else]  could  I  tamely  Hve, 
Foi^get  my  father's  blood,  wait,  and  make  legs, 
Stain  my  beat  breeches  with  the  eervik  drops 
That  fieai  from  others'  draughts  ? 

Chart.  This  vixard  wherewith  thou  wouldst  hide 

Is  perspective,  to  shew  it  plainlier :        [thy  q»nt 
This  undervalue  of  thy  life,  is  but 
Because  I  should  not  buy  thee.  What  more  spetb 
Greatness  of  man  than  valiant  patience. 
That  shrinks  not  under  his  fate's  strongest  stroka  f 
These  Roman  deaths,  as  iaUing  on  a  swoid. 
Opening  of  veins,  with  poison  quenching  thintf 
Which  we  erroneously  do  style  the  deeds 
Of  the  heroic  and  magnanimous  man. 
Was  dead-eyed  Cowardice,  and  white-ched^'d  Fear, 
Who  doubting  Tyranny,  and  fisdnting  under 
Fortune's  &lse  lottery,  desperately  run       [stoot 
To  Death,  for  dread  of  Death ;  that  soul's  mtft 
That,  bearing  all  mischance,  dares  last  it  oat 
Will  you  perform  your  word,  and  marry  me, 
When  I  shall  call  you  to't  ? 
Moni.  I'faith,  I  wUL 

fnter  LoirovsvnXB,  teitk  a  Ridimff-roi. 

Chart.  Who's  thb  alights  here  ? 
Long.  With  leave,  fair  creature. 
Are  you  the  lady-mistress  of  the  howe  ? 
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Chart,  Her  serrant,  lir, 

L<mg.  I  pray  then  fiiToiir  me. 
To  inform  your  bdy,  and  dnke  Orleans'  wife, 
A  bnainess  of  import  waits  'em  here, 
And  cnTes  for  speedy  answer. 

CharL  Are  you  in  post,  sir  ? 

Lonff»   No ;  I  am  in  sattin,  lady ; 
I  would  yon  would  be  in  post. 

CharL  I  wiU  return,  sweet.  iEjtit. 

Lang,   Honest,  friend,  do  you  belong  to  the 
I  pray  be  oover'd.  [house  ? 

Mont.  Yes,  sir,  I  do. 

Long.  Ha  1  drcam*st  thou,  Longnerille  ? 
Sue  'tis  not  he ! — Sir,  I  should  know  you. 

Mont,  So  should  I  yon,  but  that  I  am  ashamed : 
But,  thoo^  thou  know'st  me,  pr'ythee,  Longue- 

▼ilk. 
Mock  not  my  poverty  1  Pray  remember  yourself : 
Shews  it  not  strangely  for  thy  clothes  to  stand 
Without  a  hat  to  mine  ?  Mock  me  no  more. 

Lang.  The  pox  taibroider  me  all  over,  sir. 
If  erer  I  began  to  mock  you  yet. 
Hie  plague  nipon  me,  why  should  I  wear  vdvet 
And  silver  lace?    'Sdeath,  I  will  tear  it  off. 

Moni,  Why,  madman  ? 

Lang,  Put  on  my  hat  ?   Yes,  when  I'm  hanged 
Pox  !  I  could  break  my  head,  [I  wUl ! 

For  holding  eyes  that  knew  not  yon  at  first ! 
Bat,  Time  and  Fortune,  run  your  courses  with  him ; 
He'll  laugh  and  storm  you,  when  you  shew  most 
hate! 

Eidtr  hAMOUL,  DocHsas,  LAvaaonra,  La-Pdop,  Maijj- 
coax,  VsjuMOOR,  and  CoAsajoTt*, 

Lam,  You  are  a  fair  monsieur. 

Lang,  Do  you  mock  mCi  lady  ? 

Lam,  Your  business,  sir,  I  mean. 

Dueh,  Regard  yourself,  good  monsieur  Longue- 
▼illel 

Lam,  You  are  too  ne^igent  of  yourself  and 
Cover  your  head,  sweet  monsieur  I  Iplaoe ; 

Lang.  Mistake  me  not,  fair  ladies ; 
'Tis  not  to  you,  nor  you,  that  I  stand  bare. 

Lav.  Nay,  sweet  dear  monsieur,  let  it  be  not  to 

La- P.  A  pox  of  compliment !  [us  then  I 

Moni,  And  pox  of  manners  ! 
Pny  hide  your  head ;  your  gallants  use  to  do't. 

Lang,  And  you  your  foreheads  I     Why,  you 
needful  accessary  rascals. 
That  cannot  li?e  without  your  mutual  knaveries. 
More  than  a  bawd,  a  pandar,  or  a  whore. 
From  one  another,  how  dare  you  suspect 
That  I  stand  bare  to  you  ?  What  make  you  here  P — 
Shift  your  house,  lady,  of  'em ;  for  I  know  'em ; 
They  come  to  steal  [your]   napkins,  and  your 

spoons: 
Look  to  yoor  silver  bodkin,  gentlewoman. 
'Tts  a  dead  utensil;    and,  page,   beware   your 

podcets! 
My  reverence  is  unto  this  man,  my  master ; 
Whom  yoo,  with  protestations  and  oaths. 
As  high  as  Heaven  and  as  deep  as  Hell,  which 
Deceive  the  wisest  man  of  honest  nature,    [woidd 
Have  ooxen'd  and  abused :  But,  I  may  meet  you. 
And  beat  you  one  with  th'  other ! 

MonL  Peace  I  no  more  1 

Lang.  Not  a  word,  sir. 

Lav.  I  am  something  thick  of  hearing ; 
^ftliatsaidhe? 

La-P,  I  hear  him,  but  regard  him  not. 


ilfo/.  Nor  I;  I  am  never  angry  fating. 

Long,  My  love 
Keeps  back  my  duty.    Noblest  lady,  if 
Husband,  or  brother,  merit  love  ftom  you. 
Prevent  tiieir  dangers !  this  hour  brings  to  trial 
Their  hereto-sleeping  hates :  By  this  time,  each 
Within  a  yard  is  of  the  other's  heart ; 
And  met  to  prove  their  causes  and  their  spirits 
With  their  impartial  swords'  points :    Haste  and 

save. 
Or  never  meet  them  more,  but  at  the  grave ! 

Duch,    Oh,  my  distracted   heart  I    Uiat    my 
wreck'd  honour 
Should  for  a  brother's,  or  a  husband's  life, 
Through  thy  undoing,  die  ! 

Lam.  Amiens  engaged  ? 
If  he  miscarry,  all  my  hopes  and  joys, 
I  now  confess  it  loudly,  are  undone  : 
Carodi,  and  haste  I  one  minute  may  betny 
A  life  more  worth  than  all  time  can  repay. 

lExeunt  LadiM  and  Moictaoob. 

Mai,  Humph !  monsieur  Laverdine  pursues  this 
boy  extremely. — Captain,  what  will  you  do  ? 

La-P,  Anything  but  follow  to  this  land-service  : 
I  am  a  sea-captain,  you  know,  and  to  offer  to  part 
'em,  without  we  could  do't  like  watermen  with  long 
staves,  a  quarter  oc  a  mile  off,  might  be  dangerous. 

Mitl,  Why  then,  let's  retire  and  pny  for 'em  1  I 
am  resolved  to  stop;  your  intent?  Abused  more 
than  we  ha?e  been  we  cannot  be,  without  Uiey  &11 
to  flat  beating  on's.  iBxetuU  MjkLuooma  and  hA-Foor. 

Lav,  And  that  were  unkindly  done,  i'faith. 

Ver,  Curse  me,  but  you  are  the  troublesomest 
ass  that  e'er  I  met  with  1  Retire!  you  smell  like 
a  woman's  chamber,  that's  newly  up,  before  she 
has  pinched  her  vapours  in  with  her  dothes. 

I*av.  I  will  haunt  thee  like  thy  grandame's  g^ost ; 
thou  shalt  never  rest  for  me ! 

Ver.  Well,  I  perceive  'tis  vain  to  conceal  a  secret 
from  you  ;  Believe  it,  sir,  indeed  I'm  a  woman. 

Lav.  Why,  la  !  I  knew't ;  this  prophetical  tongue 
of  mine  never  fail'd  me :  My  mother  was  half 
a  witch ;  never  anything  that  she  forespake  but 
came  to  pass.  A  woman  i  how  happy  am  I !  Now 
we  may  lawfully  come  together,  without  fear  of 
hanging !  Sweet  wench,  be  gracious !  In  honour- 
able sort  I  woo,  no  otherwise. 

Ver,  'Faith,  the  truth  is,  I  have  loved  you  long — 

Lav,  See,  see ! 

Ver,  But  durst  not  open  it: 

Lou,  By  Heaven,  I  think  so  1 

Ver.  But  briefly,  when  you  bring  it  to  the  test, 
if  there  be  not  one  gentleman  in  this  house  will 
challenge  more  interest  in  me  than  you  can,  I  am 
at  your  disposure.  lExit. 

Lav,  Qh,  Fortunatus,  I  envy  thee  not 
For  cap,  or  pouch  I  this  day  I'll  prove  my  fortune. 
In  which  your  lady  doth  elect  her  husbsnd. 
Who  will  be  Amiens ;  'twill  save  my  wedding-din- 
Pauvre  La-Poop  and  Mallioom !  If  all  fidl,  [ner: 
I  will  turn  citixen  :  A  beauteous  wife 
Is  the  horn-book  to  the  richest  tradesman's  life. 

lExeuni. 


SCENE  II.~^  Field  before  the  Gales  o/ Paris. 

Enter  Dubois,  Orlmans,  Loifousviixa,  Amishb,  tteo 
LaoqnieB,  a  Fife  with  two  FUtoU, 

Dubcu,  Here's  a  good  even  piece  of  ground,  my 
Will  you  fix  here  ?  [lords : 
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Orl,  Yes ;  any  where. — Lacquey, 
Take  off  my  spurs ! — Upon  a  bridge,  a  rail. 
But  my  sword's  breadth,  npon  a  battlement, 
I'll  fight  this  quarrel ! 

Dubois.  O*  the  ropes,  my  lord ! 

Orl.  Upon  a  line. 

Dubois,  So  all  our  country  duels 
Are  earned  like  a  firework  on  a  thread. 

Orl,  Go,  now ;  stay  with  the  horses !    And,  do 
yoa  hear  ? 
Upon  your  lives,  till  some  of  us  come  to  you, 
Dare  not  to  look  this  way  I 

Dubois.  Except  you  see 
Strangers  or  others,  that,  by  chance  or  purpose, 
Are  like  to  interrupt  us. 

Orl.  Then  give  warning. 

Long.  Who  takes  a  sword  ?  The  advantage  is  so 
small, 
As  he  that  doubts  hath  the  firee  leave  to  chuse. 

Orl.  Come,  give  me  any,  and  search  me :    'Tis 
not 
The  ground,  weapon,  or  seconds,  that  can  make 
Odds  in  those  fatal  trials,  but  the  cause. 

Ami.  Most  true ;  and,  but  it  is  no  time  to  wish 
When  men  are  come  to  do,  I  would  desire 
The  cause  'twixt  us  were  other  than  it  is  ; 
But  where  the  right  is,  there  prevail  our  swords ! 
And  if  my  sister  have  out-lived  her  honour, 
I  do  not  pray  I  may  out-live  her  shame. 

Orl.  Your  sister,  Amiens,  is, a  whore,  at  once  I 

Ami.  You  oft  have  spoke  Uiat  sense  tome  before. 
But  never  in  this  language,  Orleans : 
And  when  you  spoke  it  fkir,  and  first,  I  told  you 
That  it  was  possible  you  might  be  abused  : 
But  now,  since  you  forget  your  manners,  you  shall 
If  I  transgress  my  custom,  you  do  lie  I  [find^ 

And  are  a  villain  1  which  I  had  rather  yet 
My  sword  had   proved,  than  I  been  forced  to 

speak. — 
Nay,   give  us  leave!— And  since  you  stand  so 

hai]^htily 
And  highly  on  your  cause,  let  you  and  I, 
Without  engaging  these  two  gentlemen. 
Singly  determine  it ! 

Long.  My  lord,  you'll  pardon  us ! 

Dubois.  I  trust  your  lordships  may  not  do  us 

^mt.  As  how  .9  [that  affront. 

Dubois,  We  kiss  your  lordship's  hand,  and  come 
You  here  with  swonls.  [to  serve 

Long,  My  lord,  we  understand  ourselves. 

Dubois.  We  have  had  the  honour  to  be  call'd 
The  business,  and  we  must  not  now  quit  it  [unto 
On  terms. 

Ami.  Not  terms  of  reason  ? 

Long.  No; 
No  reason  for  the  quitting  of  our  calling. 
.  Dubois.  True; 
If  I  be  call'd  to't,  I  must  ask  no  reason. 

Long.  Nor  hear  none  neither,  which  is  less : 
It  is  a  favour  if  my  throat  be  cut, 
Your  lordship  does  me ;  which  I  never  can 
Nor  must  have  hope  how  to  requite. — ^What  noise  ? 
lA  noit€  within  erpinpf  Down  with  their  sworda  I 
What  cry  is  that  ?     My  lord,  upon  your  guard ! 
Some  treachery  is  afoot. 

Enter  Duchbbs,  Lajora,  and  Montaovb. 

Duch,  Oh,  here  they  are ! 
My  lord.— Dear  lady,  help  me !  help  me  aU  I 
I  have  80  woeful  interest  in  both. 


I  know  not  which  to  fear  for  most ;  and  yet 
I  must  prefer  my  lord. — Dear  brother. 
You  are  too  understanding,  and  too  noble. 
To  be  offended  when  I  know  my  duty. 
Though  scarce  my  tears  will  let  me  see  to  do  it. 

Orl.  Out,  loathed  strumpet ! 

Duch.  Oh,  my  dearest  lord. 
If  words  could  on  me  cast  the  name  of  whore, 
I  then  were  worthy  to  be  loathed :  But, 
Know  your  unkindness  cannot  make  me  wicked ; 
And  therefore  should  less  use  that  power  up<Hi  me. 

Orl,  Was  this  your  art,  to  have  these  actors 
come. 
To  make  this  interlude  ?    Withdraw,  cold  man ! 
And,  if  thy  spirit  be  not  frozen  up, 
Give  me  one  stroke  yet  at  thee  for  my  vengeance ! 

Ami,  Thou  shalt  have  strokes,  and  strokes,  thoa 
glorious  man. 
Till  thou  breath'st  thinner  air  than  that  thou  talk'it 

Lam,  My  lord  !  count  Amiens ! 

Dueh.  Princely  husband  1 

Orl.  Whore  1 

Lam*  you  wrong  her,  impudent  lord !  Oh,  that 
Ihad 
The  bulk  of  those  dull  men  I  look,  how  they  sttnd, 
And  no  man  will  revenge  an  innocent  lady ! 

Ami,  You  hinder  it,  madam. 

Lam.  I  would  hinder  you ; 
Is  there  none  else  to  kill  him  ? 

Dueh.  Kill  him,  madam  1 
Have  you  leam'd  that  bad  language  ?    Oh,  repent, 
And  be  the  motive  rather  both  kill  me. 

Orl.  Then  die,  my  infamy !  C*"******^- 

Mont,  Hold,  bloody  man ! 

Orl,  Art  thou  there,  basilisk  ? 

Mont.  To  strike  thee  dead. 
But  that  thy  fate  deserves  some  wdghtier  hand* 

Dubois.  Sweet  my  lord  1 

Orl,  Oh,  here's  a  plot! 
You  bring  your  champions  with  you!  the  adultress 
With  the  adulterer  I     Out,  howling 

Dubois.  Good  my  lord ! 

Orl.  Are'  you  her  grace's  countenancer,  lady, 
The  receiver  to  the  poor  vicious  couple  ? 

Dubois,  Sweet  my  lord ! 

Orl.  Sweet  rascal,  didst  thou  not  teQ  me,  him 
This  Montague  here  was  murder'd?  [feOow, 

Dubois,  I  did  so ; 
But  he  was  falser,  and  a  worthless  lord. 
Like  thy  foul  self,  that  would  have  had  it  so. 

Long.  Orleans,  'tis  true;  and  shall  be  proved 
upon  thee. 

Mont.  Thy  malice,  duke,  and  this  thy  wicked 
Are  all  as  visible  as  thou ;  but  I,  [natsiv. 

Bom  to  contemn  thy  injuries,  do  know» 
That  though  thy  greatness  may  corrupt  a  jury. 
And  make  a  judge  afraid,  and  carry  out 
A  world  of  evUs  with  thy  title,  yet 
Thou  art  not  quiet  at  home :  thou  bear'st  aboot 

thee 
That  that  doth  charge  thee,  and  condemn  thee  too. 
The  thing  that  grieves  me  more,  and  doth  indeed 
Displease  me,  is,  to  think  that  so  much  basmf« 
Stands  here  to  have  encounter'd  so  mach  honnir. 
Pardon  me,  my  lord,  what  late  my  passion  spske, 
When  you  provoked  my  innocence  * 

Orl.  Yes,  do ! 
Oh,  flattery  becomes  him  better  than 
The  suit  he  wears ;  give  him  a  new  one.  Aniens ! 

Ami.  Orleans, 
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*Tis  here  no  time  nor  place  to  jest  or  rail 
Pooriy  with  you ;  but  I  will  find  a  time  to 
Whisper  you  forth  to  this,  or  some  fit  place. 
As  shall  not  hold  a  second  interruption. 

Moni,  I  hope  your  lordship's  honour  and  your 
Are  destined  unto  higher  hazards  ;  this  [life 

Is  of  a  meaner  arm. 

Dubois,  Yes,  fidth,  or  none. 

Long.  He  is  not  fit  to  fell  by  an  honest  sword : 
A  prince,  and  lie? 

DuAois*  And  slander  ?  and  hire  men 
To  publish  the  fiilse  rumours  he  hath  made  ? 

Long,  And  stick  *em  on  his  friends  and  inno- 
cents ?« 

Dubois.  And  practise  'gainst  their  lives  after 
dieir  fiunes  ? 

Long,  In  men  that  are  the  matter  of  all  lewd- 
ness. 
Bawds,  thieves,  and  cheaters,  it  were  monstrous  ! 

Dubois,  But  in  a  man  of  blood  how  more  con- 

yfmu  Can  this  be  ?  [spicuous ! 

Dueh.  They  do  slander  him. 

OrL  Hang  them,  a  pair  of  railing  hang-by 's ! 

Long.  How !    Stand,  Orleans !  stay  1    Give  me 
my  pistols,  boy ! 
Hinder  me  not !  by  Heaven,  I  will  kill  him  1 

Dueh,  Oh,  stay  his  fury ! 

Ami.  LongueviUe,  my  friend ! 

Long.  Not  for  myself,  my  lord,  but  for  mankind. 
And  all  that  have  an  interest  to  virtue. 
Or  title  unto  innocence. 

Ami,  Why,  hear  me ! 

Long,  For  Justice'  sake 

Ami.  That  cannot  be. 

Long,  To  punish 
His  wife's,  your  honour,  and  my  lord's  wrongs  here, 
Whom  I  must  ever  caU  so :  For  your  loves, 
1  swear,  I'll  sacrifice— 

Ami,  LongueviUe, 
1  did  not  think  you  a  murderer  before. 

Long.  I  care  not  what  you  thought  me ! 

Ami,  By  Heaven,  if  thou  attempt 
His  life,  thy  own  is  forfeit ! 

Mont.  Foolish  frantic  man. 
The  murder  will  be  of  us,  not  him. 

Duch,  Oh,  God ! 

Mont,  We  could  have  kill'd  him,  but  we  would 
The  juBtioe  out  of  Fate's  [not  take 

Singe  but  a  hair  -of  him,  thou  diest ! 

Long,  No  matter.  [SkooU. 

AmL  Villain  !  {The  Dochesb/oW*. 

Dubois,  My  lord,  your  sister's  slain. 

Ami.  Bianca ! 

Moni,  Oh,  hapless  and  most  wretehed  chance  ! 

Lam.  Stand'st  thou  {To  Orueans. 


Looking  upon  the  mischief  thou  hast  made, 

Thou  godless  man,  feeding  thy  blood-shot  eyes 

With  file  red  spectacle,  and  art  not  tnm'd 

To  stone  with  horror  ?  Hence,  and  take  the  wings 

Of  thy  black  infamy,  to  carry  thee 

Beyond  the  shoot  of  looks,  or  sound  of  curses. 

Which  will  pursue  thee  till  thou  hast  out-fled 

All  but  thy  guilt. 

Orl.  Oh,  wish  it  off  again ;  for  I  am  crack'd 
Under  the  burden,  and  my  heart  will  break. 
How  heavy  guilt  is,  when  men  come  to  feel  I 
If  you  could  know  the  mountain  I  sustain 
With  horror,  you  would  each  take  off  your  part. 
And  more,  to  ease  me.     I  cannot  stand  I  forgive 
Where  I  have  wronged,  I  pray  !  {FaUt. 

Ami,  Look  to  him,  Montague. 

Long,  My  lords  and  gentlemen,  the  lady  is 
Well,  but  for  fear ;  unless  that  have  shot  her : 
I  have  the  worst  of  it,  that  needs  would  venture 
Upon  a  trick  had  like  to  ha'  cost  my  guts. 
Look  to  her  I  she'll  be  well :  It  was  but  powder 
I  charged  with,  thinking  that  a  guilty  man 
Would  have  been  frighted  sooner ;  but  I  am  glad 
He's  come  at  last. 

Lam,  How  is  Bianca  ?  well  ? 

Ami.   Lives   she  ?    See  1    Sister  I — Doth  she 
breathe  ? 

Dueh,  Oh,  gentlemen,  think  you  I  can  breathe, 
That  am  restored  to  the  hateful  sense 
Of  feeling  in  me  my  dear  husband's  death  ? 
Oh,  no,  I  live  not ;  life  was  that  I  left. 
And  what  you  have  call'd  me  to  is  death  indeed : 
I  cannot  weep  so  fast  as  he  doth  bleed  f 

Dubois,  Pardon  me,  madam  ;  he  is  well. 

Duch,  Ha  I  my  husband  ? 

Orl.  1  cannot  speak  whether  my  joy  or  shame 
Be  greater ;  but  I  thank  the  Heavens  for  both. 
Oh,  look  not  black  upon  me,  all  my  friends ! 
To  whom  I  will  be  reconciled,  or  grow 
Unto  this  earth,  till  I  ha^e  wept  a  trench 
That  shall  be  great  enough  to  be  my  grave ; 
And  I  will  think  them  too  most  manly  tears, 
If  they  do  move  your  pities.     It  is  true, 
Man  should  do  nothing  that  he  should  repent ; 
But  if  he  have,  and  say  that  he  is  sorry, 
It  is  a  worse  fault  if  he  be  not  truly. 

Lam,  My  lord,  such  sorrow  cannot  be  sus- 
pected : 
Here,  take   your  honour'd  wife,   and  join  your 

hands. 
She  hath  married  you  again  ! 
And,  gentlemen,  I  do  invite  you  all 
This  night  to  take  my  house ;  where,  on  the  mor- 
To  heighten  more  the  reconcUing  feast,  [row, 

I'll  make  myself  a  husband  and  a  guest.    {Exeunt. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Room  in  Lamiba's  Country- 

House, 

Enter  Montagus  and  Cuarlotts. 

Chari.  WeU,  now,  I  am  sure  you're  mine. 

Mont,  I  am  sure  I'm  glad 
I  have  one  to  own  then :  You  will  find  me  honest, 
As  these  days  go,  enough ;  poor  without  question, 
Which  hegguB  hold  a  virtue ;  give  me  meat, 


And  I  shall  do  my  work,  else  knock  my  shoes  off. 
And  turn  me  out  again. 

Chart,  You  are  a  merry  fellow. 

Mont,  I  have  no  great  cause. 

Chart.  Yes,  thy  love  to  me. 

Mont,  That's  as  we  make  our  game. 

Chart,  Why,  you  repent  then  ? 

Mont,  Faith,  no ;  worse  than  I  am  I  cannot  be ; 
Much  better  I  expect  not :  I  shall  love  yi^u, 
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And,  when  70a  bid  me  go  to  bed,  obej, 
lie  still  or  move,  as  70a  shall  minister ; 
Keep  a  four-nobles  nag,  and  a  Jack-Merlin, 
Learn  to  love  ale,  and  play  at  two-hand  Irish ; 
And  there's  then  all  I  aim  at. 

Chart.  Nay,  sweet  fellow, 
I'll  make  it  something  better. 

Mont,  If  you  do,  you'll  make  me  worse : 
Now  I  am  poor,  tatd  willing  to  do  well. 
Hold  me  in  that  course  I  of  all  the  king's  creatures, 
I  hate  his  coin ;  keep  me  from  that,  and  save  me ! 
For  if  you  chance,  out  of  your  housewifery. 
To  save  a  hundred  pound  or  two,  bestow  it 
In  plumb-broth  ere  I  know  it,  else  I  take  it; 
SedE  out  a  hundred  men  that  want  this  money, 
Share  it  among  'em,  they'll  cry  noble  Montague! 
And  so  I  stand  again  at  livery ! 

Chart,  You  have  pretty  fancies,  sir ;  but  mar- 
This  charity  will  fisll  home  to  yourself,  [ried  once, 

Mont.  I  would  it  would  1  I  am  afraid  my  loose- 
ness 
Is  yet  scaroe  stopt,  though  it  have  nought  to  work 
But  the  mere  air  of  what  I  have  had.  [on 

Chart,  Pretty  I 

Mont,  I  wonder,  sweetheart,  why  you'll  marry 
I  can  see  nothing  in  myself  deserves  it,  [me ; 

Unless  the  handsome  wearing  of  a  band, 
For  that's  my  stock  now,  or  a  pair  of  garters, 
Necessity  will  not  let  me  lose. 

Chart,  1  see,  sir, 
A  great  deal  more ;  a  handsome  man,  a  husband, 
To  make  a  right  good  woman  truly  happy. 

Mont,  Lord,  where  are  my  eyes?  Either  you 
are  foolish. 
As  wenches  once  a-year  are,  or  hr  worse. 
Extremely  virtaous  :  Can  you  love  a  poor  man 
That  relies  on  cold  meat  and  cast  stockings. 
One  only  suit  to  his  back,  which  now  is  mewing. 
But  what  will  be  the  next  coat  will  pose  Tristrem  t 
If  I  should  levy  from  my  friends  a  fortune, 
I  could  not  raise  ten  groats  to  pay  the  priest  now. 

Chart,  I'll  do  that  duty :  'Tis  not  means  nor 
money 
Makes  me  pursue  your  love !    were  your  mind 
I  would  never  love  you.  [bankrupt, 

Enter  Lamika. 

Mont,  Peace,  wench  !  here's  my  lady. 

Lam,  Nay,  never  shrink  I  th'  wetting,  for  my 
Do  ye  find  her  willing,  Montague  ?        [presence  I 

Mont.  Willing,  madam  I 

Lam,  How  d^ty  you  make  of  it !    Do  not  I 
You  two  love  one  another?  [know 

Mont,  Certain,  madam, 
I  think  you  have  revelations  of  these  matters : 
Your  ladyship  cannot  tell  me  when  I  kiss'd  her. 

Lam,  But  she  can,  sir. 

Mont,  But  she  will  not,  madam ; 
For  when  they  talk  once,  'tis  like  fairy-money, 
They  get  no  more  close  kisses. 

Lam,  Thou  art  wanton. 

Mant,  God  knows  I  need  not ;  yet  I  would  be 
losty; 
But,  by  my  soul,  my  provender  scaroe  pricks  me. 

Lam,  It  shall  be  mended,  Montague:  I  am  glad 
You  are  grown  so  merry. 

Mont,  So  am  I  too,  madam. 

Lam,  You  two  will  make  a  pretty  handsome 
consort. 

MonL  Yes,  madam,  if  my  fiddle  fidl  me  not. 


Lam.  Your  fiddle  1  why  your  fiddle?  I  wurraiit, 
thou  mean'st  madly. 

MonL  Can  yon  blaoie  me  f  Alasy  I  am  in  love! 

Chart,  'Tis  very  wdl,  sir ! 

Lam.  How  long  have  you  been  thus  ? 

Mont,  How?  Sins  in  love? 

Lam,  You  are  very  quick,  sir  I  No ; 
I  mean  thus  pleasant. 

Mont,  By  Heaven,  ever  since  I  was  poor. 

Lam,  A  little  wealth  would  change  you  then  ! 

Mont,  Yes,  lady. 
Into  another  suit,  but  never  more 
Into  another  man ;  I'll  bar  that  mainly. 
The  wealth  I  get  henceforward  shall  be  cbarm'd 
For  ever  hurting  me ;  I'll  spend  it  fiutii^. 
As  I  live,  noble  lady,  there  is  nothing, 
I  have  found,  directly  cures  the  mdancholy. 
But  want  and  wedlock:   When  I  had  store  of 

money, 
I  simper'd  sometime,  and  spoke  wond'roos  wiae. 
But  never  laugh'd  out-right ;  now  I  am  empty. 
My  heart  sounds  like  a  beU,  and  strikes  at  both 
sides. 

Lam.  You  are  finely  tempered,  Montague. 

Mont,  Pkurdon,  lady, 
If  any  way  my  free  mirth  have  offended  ! 
'Twas  meant  to  please  you ;  if  it  prove  too  saucy, 
Give  it  a  frown,  and  I  am  ever  sileaoed. 

Lam,  I  like  it  passing  well ;  pray  follow  it ! 
This  is  my  day  of  choice,  and  shall  be  yoors  too ; 
Twere  pity  to  delay  you.    CaU  to  the  steward. 
And  tell  him  'tis  my  pleasure  he  should  give  jou 
Five  hundred  crowns ;  make  yourself  bandecwne. 

Montague ; 
Let  none  wear  liwtter  clothes ;  'tis  for  my  credit : 
But  pray  be  merry  still ! 

Mont,  If  I  be  not, 
And  make  a  fool  of  twice  as  many  himdreds. 
Clap  me  in  canvas,  lady  I  lEjnumu 


SCENE  11,—Another  in  the 
Bntir  La-Poop,  LAVXUNHa,  and  Maluoux. 

Lav,  I  am  strangely  glad  I  have  Jbond    the 
mystery 
Of  this  disguis'd  boy  out ;  I  ever  trusted 
It  was  a  woman,  and  how  happily 
I  have  found  it  so  \  and  for  myself,  I  am  sure. 
One  that  would  offer  me  a  thousand  pound  now 
(And  thaf  s  a  pretty  sum  to  make  one  stagger) 
In  ready  gold  for  this  concealment,  could  not 
Buy  my  hope  of  her.    She's  a  dainty  wench. 
And  such  a  one  I  find  I  want  extremely. 
To  bring  me  into  credit :  Beanty  does  it. 

Mat,  Say  we  should  all  meach  here,  end  sUv 
the  feast  now. 
What  can  the  worst  be  I  We  have  play'd  the 
That's  without  question.  [knaves : 

La^P,  True; 
And,  as  I  take  it,  this  is  the  first  truth 
We  told  these  ten  years,  and,  for  anyOlof 
I  know,  maybe  the  last:  but,  grant  we  are  knaves. 
Both  base  and  beastly  knaves 

Mat,  Say  so  then. 

Lav,  Well. 

La-P.  And  likewise  let  it  be  oonrider'd,  we 
have  wrong'd. 
And  most  malioionaly,  this  gentlewomeia 
We  cast  to  stay  with,  what  must  we  expect  now? 
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MaL  kff  there's  the  point ;  we  would  expect 
good  eating. 

Lo'P.  I  know  we  woidd^  bat  we  may  find  good 
beating. 

Lav.  Yon  say  tme,  gentlemen ;  and,  by  my  soul, 
Though  I  loTe  meat  as  well  as  any  man, 
I  care  not  what  he  be,  if  'a  eat  a*  God's  name ; 
Such  crab-sauoe  to  my  meat  will  tmm  my  palate. 

Mai.  There's  all  the  hazard;   for  the  frozen 
Montague 
Has  now  got  spring  again  and  warmth  in  him. 
And,  without  doubt,  dares  beat  us  terribly. 
For,  not  to  mince  the  matter,  we  are  cowards, 
And  have,  and  shall  be  beaten,  when  men  please 
To  call  us  into  cudgelling. 

U^P.  I  feel 
We  are  voy  prone  that  way. 

Lav.  The  sons  of  Adam. 

La-P,  Now,  here  then  rests  the  state  o'  th' 
question; 
Whether  we  yield  our  bodies  for  a  dinner 
To  a  sound  dog-whip  (for,  I  promise  ye, 
If  men  be  given  to  correction, 
We  can  expect  no  less,)  or  quietly 
Take  a  baid  egg  or  two,  and  ten  mile  hence 
Bait  in  a  ditch?  this  we  may  do  securely ; 
For,  to  stay  hereabout  wiU  be  aU  one. 
If  once  our  moral  mischiefs  come  in  memory. 

Mai,  But,  pray  ye  hear  me:  Is  not  this  the  day 
The  Tiigin  lady  doth  elect  her  husband  ? 

Lav,  The  dinner  is  to  that  end. 

Mai.  Very  well  then  ; 
Say  we  all  stay,  and  say  we  all  'scape  this  whip- 
And  be  well  entertain'd,  and  one  of  us  [pu>gf 

Carry  the  lady  I 

La-P.  'Tis  a  seemly  saying, 
I  most  confess ;  but  if  we  stay,  how  fitly 
We  may  apply  it  to  ourselTes  (i'  th'  end) 
Will  ttk  a  Christian  fear :  I  cannot  see, 
If  I  saj  true,  what  special  ornaments 
Of  art  or  nature  (lay  aside  our  lying. 
Whoring,  and  drinking,  which  are  no  great  virtues) 
We  are  endued  withal  to  win  this  lady. 

M^,  Yet  women  go  not  by  the  best  parts  ever ; 
^t  I  have  found  directly. 

Lao.  Why  should  we  fear  then  ? 
They  chuse  men  as  they  feed :  Sometimes  they 

settle 
I'pon  a  white-broth'd  face,  a  sweet  smooth  gallant, 
And  him  they  make  an  end  of  in  a  night ; 
betimes  a  goose ;  sometimes  a  grosser  meat, 
A  nunp  of  beef,  will  serve  'em  at  some  season, 
And  fill  their  bellies  too,  though  without  doubt 
^^  ire  great  devourers ;  stock-fish  is  a  dish, 
If  |t  be  well  dressed,  for  Uie  toughness'  sake, 
^  ill  make  the  proudest  of  'em  long  and  leap  for't ; 
They'll  ran  mskd  for  a  pudding,  ere  they'll  starve. 

La.P,  For  my  own  part,  I  care  not,  come  what 
can  come; 
If  I  be  whipt,  why  so  be  it  I  if  cudgell'd, 
Ihope  I  shall  out-live  it :  I  am  sure 
TU  not  the  hundredth  time  I  hsve  been  served  so, 
And  yet,  I  thank  God,  I'm  here. 

Mai,  Here's  resolution  I 

^'P.  A  little  patience,  and  a  rotten  apple, 
C«>re»  twenty  worse  diseases :  What  say  you,  sir  ? 

Lav.  Mmy,  I  say,  sir,  if  I  had  been  acquainted 
^ith  lamming  in  my  youth,  as  you  have  been. 
With  whipping,  and  such  benefits  of  nature, 
1  ahonld  do  better ;  as  I  am,  I'll  venture  : 


And  if  it  be  my  luck  to  have  the  lady, 
I'll  use  my  fortune  modestly ;  if  beaten. 
You  shall  not  hear  a  word ;  one  I  am  sure  of. 
And  if  the  worst  fall,  she  shall  be  my  physic 
Let's  go  then,  and  a  merry  wind  be  with  us ! 

McU.  Captain,  your  shoes  are  old;  pray  put  'em 
off, 
And  let  one  fling  'em  after  us.    Be  bold,  sirs ; 
And  howBoe'er  our  fortune  fells,  let's  bear 
An  equal  burden  !  if  there  be  an  odd  lash. 
We'll  part  it  afterwards. 

LO'P.  I  am  arm'd  at  all  points.  lExcunL 


SCENE  III.— Another  in  the  satne. 
Enter  four  Senranta,  with  a  Banquet. 

1  Serv.  Then  my  hidy  will  have  a  bedfellow  to- 

night? 

2  Serv,  So  she  says :  Heaven,  what  a  dainty 

arm-full 
Shall  he  enjoy  that  has  the  launching  of  her  1 
What  a  fight  she  will  make  ! 

3  Serv.  Ay,  marry,  boys, 

There  will  be  sport  indeed !  there  will  be  grappling ! 

She  has  a  murderer  lies  in  her  prow, 

I  am  afraid  will  fright  his  main-mast,  Robin. 

4  Serv.  Who  dost  thou  think  shall  have  her,  of 
Thou  art  a  wise  man.  [thy  conscience  ? 

3  Serv,  If  she  go  the  old  way. 
The  way  of  lot,  the  longest  cut  sweeps  all 
Without  question. 

1  Serv.  She  has  lost  a  friend  of  me  else. 
What  think  you  of  the  courtier  ? 

2  Serv,  Hang  him,  hedge-hog  I 

He  has  nothing  in  him  but  a  piece  of  Euphues, 
And  twenty  dozen  of  twelvepenny  ribband,  all 
About  him ;  he  is  but  one  pedlar's  shop 
Of  gloves  and  garters,  pick-teeth  and  pomander. 

3  Serv,  The  courtier  I  marry,  God  bless  her, 

Steven,  she  is  not 
Mad  yet ;  she  knows  that  trindle-tail  too  well ; 
He's  crest-fall'n,  and  pin-buttock'd,  with  leaping 

laundresses. 

4  Serv.  The  merchant  ?  sure  she  will  not  be  so 
To  have  him.  [base 

1  Serv.  I  hope  so ;  Robin,  he'U  sell  us  all 
To  tlie  Moors  to  make  mummy.  Nor  the  captain  ? 

4  Serv.  Who  ?  potgun  ?  that's  a  sweet  youth, 
Will  he  stay,  think  ye  ?  [indeed  ! 

3  Serv,  Yes,  without  question. 
And  have  half  dined  too  ere  the  grace  be  done. 
He's  good  for  nothing  in  the  world  but  eating. 
Lying,  and  sleeping ;  what  other  men  devour 
In  drink  he  takes  in  pottage :  They  say  he  has 

been 
At  sea ;  a  herring.fishing,  for  without  doubt 
He  dares  not  hail  an  eel£>at,  i'  th'  way  of  war. 

2^^o.  I  think  so;  they  would  beat  him  off 
with  butter. 

3  Serv,  When  he  brings  in  a  prize,  unless  it  be 
Cockles,  or  Calais  sand  to  scour  with, 
I'll  renounce  my  five  mark  a-year. 
And  all  the  hidden  art  I  have  in  carving. 
To  teach  young  birds  to  whistle  Walsingham : 
Leave  him  to  the  lime-boats  I  Now  what  think  you 
Of  the  brave  Amiens  ? 

1  Serv,  That's  a  thought  indeed. 

2  Serv,  Ay,  marry,  there's  a  person  fit  to  feed 
Upon  a  dish  so  dainty ;  and  he'll  do't. 
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I  warrant  him,  i'  th'  nick,  boys  ;  he  has  a  body 
World  without  end. 

4  Serv,  And  such  a  one  my  lady 
Will  make  no  little  of.    But  is  not  Montague 
Married  to-day  ? 

3  Serv,  Yes,  'faith,  honest  Montague 
Must  have  his  bout  too. 

2  Serv,  He's  as  good  a  lad 

As  ever  tum*d  a  trencher :  Must  we  leave  him  ? 

3  Serv.  He's  too  good  for  us,  Stephen.  I'll  give 

him  health 
To  his  good  luck  to-night  in  the  old  beaker. 
And  it  shall  be  sack  too. 

4  Serv,  I  must  have  a  garter ; 

And,  boys,  I  have  bespoke  a  posset ;  somebody 

Shall  give  me  thanks  for't  1  't  has  a  few  toys  in't 

Will  raise  commotions  in  a  bed,  lad. 

1  Serv,  Away !  my  lady.  ^Exeunt. 

Enter  ORLSAHsafid  DucHn»,arm-<»-«nN,  Aiubns,La»iiiu, 
CHARLorra  like  a  Bride,  Montaoue  iirave,  LAVKaours, 
LoNouKviuJS,  Dubois,  MAiuconir,  and  La-Pdof. 

Lam,.  Seat  yourselves,  noble  lords  and  gentle- 
men; 
You  know  your  places.    Many  royal  welcomes 
I  give  your  grace !   How  lovely  shews  this  change ! 
My  house  is  honoured  in  this  reconcilement. 

OrL  Thus,  madam,  must  you  do ; 
My  lady  now  shall  see  you  made  a  woman, 
And  give  you  some  short  lessons  for  your  voyage. 
Take  her  instructions,  lady ;  she  knows  much. 

Lam,  This  becomes  you,  sir. 

Duch,  "ySij  lord  must  have  his  will. 

Orl,  'Tis  all  I  can  do  now,  sweetheart.     Fair 
lady, 
This  to  your  happy^choioe ! — Brother  Amiens, 
You  are  the  man  I  mean  it  to. 

Ami,  I'll  pledge  you. 

Orl.  And  with  my  heart. 

Ami,  With  all  my  love  I  take  it. 

Lam,  Noble  lords, 
I  am  proud  ye  have  done  this  day  so  much  content, 
And  me  such  estimation,  that  this  hour 
(In  this  poor  house)  shall  be  a  league  for  ever : 
For  so  I  know  ye  mean  it. 

Ami,  I  do,  lady. 

OrL  And  I,  my  lord. 

All,  You  have  done  a  work  of  honour. 

Ami,  Give  me  the  cup !  where  this  health  stops, 
let  that  man 
Be  either  very  sick  or  very  simple  ; 
Or  I  am  very  angry. — Sir,  to  you  1 — 
Madam,  methinks  this  gentleman  might  sit  too  ; 
He  would  become  the  best  on's. 

OrL  Pray  sit  down,  sir : 
I  know  the  lady  of  the  feast  expects  not 
This  day  so  much  old  custom. 

Lam,  Sit  down,  Montague! 
Nay,  never  blush  for  the  matter. 

Mont,  Noble  madam, 
I  have  two  reasons  against  it,  and  I  dare  not ; 
Duty  to  you  first,  as  you  are  my  lady. 
And  I  your  poorest  servant  1  next,  the  custom 
Of  this  day's  ceremony. 

Lam,  As  you  are  my  servant, 
I  may  command  you  then  ? 

Moni,  To  my  life,  lady. 

Lam.  Sit  down,  and  here !  I'll  have  it  so. 

Ami,  Sit  down,  man ; 
Never  refuse  so  fair  a  lady's  offer. 

Mont,  It  is  your  pleasure,  madam,  not  my  pride, 




And  I  obey. — IH  pledge  you  now,  my  lord. 
Monsieur  Longueville !  {_2>rinkM. 

Long.  I  thank  yon,  sir. 

Mont,  This  to  my  lady. 
And  her  fair  choice  to-day,  and  happineaa ! 

Long,  'Tis  a  fair  health ;  I'll  pledge  you  though 
I  sink  for't. 

Lam,  Montague,  you  are  too  modest :  Come, 
I'U  add 
A  little  more  wine  to  you ;  'twill  make  jon.  meny. 
This  to  the  good  I  wish  [yon]  I 

Mont.  Honoured  lady, 
I  shall  forget  myself  widi  this  great  bounty. 

Lam,  You  shall  not,  sir. — Give  me  some  wine. 

Ami,  By  Heaven, 
You  are  a  worthy  woman ;  and  that  man 
Is  blest  can  come  near  such  a  lady. 

Lam.  Such  a  blessing 
Wet  weather  washes. 

Mont,  At  all !  I  will  not  go 
A  lip  less,  my  lord. 

OrL  'Tis  well  cast,  sir. 

Mai.  If  Montague  get  more  wine,  we  are  like 
to  hear  of  it. 

Lav.  I  do  not  Uke  that  sitting  there. 

Mai,  Nor  I ; 
Methinks  he  looks  like  a  judge. 

La-P,  Now  have  I 
A  kind  of  grudging  of  a  beating  on  me  ; 
I  fear  my  hot  fit. 

Mai,  Drink  apace ;  there's  nothiz^ 
AUays  a  cudgel  like  it. 

Lam.  Montague,  now 
I'U  put  my  choice  to  you :  Who  do  you  hold. 
In  all  this  honoured  company,  a  husband 
Fit  to  enjoy  thy  lady  ?  Speak  directly. 

Mont.  Shall  I  speak,  madam  ? 

Lam,  Montague,  you  shall. 

Mont,  Then,  as  I  have  a  soul,  I'll   ^leak  mj 
conscience. 
Give  me  more  wine !  in  vino  Veritas  .• 
Here's  to  myself,  and — Montague,  have  a  care  1 

Lam,  Speak  to  the  cause. 

Mont.  Yes,  madam. — 
First,  I'll  begin  to  thee ! 

Lav,  Have  at  us ! 

La-P.  Now  for  a  psalm  of  mercy  ! 

Mont.  You,  good  monsieur. 
You  that  belie  the  noble  name  of  eourOe^^ 
And  think  your  claim  good  here,  hold  up  yosr 

hand! 
Your  worship  is  indicted  here  for  a  vain-gtonoa^ 

Lav,  Good !  oh,  sir !  [fool 

Mont,  For  one  whose  wit 
Lies  in  a  ten-pound  waistcoat,  yet  not  warm. 
You  have  travell'd  like  a  fiddler  to  make  faces. 
And  brought  home  nothing  but  a  oaae  of  tooth- 
picks. 
You  would  be  married,  and  no  less  than  ladies. 
And  of  the  best  sort,  can  serve  you ! — ^Thoa  silk- 
worm, iTo  Malxjkx^x. 
What  hast  thou  in  thee  to  deserve  this  woooan  ? 
Name  but  the  poorest  piece  of  man,  good  maanen. 
There's  nothing  sound  about  thee ;   'faith,  tfaoa 

hast  none ; 
It  lies  pawn'd  at  thy  silk-man's,  for  so  mudi  lace 
Thy  credit  with  his  wife  cannot  redeem  it; 
Thy  clothes  are  all  the  soul  thou  hast,  for  so 
Thou  sav'st  them  handsome  for  the  next  great 
tilting, 
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Let  who  will  take  the  other ;  thou  wert  never 

chriftened 
(Upon  my  oonsdenoe)  but  in  barber^t  water ; 
Thoa  art  nerer  out  o'  th'  bason,  thon  art  rotten. 
And,  if  thott  darett  tell  tmthy  thon  wilt  confess  it ; 
— ^Thy  skin 

hooki  q/[  a  ohesnut  colonr,  g^reased  with  amber ; 
All  vomen  that  on  earth  do  dwell  thon  lOTest, 
Yet  none  that  understand  love  thee  again. 
Bat  those  that  bve  the  spitaL    Get  thee  home, 
Poor  painted  butterfly !  thy  summer's  past. 
Go,  sweat,  and  eat  drf  mutton ;  thon  may'st  live 
To  do  so  well  yet,  a  brois'd  chaimbermaid 
Msj  fall  upon  thee,  and  advance  thy  follies. 
Yoa  have  your  sentence ! — Now  it  follows,  captain, 
I  treat  of  yon. 

La- P.  Pray  God  I  may  deserve  it ! 

Orl  Beshrew  my  heart,  he  speaks  plain. 

Ami.  That's  plain  dealing. 

3foii/.  You  are  a  rascal,  captain  ! 

J^P,  A  fine  calling. 

M(mt.  A  water-coward ! 

Ami.  He  would  make  a  pretty  stuff. 

Moni,  May  I  apeak  freely,  madam  ? 

lam.  Here's  none  ties  you. 

Moni,  Why  shouldst  thou  dare  come  hither  with 
a  thought 
To  find  a  wife  here  fit  for  thee  ?  are  all 
Thj  single-money  whores,  that  fed  on  carrots. 
And  fili'd  the  high  grass  with  familiars. 
Fallen  off  to  footmen  ?  Pr'ythee  tell  me  truly, 
(For  now  I  know  thou  dar'st  not  lie)  couldst  thou 

not 
Wish  thyself  beaten  well  with  all  thy  heart  now, 
And  out  of  pain  ?  say  that  I  broke  a  rib. 
Or  cut  thy  nose  off,  were't  not  merciful 
For  this  ambition? 

La-P,  Do  your  pleasure,  sir ; 
Beggars  must  not  be  chusers. 

Orl.  He  longs  for  beating. 

Moni.  But  that  I  have  nobler  thoughts  possess 
my  soul, 
'Hun  such  brown  biscuit,  such  a  piece  of  dog-fish, 
Soch  a  most  mangy  mackrel-eater  as  thou  art, 
That  dares  do  nothing  that  belongs  to  th'  sea 
fintspew  and  catch  rats,  and  fear  men  of  war. 
Though  thon  hast  nothing  in  the  world  to  lose 
Aboard  thee,  but  one  piece  of  beef,  one  musquet 
Withoat  a  cock  for  peace-sake,  and  a  pitch-barrel — 
1^1  tell  thee,  if  my  time  were  not  more  precious 
|W  thoB  to  lose  it,  I  would  rattle  thee, 
It  may  be  beat  tiiee,  and  thy  pure  fellow, 
The  merchant  there  of  catskins,  till  my  words. 
Or  blows,  or  both,  made  ye  two  branded  wretches 
To  all  the  world  hereafter !  You  would  fain  too 
Yentore  your  bills  of  lading  for  this  lady : 
^T«t  would  you  give  now  for  her  ?  Some  five  frail 
Of  rotten  figs,  good  godson,  would  you  not,  sir? 
Or  a  parrot  that  speaks  High  Dutch  ?  Can  all  thou 

ever  saw'st 
Of  thine  own  fraughts  from  sea,  or  cozenage 
'At  which  thou  art  as  expert  as  the  devil,) 
^*J.  sell  thy  soul  for  wealth  too,  as  thou  wilt  do, 
Forfeit  thy  friends,  and  raise  a  mint  of  money, 
*l»ke  thee  dream  all  these  double  could  procure 
A  tisa  from  this  good  lady  I   Canst  thou  hope 
'  'J^'ould  lie  with  such  a  nook  of  hell  as  thou  art, 
And  hatch  young  merchant-fiiries  ?  Oh,  ye  dog- 
bolts  ! 

That  fear  no  hell  but  Dunkirk,  I  shall  see  you 
^01.  n. 


Serve  in  a  lousy  lime-boat,  ere  I  die. 
For  mouldy  cheese,  and  butter  Billingsgate 
Would  not  endure,  or  bring  in  rotten  pippins 
To  cure  blue  eyes,  and  swear  they  came  from 
China. 

Lam.  Vex  'em  no  more ;  alas,  they  shake ! 

Moni.  Down  quickly  upon  your  marrow-bones, 
and  thank  thu  lady ; 
I  would  not  leave  you  thus  else !  there  are  blankets, 
And  such  delights  for  such  knaves :  But  fear  still ! 
'Twill  be  revenge  enough  to  keep  you  wakiug. 
Ye  have  no  mind  of  marriage,  ha'  ye  ? 

La-P,  Surely  no  great  mind  now. 

Mont,  Nor  you  ? 

Mai,  Nor  I,  I  take  it. 

Moni,  Two  eager  suitors  ! 

Lav.  'Troth,  'tis  wond'rous  hot ; 
Heaven  bless  us  from  him  I 

Lam,  You  have  told  me,  Montague, 
Who  are  not  fit  to  have  me ;  let  me  know 
The  man  yon  would  point  out  for  me. 

Moni,  There  he  sits ; 
My  lord  of  Amiens,  madam,  is  my  choice : 
He's  noble  every  way,  and  worthy  a  wife 
With  all  the  dowries  of 

Ami.  Do  you  speak,  sir, 
Out  of  your  friendship  to  me  ? 

Moni,  Yes,  my  lord. 
And  out  of  truth ;  for  I  could  never  flatter. 

Ami.  I  would  not  say  how  much  I  owe  you 
for  it. 
For  that  were  but  a  promise ;  but  I'll  thank  you, 
As  now  I  find  you,  in  despite  of  fortune, 
A  fiair  and  noble  gentleman. 

Lam,  My  lords, 
I  must  confess  the  choice  this  man  hath  made 
Is  every  way  a  great  one,  if  not  too  great, 
And  no  way  to  be  slighted :  Yet,  because 
We  love  to  have  our  own  eyes  sometimes,  now 
Give  me  a  little  liberty  to  see 
How  I  could  fit  myself,  if  I  were  put  to't. 

Ami,  Madam,  we  must 

Lam,  Are  ye  all  agreed? 

AU,  We  be. 

Lam,  Then,  as  I  am  a  maid,  I  shall  chuse  here  1 
Montague,  I  must  have  thee. 

Moni,  Why,  madam,  I  have  learned  to  suffer 
more 
Than  you  can  (out  of  pity)  mock  me  with, 
This  way  especially. 

Lam.  Thou  think'st  I  jest  now ; 
But,  by  the  love  I  bear  thee,  I  will  have  thee  1 

Moni,  If  you  could  be  so  weak  to  love  a  fall*n 
He  must  deserve  more  than  I  ever  can,         [man. 
Or  ever  shall  i     Dear  lady,  look  but  this  way 
Upon  that  lord,  and  you  will  tell  me  then 
Your  eyes  are  no  true  chusers  of  good  men. 

Ami,  Do  you  love  him  truly  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  my  lord : 
I  will  obey  him  truly,  for  I'll  marry  him ; 
And  justly  think  he  that  has  so  well  served  me 
With  his  obedience,  being  bom  to  greatness. 
Must  use  me  nobly  of  necessity, 
When  I  shall  serve  him. 

Ami,  'Twere  a  deep  sin  to  cross  you. — Noble 
Montague, 
I  wish  ye  all  content,  and  am  as  happy 
In  my  friend's  good  as  it  were  merely  mine ! 

Moni,  Your  lordship  does  ill  to  give  up  your 

right! 
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I  am  not  capable  of  this  great  goodness  : 
There  sits  my  wife,  that  holds  my  troth. 

CharL  I'll  end  all: 
I  woo'd  you  for  my  lady,  and  now  give  up  my  title. 
Alas,  poor  wench,  my  aims  are  lower  far. 

Mont.  How's  this,  sweetheart  ? 

Lam.  Sweetheart,  'tis  so  ;  the  drift  was  mine,  to 
My  purpose  till  it  struck  home.  [hide 

All.  Give  you  joy  I 
.  Lam.  Pr'ythee  leave  wond'ring  !  by  this  kiss, 
I'll  have  thee ! 

Mont,  Then,  by  this  kiss,  and  this,  I'll  ever  serve 
you  ! 

Long,  This  gentleman  and  I,  sir,  must  needs 
Once  more  to  follow  you.  [hope 

Mont.  As  friends  and  fellows ; 
Never  as  servants  more. 

Long,  Dub.  You  make  us  happy ! 

Orl,  Friend  Montague,  you  have  taught  me  so 
much  honour, 
I  have  found  a  fiittlt  in  myself ;  but  thus  I'll  purge 
My  conscience  of  it :  The  late  land  I  took 
By  false  play  from  you,  with  as  much  contrltioa 
And  entireness  of  affection 
To  this  most  happy  day,  again  I  render : 
Be  master  of  your  own  ;  forget  my  malice. 
And  make  me  worthy  of  your  love,  lord  Montague ! 

Mont,  You  have  won  me,  and  honour  to  your 
name. 

Mai,  Since  your  lordship  has  begun  good  deeds, 
we*ll  follow. 
Good  sir,  forgive  us !    We  are  now  those  men 
Fear  yon  for  Goodness'   sake:   Those  sums  of 

money 
Unjustly  we  detain  from  you,  on  your  pardon 
Shall  be  restored  again,  and  we  your  servants. 

La-P»  You  are  very  forward,  sir  !  it  seems  you 
have  money : 
I  pray  you  lay  out ;  I'll  pay  you,  or  pray  for  you, 
As  the  sea  works. 

Lav.  Their  penance,  sir,  I'll  undertake,  so  please 
To  grant  me  one  concealment  [you 

Long.  A  right  courtier. 
Still  a-begging. 

Mont,  What  is  it,  sir? 

Lav,  A  gentlewoman. 

Mont,  In  my  gift  ? 

Lav.  Yes,  sir,  in  yours. 

Mont.  Why,  bring  her  forth,  and  take  her. 

[£x«  LAVBRDnra. 

Lam.  What  wench  would  he  have  ? 

Mont.  Any  wench,  I  think. 

Enter  Lavcrdins,  and  Y  bramour  like  a  Woman. 

Lav.  This  is  the  gentlewoman. 
Mont.  *TiB  my  page,  sir. 


Ver.  No,  sir ;  I  am  a  poor  disguised  lady. 
That  like  a  page  have  followed  you  full  long 
For  love,  God  wot. 
Ali.  A  lady ! 

Lav.  Yes,  yes ;  'tis  a  lady. 
Mont.  It   may  be  so ;  and  yet  we  have  Uin 
together, 
Bat,  by  my  troth,  I  never  found  her  lady. 
Duch.  Why  wore  you  boys'  clothes  ? 
Ver.  I  will  tell  you,  madam ; 
I  took  example  by  two  or  three  plays,  that 
Methought  concerned  me. 
Mont.    Why  made    you    not    me   acquainted  \ 

with  it  ? 
Ver,  Indeed,  sir,  I  knew  it  not  myself. 
Until  this  gentleman  opened  my  dull  eyes, 
And  by  persuasion  made  me  see  it. 

Ami,  Could  his  power  in  words  make  lock  a 

change  ? 
Ver,  Yes; 
As  truly  woman  as  yourself,  my  lord. 

Lav.  Why,   but,   hark  you !    are  not  yoo  i 

woman  ? 
Ver,  If  hands  and  face  make  it  not  evident, 
You  shall  see  more. 

Mai.  Breeches,  breeches,  Laverdine ! 
La-P,  'Tis  not  enough ;  women  may  wear  those 
Search  further,  courtier.  [cases; 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

La- P.  Oh,  thou  fresh-water  gudgeon,  vooliist 
thou  come 
To  point  of  nuurriage  with  an  ignoramus  ? 
Thou  shouldst  have  had  her  urine  to  the  doctor*s ; 
The  foolishest  physician  could  have  made  plain 
The  liquid  Epicoene ;  a  blind  man  by  the  hand 
Could  have  discovered  the  ring  from  the  stonf  .— 
Boy,  come  to  sea  with  me ;   I'll  teach  thee  to 

climb, 
And  come  down  by  the  rope,  nay,  to  eat  rats. 
Ver.  I  shall  devour  my  master  before  the  prisoa 
then ; 
Sir,  I  have  began  my  trade. 

Mai,  Trade  I  to  the  dty,  child : 
A  flat  cap  will  become  thee. 

Mont,  Gentlemen, 
I  beseech  you  molest  yourselves  no  further 
For  his  preferment ;  'tis  determined. 

Lav,  I  am  much  ashamed ;  and  if  my  cheek 
Gives  not  satisfaction,  break  my  head. 
Mont.  Your  shame's  enough,  sir. 
Ami,  Montague, 
Much  joy  attend  thy  marriage-bed !    By  thy 
Example  of  true  goodness.  Envy  is  exiled ; 
And  to  all  honest  men  that  truth  intend, 
I  wish  good  luck  I  fair  Fate  be  still  diy  friend! 


UPON 


AN  HONEST  MAN'S  FORTUNE, 


BY 


MIL  JOHN  FLETCHER. 


Vou  tint  can  look  throngh  Heaven,  and  tell  the 

stars, 
Ob^rre  their  kind  conjunctions,  and  their  wars ; 
Fmd  oat  new  lights,  and  give  them  where  you 

please, 
To  those  men  honoon,  pleasures,  to  those  ease ; 
loQ  that  arc  Grod's  surveyors,  and  can  shew 
How  far,  and  when,  and  why  the  wind  doth  blow ; 
Know  all  the  charges  of  the  dreadful  thunder, 
And  when  it  will  shoot  over,  or  foil  under ; 
Tell  me,  by  all  your  art  I  conjure  ye, 
Ves,  and  hj  troth,  what  shall  become  of  me  ? 
Rnd  oat  my  star,  if  each  one,  as  you  say, 
Hare  his  peculiar  angel,  and  his  way ; 
Obserre  my  fate,  next  foil  into  your  dreams. 
Sweep  clean  your  houses,  and  new-line  your  seams, 
Then  say  your  worst !     Or  have  I  none  at  all  ? 
Or,  is  it  burnt  out  lately?  or  did  fall  ? 
Or,  am  I  poor  ?  not  able,  no  full  flame  ? 
My  star,  like  me,  unworthy  of  a  name  ? 
U  it,  jour  art  can  only  work  on  those 
That  deal  with  dangers,  dignities,  and  clothes  ? 
^ith  lore,  or  new  opinions  ?    You  all  lie  1 
A  fish-wife  hath  a  fate,  and  so  have  I ; 
But  far  above  your  finding  !     He  that  gives. 
Oat  of  his  providence,  to  all  that  lives. 
And  DO  man  knows  his  treasure,  no,  not  you  ; 
He  that  made  ^gypt  blind,  from  whence  you  grew 
Scabby  and  lousy,  that  the  world  might  see 
Vonr  calculations  are  as  blind  as  ye ; 
He  that  made  all  the  stars  you  daily  read. 
And  from  thence  filch  a  knowledge  how  to  feed. 
Hath  hid  this  from  you ;  your  conjectures  all 
Are  dranken  things,  not  how,  but  when  they  fall : 
Han  is  his  own  star,  and  the  soul  that  can 
Kender  an  honest  and  a  perfect  man. 
Commands  all  light,  all  influence,  all  fate  ; 
Nothing  to  him  falls  early,  or  too  late. 
Oct  acta  our  angels  are,  or  good  or  ill. 
Our  faul  shadows  that  walk  by  us  still ; 
And  when  the  stars  are  labouring,  we  believe 
It  is  not  that  they  govern,  but  they  grieve 
For  stabbom  ignorance ;  all  things  that  are 
Made  for  our  general  uses,  are  at  war. 
Even  we  among  ourselves ;  and  from  the  strife, 
Yoiir  first  unlike  opinions  got  a  life. 

Oh,  man !  thou  image  of  thy  Maker's  good. 
What  canst  thou  fear,  when  breathed  into  thy  blood 


His  spirit  is,  that  built  thee  ?  what  dull  sense 
Makes  thee  suspect,  in  need,  that  Providence, 
Who  made  the  morning,  and  who  placed  the  light 
Guide  to  thy  labours ;  who  call'd  up  the  night. 
And  bid  her  fall  upon  thee  like  sweet  showers 
In  hoUow  murmurs,  to  lock  up  thy  powers  ; 
Who  gave  thee  knowledge,  who  so  trusted  thee. 
To  let  thee  grow  so  near  himself,  the  tree  ; 
Must  he  then  be  distrusted  !  shall  his  frame 
Discourse  with  him,  why  thus  and  thus  I  am  ? 
He  made  the  angels  thine,  thy  fellows  all. 
Nay,  even  thy  servants,  when  devotions  call 
Oh^  canst  thou  be  so  stupid  then,  so  dim. 
To  seek  a  saving  influence,  and  lose  him  ? 
Can  stars  protect  thee  ?  or  can  poverty, 
Which  is  the  light  to  Heaven,  put  out  his  eye  ? 
He  is  my  star,  in  him  all  truth  I  find. 
All  influence,  all  fate !  and  when  my  mind 
Is  fumish'd  with  his  fullness,  my  poor  story 
Shall  out-live  all  their  age,  and  all  their  glory  ! 
The  hand  of  danger  cannot  fall  amiss. 
When  I  know  what,  and  in  whose  power  it  is : 
Nor  want,   the  curse  of   man,  shall  make   me 

groan; 
A  holy  hermit  is  a  mind  alone. 
Doth  not  experience  teach  us,  all  we  can, 
To  work  ounelves  into  a  glorious  man  ? 
Love's  but  an  exhalation  to  best  eyes, 
The  matter  spent,  and  then  the  fool's  fire  dies ! 
Were  I  in  love,  and  could  that  bright  star  bring 
Encrease  to  wealth,  honour,  and  every  thing ; 
Were  she  as  perfect  good  as  we  can  aim. 
The  first  was  so,  and  yet  she  lost  the  game. 
My  mistress,  then,  be  Knowledge  and  fair  Truth  ! 
So  I  enjoy  all  beauty  and  all  youth. 
And  though  to  Time  her  lights  and  laws  she  lends. 
She  knows  no  age  that  to  corruption  bends  : 
Friends'  promises  may  lead  me  to  believe. 
But  he  that  is  his  own  friend,  knows  to  live ; 
Affliction,  when  I  know  it  is  but  this, 
A  deep  allay,  whereby  man  tougher  is 
To  bear  the  hammer,  and,  the  deeper,  still 
We  still  arise  more  image  of  his  will ; 
Sickness,  an  humorous  cloud  'twixt  us  and  light. 
And  death,  at  longest,  but  another  night ! 
Man  is  his  own  star,  and  that  soul  that  can 
Be  honest,  is  the  only  perfect  man. 
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FOUR    PLAYS. 


OR 


MORAL     REPRESENTATIONS. 


IN  ONE. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiB. 


Emanusl,  King  ^f  Portugal  and  Cattik, 

IsABBLLA,  his  Qtuen, 

Lords, 

Friooso,  a  Courtier t 

RiNAUM,  his  Acquaintance, 

Poet,  Lords,  Attendants,  Spectators. 


Bpeetalors  of  the  Plaf  at  the 
/    CeMraUon  e^  tM  Nuptiale. 


SCENE,— Lisbon. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OP  HONOUR. 


IICarttos,  a  Roman  General, 
YAUEiura,  hie  Brother. 
Sophocles,  Duke  <^  Athene, 
NiooDBMm,  a  eotoanUp  Corporal, 
OoBinBucs,  a  witM  Butter. 
Captains. 

DiAKA. 

DoBionr,   SoraocLnig  Wifii,  (he  example  of 
Chastity. 

FLOftSNCC,    TT^/'tf  to  COERSUUS. 
SCENE,— ATBSlfS,  AND  TBS  ADJOININO  COUNTRY. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LOVE. 


Cupid. 

RiNAuw,  Duke  of  Milan. 

Rw^i.  }  ^^othere.  Lords  of  Milan, 

.  (  disguised  under  the  names  of  Onr- 

AI.PH0RSO,  J     j^^j,^  Ferdinand,   Bone  of  the 
AacANio,     ^    j,^^^  supposed  to  be  lost. 

Friar,  Secretary,  Guard,  States,  Exeoutkmera. 


Anoblina,  fr</«  to  BainrooLio. 
YiOLANTR,  her  Daughter,  Gkhrard's  Mistress. 
DoBonuBA,  ViOLANTX's  AtUndanU 
CkHursuA,  the  obscured  Duchess. 

SCENE,— Milan. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  DEATH. 


DuKR  or  Anjou. 

Lavall,  his  lustjkl  Heir. 

BIarinb,  Father  to  Hbllrna. 

Gbntillb,  a  Courtier,  Father  to  PsnoLoT. 

Pbrolot,  contracted  to  Oabmblla. 

Tieo  Gentlemen. 

A  Spirit. 

Bralloonb,  Servant  to  Latall. 

Oabriblla,  the  despised  Wifi  of  Latau^ 

Ubllbna,  his  Second  Wife. 

Casta,  Daughter  to  Gbntillb. 

Maria,  a  Servant  attending  on  Gabbiblla. 

SCENE,— Anouubb. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OP  TIME. 


JUPITBR. 

Mkrcury. 

UUMtUTV. 

Plutus. 

Famb. 

TlMB. 

iNDmrRT. 

Atropob. 

TUB  Aam. 

Dburb. 

Labovb. 

Yain-Dbuoht. 

Cbabt. 

Bounty, 

LVCRB. 

FOTBRTY. 

Vantty. 

HONBSTY. 

Indiank. 

F 


POUR  PLAYS  IN  ONE. 
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I 


INDUCTION. 


;  LisBoy.    A  StaU'Room  in  the  Palaee,  vfiih  a 
Tkrms  and  Scaffolds,  erowdedwith  SpmUUors, 

EnUrFMQo&o,    iJ^aist  within,^ 

,     Fri,  Away  with  those  bald-pated  raacaU  there  I 

their  wits  are  bound  up  in  Tellum ;  they  are  not 

I  eonent  here.    Down  with  those  dty  gentlemen  ! 

J  Oot  with  those  cuckoldsy  I  say,  and  in  with  their 

;  wiTes  at  the  back  door  ! — ^Worship  and  place,  I  am 

{  warj  of  ye ;  ye  lie  on  my  shoulders  like  a  load  of 

^  gold  on  an  ass's  back.     A  man  in  authority  is  but 

as  a  candle  in  the  wind,  sooner  wasted  or  blown 

out  than  under  a  bushel. — How  now  1   What's  the 

matter  ? — ^who  are  you,  sir  ? 

Enter  Bjkaldo, 
Rm.  Who  am  I,  sir  ?  Why,  do  you  not  know  me  ? 
Pri,  No,  by  my  ftdth,  do  I  not. 
Rin.  I  am  sure  we  dined  together  to-day. 
Fri,  That's  all  one :  as  I  dined  with  yon  in  the 
dty,  and  as  you  paid  for  my  dinner  there,  I  do  know 
yoa,  and  am  beholding  to  you :  but  as  my  mind 
u  nnoe  transmigrated  into  my  office,  and  as  you 
come  to  court  to  hare  me  pay  you  again,  and  be 
beholding  to  me,  I  know  you  not,  I  know  you 
oot! 

Rin.  Nay,  but  look  you,  sir ! 

FrL  PaKkm  me  1  If  you  had  been  my  bedfel- 
low these  seren  years,  and  lent  me  money  to  buy 
my  place,  I  must  not  transgress  principles  :  this 
Tery  talking  with  you  is  an  Ul  example. 

Rin,  Pish  I  You  are  too  punctual  a  courtier, 
iir !  Why,  I  am  a  courtier  too ;  yet  never  under- 
■tood  the  place  or  name  to  be  so  infectious  to 
bomanity  and  manners,  as  to  cast  a  man  into  a  bum- 
mg  pride  and  arrogance,  for  which  there  is  no 
cvc.  I  am  a  courtier,  and  yet  I  will  know  my 
frieods,  I  tell  yon. 

Fri,  And  I  tell  *  yon,  you  mH  thrive  acoord- 
n>0jr,  I  warrant  von. 

Rin,  But,  han  you,  signor  Frigoso  !  you  shall 
fint  onderstandy  I  have  no  friends  with  me  to 
trouble  you. 

Fri.  Humh  !  that's  a  good  motive. 

Rin,  Nor  to  borrow  money  of  you. 

Fti,  That's  an  excellent  motive. 

Rin,  No,  my  sweet  don,  nor  to  ask  what  you 
owe  me. 

Fri.  Why,  that  is  the  very  motive  of  motives 
vhy  I  ought  and  will  know  thee :  and  if  I  had  not 
woond  thee  up  to  this  promise,  I  would  not  have 
bown  thee  these  fifteen  years,  no  more  Aan  the 
trrantest  or  most  foundered  Castilian  that  fbUow- 
^  oar  new  queen's  carriages  a-fbot. 

Rin.  Nor  for  anything,  dear  don,  but  that  you 
*DQld  place  me  conveniently  to  see  the  play 
to-night 

Fri.  That  shall  I,  signor  Rinaldo.  But  would 
yoa  had  come  sooner :  You  see  how  full  the  scaf- 
folcis  are !  there  is  scant  room  for  a  lover's  thought 
here.-^entlewomen,  sit  close,  for  shame  !  Has 
i^one  of  ye  a  little  comer  for  this  gentleman  ? — 
I'll  place  you,  fear  not.  kad  how  did  our  brave 
^ng  of  Portugal,  Emanuel,  bear  himself  to-day  ? 
)oQ  law  the  solemnity  of  the  marriage. 

Rin.  Why,  like  a  fit  husband  for  so  gracious 
and  excellent  a  princess,  as  his  worthy  mate 
InbeUa,  the  king  of  Casdle's  daughter,  doth,  in 


her  very  external  lineaments,  mixture  of  colours, 
and  joining  dove-like  behaviour,  assure  herself  to 
be.  And  I  protest,  my  dear  don,  seriously,  I  can 
sing  prophetically  notlung  but  blessed  hymns,  and 
happy  occasions  to  this  sacred  union  of  Portugal 
and  Castile,  which  have  so  wisely  and  mutu^y 
conjoined  two  such  virtuous  and  beautiful  princes 
as  these  are ;  and,  in  all  opinion,  like  to  multiply 
to  their  very  last  minute. 

Fri,  The  king  is  entering :  Signor,  hover  here- 
about, and  as  soon  as  the  train  is  set,  cUp  into  me ; 
we'll  stand  near  the  state.  If  you  have  any  cre- 
ditors here,  they  shall  renew  bonds  a  twelvemonth 
on  such  a  sight :  But  to  touch  the  pomd  of  the 
king's  chair,  in  the  sight  of  a  citizen,  is  better 
security  for  a  thousand  double  ducats,  than  three 
of  the  best  merchants  in  Lisbon.  Besides,  signor, 
we  will  censure,  not  only  the  king  in  the  play  here, 
that  reigns  his  two  hours,  but  the  king  tumself, 
that  is  to  rule  his  life-time.  Take  my  counsel  I— 
I  have  one  word  to  say  to  this  noble  assembly,  and 
I  am  for  you. 

Rin.  Your  method  shall  govern  me. 

Fri.  Prohgues  are  huahiers   bare  before  the 

ufise; 
Why  may  not  then  a  hu$hier  prologuiee  $ 
Here's  a  fair  sight ;  and  were  ye  oftner 

seen 
Thus  gather* d  here,  Uwotild  please  our  king 

and  queen. 
Upon  my  conscienee,  ye  are  welcome  all 
To  Lisbon,  and  the  court  of  Portugal  f 
Where  your  fair  eyes  shall  feed  on  no  worse 

sights 
Than  preparations  made  for  kings*   de- 

lights. 
We   wish  to  men   content,   the   manliest 

treasure  ; 
And  to  the  women,  their  oum  wish'd-for 

pleasure !  [Flourish. 

Enier  EniNUBL  and  Isabxlla,  and  take  their  seat  on  the 
Throne  J  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Eman,  Fair  fountain  of  my  life,  from  whose 
pure  streams 
The  propagation  of  two  kingdoms  flows, 
Never  contention  rise  in  cither's  breast, 
But  contestation  whose  love  shall  be  bert  ! 

Isab,  Majestic  ocean,  that  with  plenty  feeds 
Me,  thy  poor  tributary  rivulet ; 
Sun  of  my  beauty,  that  with  radiant  beams 
Dost  gild  and  dance  upon  these  humble  streams  ; 
Cursed  be  my  birth-hour,  and  my  ending  day. 
When  back  your  lovefloods  I  forget  to  pay  1 
Or  if  this  breast  of  mine,  your  crystal  brook. 
Ever  take  other  form  in,  other  look 
But  yours,  or  e'er  produce  unto  your  grace 
A  strange  reflection,  or  another's  face, 
But  be  your  love-book  dasp'd,  open'd  to  none 
But  you,  nor  hold  a  story,  but  your  own ; 
A  water  fix'd,  that  ebbs  nor  floods  pursue. 
Frozen  to  all,  only  dissolved  to  yon  ! 

Eman.  Oh,  who  shall  tell  the  sweetness  of  our 
love 
To  future  times,  and  not  be  thought  to  lie  ? 
I  look  through  this  hour  like  a  perspective. 
And  fiir  ofif  see  millions  of  prosperous  seeds, 


That  our  reciprocal  affection  breeds. 

Thus  my  white  rib,  close  in  my  breast  with  me, 

Which  nought  shall  tear  hence,  but  mortality  ! 

Lords,  Be  kingdoms  blest  in  you,  you  blest  in 
them  I  [Flourith. 

Fri,  Whist  I  signer !  My  strong  imagination 
shews  me  Love,  methinks,  bathing  in  milk  and 
wine  in  her  cheeks.  Oh,  how  she  clips  him,  like 
a  plant  of  iry  1 

Rin.  Ay ;  could  not  you  be  content  to  be  an 
owl  in  such  an  ivy-bush,  or  one  of  the  oaks  of  the 
city,  to  be  so  dipt  ? 

Fri.  Equivocal  don,  though  I  like  the  dipping 
well,  I  could  not  be  content  either  to  be  your  owl, 
or  your  ox  of  the  city. — The  play  begins. 

iFUmrith. 

Enter  a  Poet  with  a  GarUtnd. 
Poet  Prologue.  Low  at  your   sacred  feet  our 
poor  muse  lays 


Her,   and   her    thunder-fearleet    verdant 

bays. 
Four  several  Triumphs  to  your  pntteeiii 

eyes, 
Of  Honour^   Love,  Death,  and  Timej  do 

rise 
From  our  approaching  subject ;  vfhieh  v€ 

move 
Tow'rds  you  with  fear,  since  thiU  a  sweeter 

love, 
A  brighter  honour,  purer  chastity, 
March  in  your  breasts  this  day  triumphantf^, 
Than  our  weak  scenes  can  shew  r  Then  kos 

dare  we 
Present,  like  apes^  and  ganies,  things  that  U 
Exemplified  in  you,  but  that  ire  know 
We  ne'er  craved  grace  which  you  iSd  lut 

bestow  $ 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  HONOUR. 


SCENE  L-^B^ore  the  Walls  <if  Athens. 

Enter  in  Triumph  with  Drums,  Trumpettf  Colours, 
Martius,  Yalbrius,  S0PHOCLS8  bound,  Nioodrmub, 
CoRNJtLius,  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

Mar.  What  means  proud  Sophocles  ? 
Soph.  To  go  even  with  Martins, 
And  not  to  follow  him  like  his  officer  : 
I  never  waited  yet  on  any  man. 

Mar.  Why,  poor  Athenian  duke,  thou  martyr 
My  blows  have  conquered  thee.  [slave  ; 

Soph.  Thy  slave,  proud  Martins  ? 
Cato  thy  countryman  (whose  constancy, 
Of  all  the  Romans,  I  did  honour  most) 
Ripp'd  himself  twice  to  avoid  slavery. 
Making  himself  his  own  anatomy. 
But  look  thee,  Martins ;  not  a  vein  runs  here 
From  head  to  foot,  but  Sophocles  would  unseam, 

and, 
Li^  3  a  spring-garden,  shoot  his  scornful  blood 
Into  their  eyes,  durst  come  to  tread  on  him. 
As  for  thy  blows,  they  did  not  conquer  me  : 
Seven  battles  have  I  met  thee  face  to  face, 
And  given  thee  blow  for  blow,  and  wound  for 

wound, 
And,  till  thou  taught'st  me,  knew  not  to  retire  : 
Thy  sword  was  then  as  bold,  thy  arm  as  strong : 
Thy  blows  then,  Martins,  cannot  conquer  me. 
Val.  What  is  it  then? 
Soph.  Fortune. 
Val.  Why,  yet  in  that 
Thou  art  the  worse  man,  and  must  follow  him. 

Soph,  Young  sir,  you  err:  If  Fortune  could  be 
Or  bis,  or  yours,  or  mine,  in  good  or  evil,      [called 
For  any  certain  space,  thou  hadst  spoke  truth ; 
But  she  but  jests  with  man,  and  in  mischance 
Abhors  all  constancy,  flouting  him  still 
With  some  small  touch  of  good,  or  seeming  good. 
Midst  of  his  mischief;  which  vicissitude 
Makes  him  strait  doff  his  armour,  and  his  fence 
He  had  prepared  before,  to  break  her  strokes. 
So  from  the  very  zenith  of  her  whed. 
When  she  has  dandled  some  choice  favourite. 
Given  him  his  boons  in  women,  honour,  wealthy 


And  all  the  various  delicades  of  earth. 
That  the  fool  scorns  the  goda  in  his  excess. 
She  whirls,  and  leaves  him  at  th*  Antipodes. 

Mar,  Art  sure  we  have  taken  him  ?  is  this  So- 
phocles ? 
His  fetter'd  arms  say,  no ;  his  finee  soul,  ay. 
This  Athens  nurseth  arts  as  well  as  arms. 

Soph.  Nor  glory,  Martius,  in  this  day  of  thiae ! 
'Tis  behind  yesterday,  but  before  to-morrow ; 
Who  knows  what  Fortune  then  will  do  with  thee? 
She  never  yet  could  make  the  better  man. 
The  better  chance  she  has  :  The  man  that's  best 
She  still  contends  with,  and  doth  favour  least. 

Mar.  Methinks,  a  graver  thunder  than  the  Ha 
Breaks  from  his  lips  :  I  am  amazed  to  hear ; 
And  Athens'  words,  more  than  her  swmds,  dofev. 

Slave  Sophodes 

Soph.  Martius,  couldst  thou  acquire 
And  did  thy  Roman  gods  so  love  &y  prayen 
And  solemn  sacrifice,  to  grant  thy  suit 
To  gather  all  the  valour  of  the  Caesars 
Thy  predecessors,  and  what  is  to  come. 
And  by  thdr  influence  fling  it  on  thee  now, 
Thou  couldst  not  make  my  mind  go  less,  not  ptrc 
With  all  their  swords  one  virtue  from  my  sool : 
How  am  I  vassall'd  then  ?  mtdw  such  thy  sUvc^i 
As  dare  not  keep  their  goodness  past  their  grares. 
Know,  general,  we  two  are  chances  on 
The  die  of  Fate ;  now  thrown,  thy  six  is  up, 
And  my  poor  one  beneath  thee ;  next,  thy  thro* 
May  set  me  upmost,  and  cast  thee  bdow. 

Mar.  Yet  will  I  try  thee  more :  Calamity 

Is  man's  true  touchstone. — listen,  insolent  princ^t 
That  darest  contemn  the  master  of  thy  life. 
Which  I  will  force  here  'fore  thy  city  walls 
With  barbarous  cruelty,  and  call  thy  wife 
To  see  it,  and  then  after  send  her — — > 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Mar.  And  then  demolish  Athens  to  the  gnNmi 
Depopulate  her,  fright  away  her  frme* 
And  leave  succession  ndther  stone  nor  name. 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
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Mar,  Dost  thon  deride  me  ? 

Val.  Kneel !  ask  Martins 
For  mercy,  Sophocles,  and  liTe  happy  still ! 

Soph.  Kneel!  and  ask  mercy?  Roman,  art  a  god? 
I  DCTer  kneel'd,  or  begg'd,  of  any  else. 
Thoo  art  a  fool !  and  I  will  lose  no  more 
Instracdons  on  thee,  now  I  find  thy  ears 
Are  foolish,  like  thy  tongue.  {Solemn  miuie. 

Enter  Dorioeiv,  Iiadies  bearing  a  Sw&rd, 

My  Dorigen  1* 
Oh,  mnst  she  see  me  bound  ? 

1  Capl,  There's  the  first  sigh 

He  breathed  since  he  was  bom,  I  think. 

2  Capt,  Forbear, 

All  bat  the  lady  his  wife ! 

Sitph.  How  my  heart  chides 
The  manacles  of  my  hands,  that  let  them  not 
Embrace  my  Dorigen ! 

Vtti.  Tom  but  thy  face, 
And  ask  thy  life  of  Martius  thus,  and  thou. 
With  thy  &ir  wife,  shalt  live ;  Athens  shaU  stand, 
And  all  her  priyil^es  augmented  be. 

Soph.  'Twere  better  Athens  perish'd,  and  my 
(Which,  Romans,  I  do  know  a  worthy  one,)     [wife 
Than  Sophocles  should  shrink  of  Sophocles^ 
Commit  prophane  idolatry,  by  giving 
The  reverence  due  to  gods  to  thee,  blown  man  1 

Mar.  Rough,  stubborn  cynic! 

Soph.  Thou  art  rougher  for, 
Aod  of  a  coarser  wale,  fuller  of  pride^ 
Less  temperate  to  bear  prosperity. 
Thott  seest  my  mere  neglect  hath  raised  in  thee 
A  stonn  more  boisterous  than  the  ocean's  ; 
Mj  Tirtne,  Patience,  makes  thee  vicious. 

Mar.  Why,  fiiir-eyed  lady,  do  you  kneel  ? 

Dor.  Great  general, 
Victorious,  god-like  Martius,  your  poor  handmaid 
Koeels,  for  her  husband  will  not,  cannot ;  speaks 
Thos  hambly,  that  he  may  not.     Listen,  Roman  ! 
Thoa  whose  advanced  front  doth  speak  thee  Roman 
To  every  nation,  and  whose  deeds  assure  it  I 
Behold  a  princess,  whose  declinii^;  head, 
Lilte  to  a  drooping  lily  after  storms, 
Bovs  to  thy  feet,  and  playing  here  the  slave. 
To  keep  her  husband's  greatness  unabated ; 
All  which  doth  make  thy  conquest  greater !  For, 
If  he  be  base  in  aught  whom  thou  hast  taken, 
Then  Martius  hath  but  taken  a  base  prize  ; 
Bot  if  Uiis  jewel  hold  lustre  and  value, 
Mvtins  is  richer  then  in  that  he  hath  won. 
Ob,  make  him  such  a  captive  as  thyself 
tnto  another  wouldst,  grejst  captain,  be  1 
Till  then,  he  is  no  prisoner  fit  for  thee. 

Mar.  Valerius,  here  is  harmony  would  have 
brought 
Old  crabbed  Saturn  to  sweet  sleep,  when  Jova 
I)id  first  incense  him  with  rebellion  ! 
Athens  doth  make  women  philosophers ; 
And  sure  their  children  chat  the  talk  of  gods. 

^'ai.  Riae,  beauteous  Dorigen ! 

Dor.  Not  until  I  know 
The  general's  resolution. 

^ai.  One  soft  word 
From  Sophocles  would  calm  him  into  tears» 
Like  gentle  showers  after  tempestuous  winds. 

Dor.  To  buy  the  world  he  will  not  give  a  word, 
A  look,  a  tear,  a  knee,  'gainst  his  own  judgment. 
And  the  divine  composure  of  his  mind  : 
All  which  I  therefore  do ;  and  here  present 


This  victor's  wreath,  this  rich  Athenian  sword. 
Trophies  of  conquest,  which,  great  Martius,  wear, 
And  be  appeased  !  Let  Sophocles  still  live ! 

Mar,  He  would  not  live. 

Dor,  He  would  not  beg  to  live  : 
When  he  shall  so  forget,  then  I  begin 
To  command,  Martius  ;  and  when  he  kneels, 
Dorigen  stands ;  when  he  lets  fall  a  tear, 
I  dry  mine  eyes,  and  scorn  him. 

Mar,  Scorn  him  now  then, 
Here  in  the  face  of  Athens  and  thy  friends  !«• 
Self-will' d,  stiff  Sophocles,  prepare  to  die. 
And  by  that  sword  thy  lady  honoured  me. 
With  which  herself  shall  follow. — Romans,  friends. 
Who  dares  but  strike  this  stroke,  shall  part  with  me 
Half  Athens,  and  my  half  of  victory. 

Capi,  By  Hisaven,  not  we  ! 

Nic,  Com,  We  two  will  do  it,  sir. 

Soph.  Away,  ye  fish-faced  rascals  1 

Val,  Martius, 
To  eclipse  this  great  eclipse  labours  thy  fame ; 
Valerius  thy  brother  shall  for  once 
Turn  executioner :  Give  me  the  sword.  JL 
Now,  Sophocles,  I'll  strike  as  suddenlf 
As  thou  darest  die. 

Soph.  Thou  canst  not !  and  Valerius, 
'Tis  less  dishonour  to  thee  thus  to  kill  me, 
Than  bid  me  kneel  to  Martius ;  'Tis  to  murder 
The  fame  of  living  men,  when  great  ones  do 
Their  studies  strangle ;  poison  makes  away. 
The  wretched  hangman  only  ends  the  play. 

VaL  Art  thou  prepared  ? 

Soph.  Yes. 

Val,  Bid  thy  wife  farewell  1 

Soph,  No ;  I  will  take  no  leave ! — My  Dorigen, 
Yonder  above,  *bout  Ariadne's  crown. 
My  spirit  shall  hover  for  thee  ;  pr'ythee  haste  ! 

Dor,  Stay,  Sophocles !  with  this  tie  up  my  sight; 
Let  not  soft  Nature  so  transformed  be 
(And  lose  her  gentler-sex' d  humanity) 
To  make  me  see  my  lord  bleed ! — So  I  *tis  well ; 
Never  one  object  underneath  the  sun 
Will  I  behold  before  my  Sophocles. 
Farewell !  Now  teach  the  Romans  how  to  die. 

Mar.  Dost  know  what  'tis  to  die  ? 

Soph.  Thou  dost  not,  Martius, 
And  therefore  not  what  'tis  to  live.    To  die 
Is  to  begin  to  live  :  It  is  to  end 
An  old  stale  weary  work,  and  to  commence 
A  newer  and  a  better :  'Tis  to  leave 
Deceitful  knaves,  for  the  society 
Of  gods  and  goodness  :  Thou  thyself  must  part 
At  last  from  all  thy  garlands,  pleasures,  triumphs. 
And  prove  thy  fortitude,  what  then  'twill  do. 

Vol.  But  art  not  grieved  nor  vexed  to  leave 
life  thus  ? 

Soph,  Why  should  I  grieve  or  vex  for  being 
sent 
To  them  I  ever  loved  best?— Now,  I'll  kneel ; 
But  with  my  back  toward  thee.    'Tis  the  last  dut]f 
This  trunk  can  do  the  gods. 

Mar..  Strike,  strike,  Valerius^ 
Or  Martins'  heart  will  leap  out  at  his  mouth  ! 
This  is  a  man ;  a  woman  \  Kiss  thy  lord. 
And  live  with  all  the  freedom  you  were  wont. 
Oh,  Love  1  thou  doubly  hast  afflicted  me. 
With  virtue  and  with  beauty.    Treacherous  hearty 
My  hand  shall  cast  thee  quick  into  my  urn, 
Ere  thou  transgress  this  knot  of  piety. 

Vol.  What  ails  my  brother  I 
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Soph.  Martins^  oh,  Martius  1 
Thou  now  hast  found  a  way  to  conquer  me. 

Dor.  Oh,  star  of  Rome,  what  gratitude  can  speak 
Fit  words  to  follow  such  a  deed  as  this  ? 

Mar,  Doth  Juno  talk,  or  Dorigen  ? 

Vol,  You  are  observed. 

Mar,  This  admirable  duke,  Valerius,       S^Apari. 
With  his  disdain  of  fortune,  and  of  death, 
Captived  himself,  hath  captivated  me ; 
And  though  my  arm  hath  ta'en  his  body  here. 
His  soul  hath  subjugated  Martins'  soul ; 
By  Romulus,  he  is  all  soul,  I  think  ! 
He  hath  no  flesh,  and  spirit  cannot  be  gyv*d : 
Then  we  have  vanquished  nothing ;  he  is  free, 
And  Martius  walks  now  in  captivity. 

Soph,  How  fares  the  noble  Roman  ? 

Mar,  Why? 

Dor,  Your  blood 
Is  sunk  down  to  your  heart,  and  your  bright  eyes 
Have  lost  their  splendour. 

Mar,  Baser  fires  go  out 
When  the  sun  shines  on  *em. — I  am  not  well ; 
An  apopftctic  fit  I  use  to  have, 
After  my  heats  in  war  carelessly  cool'd. 

Soph,  Martius  shall  rest  in  Athens  with  his 
friends, 
Till  this  distemper  leave  him.   Oh,  great  Roman  ! 
See  Sophocles  do  that  for  thee  he  could  not 
Do  for  himself,  weep.  Martins,  by  the  gods, 
It  grieves  me  that  so  brave  a  soul  should  suffer 
Under  the  body's  weak  infirmity.^ 
Sweet  lady,  take  him  to  thy  loving  charge. 
And  let  thy  care  be  tender. 

Dor,  Kingly  sir, 
I  am  your  nurse  and  servant. 

Mar.  Oh,  dear  lady, 
My  mistress,  nay,  my  deity !   Guide  me,  Heaven ! 
Ten  wreaths  triumphant  Martius  will  give, . 
To  change  a  Martins  for  a  Sophocles : 
Can  it  not  be  done,  Valerius,  with  this  boot  ? 
Inseparable  affection,  ever  thus 
Colleague  with  Athens  Rome  1 

Dor,  Beat  warlike  tunes, 
Whilst  Dorigen  thus  honours  Martins'  brow 
With  one  victorious  wreath  more ! 

Soph,  And  Sophocles 
Thus  girds  his  sword  of  conquest  to  his  thigh. 
Which  ne'er  be  drawn,  but  cut  out  victory ! 

Lordt,  For  ever  be  it  thus  I 

IRreunt  all  but  Coainuius  and  Vtooommm. 

Com,  Corporal  Nioodemus,  a  word  with  you. 

Nie,  My  worthy  sutler  Cornelius,  it  befits  not 
Nicodemus  the  Roman  officer  to  parley  with  a 
fellow  of  thy  rank ;  the  affairs  of  the  empire  are  to 
be  occupied. 

Com.  Let  the  affairs  of  the  empire  lie  awhile 
unoccupied  1  Sweet  Nicodemus,  I  do  require  the 
monev  at  thy  hands,  which  thou  dost  owe  me ; 
and  if  fair  means  cannot  attain,  force  of  arms  shall 
accomplish.  IDrauu. 

JVto.  Put  up,  and  live. 

Com,  I  have  put  up  too  much  already,  thou 
corporal  of  concupiscence ;  for  I  suspect  thou  hast 
dishonoured  my  flock-bed,  and  with  thy  foolish 
eloquence,  and  that  bewitching  face  of  thine, 
drawn  my  wife,  the  young  harlotry  baggage,  to 
prostitute  herself  unto  thee.  Draw,  therefore ; 
for  thou  abalt  find  thyself  a  mortal  corporal ! 

iVto.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  hand,  and  hear ;  I 
will  rather  descend  from  my  honour,  and  argue 


these  contumelies  with  thee,  than  clutdi  thee  (poor 
fly)  in  these  eaglet  claws  of  mine ;  or  draw  my 
sword  of  fate  on  a  peasant,  a  beaognio,  a  coooloch, 
as  thou  art.  Thou  shalt  first  underrtind  this 
fix)lish  eloquence,  and  intolerable  beauty  of  miae, 
(both  which,  I  protest,  are  merely  natonl)  are  the 
gifts  of  the  gods,  with  which  I  have  neither  sent 
bawdy  sonnet,  nor  amorous  glance,  or  (as  the 
vulgar  call  it)  sheep's  eye  to  thy  betrothed 
Florence. 

Com,  Thoaliest! 

Nio.  Oh,  gods  of  Rome,  was  NioodemuB  bora 
To  bear  those  braveries  from  a  poor  provant  ? 
Yet  when  dogs  bark,  or  when  the  asses  bray. 
The  lion  laughs ;  not  roars,  but  goes  his  way. 

Corn,  A  pox  o*  your  poetical  vein !  this  verniTiBf 
my  wife,  has  homified  me.  Sweet  corporal  Cod'i- 
head,  no  more  standing  on  your  punctilios  md 
punkettos  of  honour,  they  are  not  worth  a  loose; 
the  truth  is,  thou  art  tiie  general'a  bigamy,  that  is, 
his  fool,  and  his  knave ;  thou  art  miscreant  aiui 
recreant ;  not  an  horse-boy  in  the  legions,  hai 
has  beaten  thee ;  thy  beginning  was  knapsack,  aod 
thy  ending  will  be  halter-sack. 

Nic.  Methinks  I  am  now  Sophodea  the  vise, 
and  thou  art  Martius  the  mad. 

Com,  No  more  of  your  tricks,  good  corporal 
Leather-chops  !  I  say,  thou  haat  diahooour'd  hk; 
and  since  honour  now-a-days  is  only  repaired  by 
money,  pay  me,  and  I  am  satisfied ;  even  reckoa- 
ing  keeps  long  firiends. 

Nio.  Let  us  continue  friends  then,  for  I  have 
been  even  with  thee  a  long  time ;  and  tfaoagh  I 
have  not  paid  thee,  I  have  paid  thy  wife. 

Com,  Flow  forth,  my  tears  I  thou  hast  de- 
flowered her,  Tarquin  I  the  garden  of  my  delight, 
hedged  about,  in  which  there  was  but  one  bowbag- 
alley  for  mine  own  private  procreation,  thoa  h»A, 
like  a  thief  in  the  night,  lea^  the  hedge,  entotd 
my  alley,  and  without  my  privity  played  thiae 
own  rubbers. 

Nio,   How  long  shall  patieDoe  thus  tecwtij 
Is  it  my  fault,  if  these  attractive  eyes,        [aeni 
This  budding  chin,  or  rosy-coloured  cheek. 
This  comely  body,  and  this  waxen  1^, 
Have  drawn  her  into  a  fool's  paradise  ? 
By  Cupid's  godhead  I  do  swear  (no  other) 
She's  chaster  far  than  Lucieoe,  her  grandmother ; 
Pur«  as  glass-window,  ere  the  rider  dash  it. 
Whiter  than  lady's  smock,  when  she  did  wsah  U : 
For  well  thou  wot'st  (though  now  my  heart'scom- 

mandress) 
I  once  was  free,  and  she  but  the  camp's  laaaditss- 

Com.  Ay  ;  she  then  came  sweet  to  me ;  ao  p«J 
about  her  but  smelt  of  soap-suds ;  like  a  dr]fad 
out  of  a  wash-bowL     Pray,  or  pay  I 

iSTtc.  Hold ! 

Com.  Was  thy  cheese  mouldy,  or  thy  poay- 
worths  small  ?— Was  not  -thy  ale  the  mightiest « 
the  earth  in  malt,  and  thy  stupe  fiU'd  like  *  tide, 
was  not  thy  bed  soft,  and  thy  bacon  fotter  than  a 
dropsy  ?  Come,  sir ! 

Nie,  Mars  then  inspire  me  with  tbe  fencing  skUl 

Of  our  tragedian  actors !  Honour  pricks ; 

And,  sutler,    now  I  oome   with    thwadts  uul 

thwicks.  , 

Grant  us  one  crush,  one  pass,  and  now  s  lap 

lavalto  £all ; 
Then  up  again,  now  down  'again,  yet  do  no  bars 
at  aU  I  i^^**^ 
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Enter  Fu>juEircB. 

Fior.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  bom  !  why,  gentle- 
men! 

Com.  Messaline  of  Rome ;  away,  disloyal  con- 
rabine !  I  will  be  deafer  to  tJiee  than  thou  art  to 
others :  I  will  have  my  hondred  drachmas  he  owes 
me,  thoa  arrant  whore  ! 

Flor.  I  know  he  is  an  hundred  drachmas  o'  the 
Kore;  but  what  o'  that?  no  bloodshed,  sweet 
Comeiius  I  Oh,  my  heart !  o'  my  oonsdenoe,  'tis 
&UeD  thorow  the  bottom  of  my  belly  !  Oh,  my 
sweet  Didymns,  if  either  of  ye  miskill  one  another, 
what  will  become  of  poor  Florence  I  pacify  your- 
selres,  I  pray ! 

CotiL  Go  to  !  my  heart's  not  stone ;  I  am  not 
marble :  dry  your  eyes,  Florence  I — [AtideJ]  The 
scarrj  ape's  hce  knows  my  blind  side  well  enough. 
—Lesre  yonr  puling :  will  this  content  you  ?  let 
him  taste  thy  nether  lip ;  which,  in  sign  of  amity, 
I  tku  take  off  again.  Go  thy  ways,  and  provide 
the  cow's  udder. 

Nk.  lily  of  concord ! — ^And  now,  honest  sutler, 
sinoe  I  have  had  proof  as  well  of  thy  good  nature, 
u  of  thy  wife's  before,  I  will  acquaint  thee  with  a 
project  ahsll  fully  satisfy  thee  for  thy  debt.  Thou 
fiialt  understand,  I  am  shortly  to  be  knighted. 

Com.  The  devil  thou  ait  1 

Nic.  Renounce  me  else !  For  the  sustenance  of 
vhich  worship  (which  worship  many  times  wants 
sttetesance)  1  have  here  the  general's  grant  to  have 
the  leading  of  two  hundred  men. 

Com,  You  jest,  you  jest  1 

yie.  Refuse  me  else  to  the  pit. 

Cora.  Mercy  on  us !  ha'  you  not  forgot  your- 
self?  by  your  swearing,  you  should  be  knighted 
already. 

Nie.  Damn  me,  sir,  here's  his  hand !    Read  it 

Com.  Alas,  I  cannot. 

^ie.  [Ande.'\  I  know  that— It  has  pleased  the 
S^neral  to  look  upon  my  service.  Now,  sir,  shall 
r^Q  join  with  me  in  petitioning  for  fifty  men  more, 
>a  regard  of  my  arrearages  to  you ;  wMch,  if  grant- 
ed, I  will  bestow  the  whole  profit  of  those  fifty 
iQea  on  thee  and  thine  heirs  for  ever, 
Tiil  Atropos  do  cut  this  simple  Aread. 

Com.  No  more,  dear  corporal !  Sir  Nicodemus 
that  ihall  be !  I  cry  your  worship's  mercy  I  I  am 
your  servant,  body  and  goods,  moveables  and  im- 
iBoreables ;  use  my  house,  use  my  wife,  use  me, 
»bMe  me,  do  what  you  list. 

^ie.  A  figment  is  a  candied  lie  :  This  is  an  old 
Piss.    Mark,  what  follows  !  lExeunt. 


SCENE  11.--^  rocky  View  before  the  City. 
Enter  Martiub  and  two  Captaixui. 

^ar.  Pray  leave  me  !  You  are  Romans,  honest 

men  ; 
Keep  me  not  company ;  I  am  turned  knave, 
Have  lost  my  £une  and  nature.       {.Exeunt  Captaina. 

Athens,  Athens, 
]lU8  Dorigen  is  liiy  Palladium  ! 
He  that  will  sack  thee,  must  betray  her  first, 
"hoae  words  wound  deeper  than  her  husband's 

sword  ; 
ner  eyes  make  captive  still  the  conqueror. 
And  here  they  keep  her  only  to  that  end. 
|>h,  subtile  devil,  what  a  golden  ball 
1^  tempt,  when  thou  didst  cast  her  in  my  way  ! 


Why,  foolish  Sophocles,  brought'st  thou  not  to  field 
Thy  lady,  that  thou  might'st  have  overcome? 
Martins  bad  kneel'd,  and  yielded  all  his  wreaths 
That  hang  like  jewels  on  tbe  seven-fold  hill, 
And  bid  Rome  send  him  out  to  fight  with  men, 
(For  that  she  knew  he  durst)  and  not  'gainst  Fate 
Or  deities ;  what  mortal  conquers  them  ? 
Insatiate  Julius,  when  his  victories 
Had  run  o'er  half  the  world,  had  he  met  her, 
There  he  had  stopp'd  the  legend  of  his  deeds. 
Laid  by  his  arms,  been  overcome  himself. 
And  let  her  vanquish  th'  other  half ;  and  Fame 
Made  beauteous  Dorigen  the  greater  name. 
Shall  I  thus  fall }  I  vdll  not  I  no  ;  my  tears, 
Cast  on  my  heart,  shall  quench  these  lawless  fires  : 
He  conquers  best,  conquers  his  lewd  desires. 

EfUer  DoaioKjr  with  ladles. 

Dor.  Great  sir,  my  lord  commands  me  visit  you : 
And  thinks  your  retired  melancholy  proceeds 
From  some  distaste  of  worthless  entertainment. 
Will't  please  you  take  your  chamber  ?    How  d'ye 
do,  sir  ? 

Mar.  [^Aeide.']  Lost,  lost  again  !  the  wild  rage 
of  my  blood 
Doth  ocean -like  o'erflow  the  shallow  shore 
Of  my  weak  virtue :  My  desire's  a  vane, 
That  the  least  breath  from  her  turns  every  way. 

Dor,  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Mar.  Dismiss 
Your  women,  pray,  and  I'll  reveal  my  grief. 

Dor,  Leave  me  !  {Exeunt  Ladies. 

Mar.  Long  tales  of  love  (whilst  love  itself 
Might  be  enjoy'd)  are  languishing  delays. 
There  is  a  secret  strange  lies  in  my  breast, 
I  will  partake  with  you,  which  much  concerns 
Your  lord,  yourself,  and  me.    Oh  ! 

Dor.  Strange  secrets,  sir, 
Should  not  be  made  so  cheap  to  strangers  :  yet 
If  your  strange  secret  do  no  lower  lie 
Than  in  your  breast,  discover  it. 

Mar,  I  will. 
Oh  !  Can  you  not  see  it,  lady,  in  my  sighs  ? 

Dor,  Sighs  none  can  paint,  and  therefore  who 
can  see? 

Mar,  Scorn  me  not,  Dorigen,  with  mocks  !  Al- 
cides. 
That  master'd  monsters,  was  by  beauty  tamed ; 
Omphale  smiled  his  dub  out  of  his  luuid, 
And  made  him  spin  her  smocks. — Oh,  sweet,  I  lore 
And  I  love  Sophocles  :  I  must  enjoy  you ;     [you : 
And  yet  I  would  not  injure  him. 

Dor.  Let  go  ! 
You  hurt  me,  sir  !     Farewell ! — Stay,  is  this  Mar- 
I  will  not  tell  my  lord :  He'll  swear  I  lie  ;    [tins  ? 
Doubt  my  fideli^,  before  thy  honour. 
How  hast  thou  vexed  the  gods,  that  they  would  let 
Thus  violate  friendship,  hospitality,  [thee 

And  all  the  bonds  of  sacred  piety  ? 
Sure  thou  but  try'st  me,  out  of  love  to  him, 
And  wouldst  reject  me  if  I  did  consent. 
Oh,  Martins,  Martins  !  wouldst  thou  in  one  minute 
Blast  all  thy  laurels,  which  so  many  years 
Thou  hast  been  purchasing  with  blood  and  sweat  ? 
Hath  Dorigen  never  been  written,  read. 
Without  the  epithet  of  chaste,  chaste  Dorigen, 
And  wouldst  thou  fall  upon  her  chastity. 
Like  a  black  drop  of  ink,  to  blot  it  out  ? 
When  men  shall  read  the  records  of  thy  valour, 
Thy  hitherto-brave  virtue,  and  approach 
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(Highly  content  yet)  to  this  foul  assanlt 
Included  in  this  leaf,  this  ominous  leaf. 
They  shall  throw  down  the  book,  and  read  no  more, 
Though  the  best  deeds  ensue^  and  all  conclude 
That  raTeird  thy  whole  story,  whose  sound  heart 
(Which  should  have  been)  proved  the  most  leprous 
part. 

Mar.   Oh,  thou    confiit'st  divinely,   and  thy 
Do  fall  like  rods  upon  me !  but  they  have    [wordis 
Such  silken  lines  and  silver  hooks,  that  I 
Am  faster  snared  *,  My  love  has  ta'en  such  hold^ 
That  (like  two  wrestlers)  though  thou  stronger  be, 
And  hast  cast  me,  I  hope  to  pull  thee  after : 
I  must,  or  perish. 

Dor.  Perish,  Martins,  then  ! 
For  I  here  vow  unto  the  gods,  these  rocks, 
These  rocks  we  see  so  fiz'd,  shall  be  removed, 
Made  champain  field,  ere  I  so  impious  prove. 
To  stain  my  lord's  bed  with  adulterous  love. 

Snter  Talshiub. 

Vol,  The  gods  protect  fair  Dorigen  ! 

Dor.  Amen  I 
From  all  you  wolvish  Romans  1  iExit. 

Vol.  Ha  !  what's  this  ? 
Still,   brother,  in  your  moods  ? — Oh,   then    my 

doubts 
Are  truths.     Have  at  it !    I  must  try  a  way 
To  be  resolved.  lAtide. 

Mar.  How  strangely  dost  thou  look  1 
What  air  St  thou  ? 

Val,  What  ail'st  thou  ? 

Mar,  Why,  I  am  mad. 

Val.  Why,  I  am  madder ! — ^Martins,  draw  thy 
And  lop  a  villain  from  the  earth  ;  for  if     [swQ|d, 
Thou  wilt  not,  on  some  tree  about  this  place      x 
I'll  hang  myself !     Valerius  shall  not  live 
To  wound  his  brother's  honour,  stain  his  country, 
And  branded  with  ingratitude  to  all  times. 

Mar.  For  what  can  all  this  be  ? 

Val.  I  am  in  love. 

Mar.  Why,  so  am  I. — ^Wlth  whom  ?  ha  ? 

Val.  Dorigen. 

Mar,  With  Dorigen  ? — How  dost  thou  love  her  ? 
speak ; 

Val.  Even  to  the  height  of  lust ;   and  I  must 
Or  else  I  die.  [have  her, 

Mar.  Thou  shalt,  thou  daring  traitor. 
On  all  the  confines  I  have  rid  my  horse. 
Was  there  no  other  woman  for  thy  choice 
But  Dorigen  ?  Why,  villain,  she  is  mine  : 
She  makes  me  pine  thus,  sullen,  mad,  and  fool ; 
'Tis  I  must  have  her,  or  I  die. 

Val,  Oh,  all  ye  gods, 
With  mercy  look  on  this  declining  rock 
Of  valour  and  of  virtue  !  breed  not  up, 
From  infancy,  in  honour  to  full  man. 
As  you  have  done  him,  to  destroy !    Here,  strike ! 
For  I  have  only  search'd  thy  wound ;  dispatch  ! 
Far,  far  be  such  love  from  Valerius ! 
So  far,  he  scorns  to  live  to  be  call'd  brother 
By  him  that  dares  own  such  folly  and  such  vice. 

Mar.  'Tis  truth  thou  speak'st !  but  I  do  hate 
it :     Peace ! 
If  Heaven  will  snatch  my  sword  out  of  my  hand, 
And  put  a  rattle  in  it,  what  can  I  do  ? 
He  that  is  destined  to  be  odious 
In  his  old  age,  must  undergo  his  fate. 

Enter  Corn blito  and  Nicoobmus.  ' 
Corn.  If  you  do  not  back  me,  I  shall  never  do't. 


N'ie.  I  warrant  yon. 

Com.  Humh,  hnmh  I — Sir !  my  lord !  my  lord ! 
Mar,  Ha !  what's  the  matter  ? 
Com,  Humh ! — Concerning  the  odd  fifty,  my 
lord,  an't  please  your  generality,  his  worship  Sir 

Nicodemus • 

Mar,  What's  here  ?   a  pass  ?    you  would  for 
Rome  ?  You  lubbers ! 
Doth  one  day's  laziness  make  yoa  coTct  home  ? 
Away,  ye  boaiish  rogues  I  ye  dogs,  away  ! 

IStrtkesOtm. 
Enter  Florbmcb. 

Com.  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Flor.  How  now,  man  ?  are  yoa  tatiafied  ! 

Com.  Ay,  ay,  ay ;  a  pox  o'  your  corporal !  I  am 
paid  soundly ;  I  was  never  better  paid  in  all  my 
life. 

Flor.  Marry,  the  gods'  blessing  on  his  honour's 
heart! — You  have  done  a  charitable  deed,  sir; 
many  more  such  may  you  live  to  do,  air  1  The  gods 
keep  you,  sir,  the  gods  protect  you ! 

lExit  with  Convauus  and  Nkodcmts. 

Mar.  These  peasants  mock  me  sare !— Yalenos, 
Forgive  my  dotage,  see  my  ashes  umM, 
And  tell  fair  Dorigen,  (she  that  but  now 
Left  me  with  this  harsh  vow,  sooner  these  rocks 
Should  be  removed,  than  she  would  yield)  that  I 
Was  yet  so  loving,  on  her  gift  to  die  1 

Val,  Oh,  Jupiter  forbid  it,  sir,  and  grant 
This  my  device  may  certify  thy  mind  ! 
You  are  my  brother,  nor  must  perish  thus ; 
Be  comforted  !    Think  you  fair  Dorigen 
Would  yield  your  wishes,  if  these  envious  rocks 
By  skill  could  be  removed,  or  by  fisllacy 
She  made  believe  so  ? 

Mar.  Why,  she  could  not  chuae ; 
The  Athenians  are  religious  in  their  tows. 
Above  all  nations. 

Val.  Soft  1  down  yonder  hill 
The  lady  comes  this  way.     Once  more  to  try  her. 
If  she  persist  in  obstinacy,  by  my  skill, 
Leam'd  from  the  old  Chaldean  was  my  tator. 
Who  train'd  me  in  the  mathematics,  I  will 
So  dazzle  and  delude  her  sight,  that  ahe 
Shall  think  this  great  impossibility 
Effected  by  some  supernatural  means. 
Be  confident ;  this  engine  shall  at  leaat. 
Till  the  gods  better  order,  still  this  breast,     [f  ^ 

Mar.  Oh,  my  best  brother,  go ;  and  for  reward 
Chuse  any  part  o'  th'  world,  I'U  give  it  thee. 
Oh,  Uttle  Love,  men  say  thou  art  a  god  ; 
Thou  might*8t  have  got  a  fitter  fool  than  I. 

Enter  DoRioan. 

Dor.  Art  thou  there,  basilisk  ?  RemoTe  thine 
For  I  am  sick  to  death  with  thy  infection.    [eye« : 

Mar,  Yet,  yet  have  mercy  on  me !  sare  him. 
lady, 
Whose  single  arm  defends  all  Rome,  whose  merer 
Hath  saved  thy  husband's  and  thy  hfe  i 

Dor.  To  spoil 
Our  fame  and  honours  ?  No  ;  my  vow  is  fix'd. 
And  stands  as  constant  as  these  stones  do,  atilL 

Mar,  Then  pity  me,  ye  gods  !  you  only  may 
Move  her,  by  tearing  these  firm  stones  awmy. 

ISoUmn  nntsic.    A  mitt  aW«etft,  the  rvcks  nn»^My. 


£n^  Yalbiiiub,  habited  like  BlBBcuav,  sim^ng, 

VcU.  Martius,  rc^Joioe !    Jore  sends  me  tram  abore. 
JBiii  meascnger.  to  core  tby  dMperate  love» 
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To  Abw  nah  vowt  oumot  bind  Destiny. 
Lady,  bdiold,  the  rocka  transplanted  be  ! 
Kard-liearted  Dorigon,  yield ;  lest,  for  contempt. 
They  fix  thee  here  a  rock,  whence  th^*re  exempt 

[ExU. 

Dor,  What  strange  delusion's  this  ?  what  sor- 
Affrights  me  with  these  apparitions  ?  [eery 

Mj  colder  chastity's  nigh  turn'd  to  death. — 
Hence,  lewd  magician  !  dar'st  thou  make  the  gods 
Bawds  to  thy  last  ?  will  they  do  miracles 
To  farther  eVil  ?  or  do  they  love  it  now  ? 
Know,  if  they  dare  do  so,  I  dare  hate  them» 
And  will  no  longer  serve  'em.    Jupiter, 
Thy  golden  shower,  nor  thy  snow-white  swan. 
Had  I  been  Leda,  or  bright  Danafi, 
Had  bought  mine  honour.    Turn  me  into  stone, 
For  being  good,  and  blush  when  thoa  hast  done  I 

lExU  DoHioav. 
EnUr  VALcaioa. 

Mar,  Oh,  my  Valerius,  all  yet  will  not  do : 
Unless  I  could  so  draw  mine  honesty 
Down  to  the  lees  to  be  a  ravisher. 
She  calls  me  witch  and  villain  ! 

yal.  Padenoe,  sir ! 
The  gods  will  punish  perjury.    Let  her  breathe, 
And  ruminate  on  this  strange  sight ! — ^Time  decajrs 

The  strongest,  fiedrest  buildings  we  can  find ; 

But  still,  Diana,  fortify  her  mind !  lExeunU 


SCENE  III. — Aiheru,    A  Room  in  the  House 

q/ Sophocles. 

£nier  Sopuoclbs  atid  Dobiobv. 

Soph,  Weep  not,  bright  Dorigen  ;  for  thou  hast 

stood 
Constant  and  chaste,  it  seems,  'gainst  gods  and 

men. 
When  rocks  and  mountains  were  removed. — ^Tliese 

wonders  lAtide* 

Do  stupify  my  senses  !  Martins, 
This  is  inhuman.    Was  thy  sickness  lust  ? 
Yet  were  this  truth,  why  weeps  she?  Jealous  soul. 
What  dost  thou  thus  suggest?  Vows,  magic,  rocks, 
Fiae  tales,  and  tears!  She  ne'er  complain'd  before. 
I  bade  her  visit  him ;  she  often  did, 
Had  many  opportunities.     Humh !   'tis  naught : 

Oh! 
No  way  bat  this. — Come,  weep  no  more ;  I  have 
This  miracle,  the  anger  of  the  gods,        [ponder'd 
Thy  vow,  my  love  to  thee  and  Martins : 
He' must  not  perish,  nor  thou  be  forsworn. 
Lest  worse  fates  follow  us  :  Go,  keep  thy  oath  ! 
For  chaste f  and  whorey  are  words  of  equal  length. 
But  let  not  Martins  know  that  I  consent. — 
Oh,  I  am  pmll'd  in  pieces  I  lAtide. 

Dor,  Ay  ?  say  you  so  I  lAside. 

I'll  meet  you  in  your  path.    Oh,  wretched  men  I 
U'ith  all  y<mr  valour  and  your  learning,  bubbles ! — 

IKneels. 
Forgire  me,  Sophocles — Yet  why  kneel  I 
Fur  pardon,  having  been  but  over-diligent, 
Like  an  obedient  servant,  antedating 
My  lord's  command  I — 
Sir,  I  httwe  often,  and  already  given 
This  bosom  up  to  his  embraces,  and 
Am  proud  that  my  dear  lord  is  pleased  with  it ; 
Whose  gentle  honourable  mind  I  see 
Participates  even  all,  his  wife  and  all. 


Unto  his  friend.    You  are  sad,  sir  I  Martius  loves 
And  I  love  Martius  with  such  ardency  [me, 

As  never  married  couple  could  :  I  must 
Attend  him  now.     My  lord,  when  you  have  need 
To  use  your  own  wife,  pray,  sir,  send  for  me ; 
Till  then,  make  use  of  your  philosophy  1        lExit, 
Soph.  Stay,  Dorigen  ! — Oh,  me,  inquisitive  fool! 
Thou  that  didst  order  this  congested  heap 
When  it  was  chaos,  'twixt  thy  spacious  palms. 
Forming  it  to  this  vast  rotundity, 
Dissolve  it  now  ;  shuffle  the  elements. 
That  no  one  proper  by  itself  may  stand ! 
Let  the  sea  quench  the  sun,  and  in  that  instant 
The  sun  drink  up  the  sea !  Day,  ne'er  come  down, 
To  light  me  to  those  deeds  that  must  be  done ! 

lExit, 


SCENE  iy,—The  Roman  Camp  before  the  City. 

Enter  Harttub,  Yai^uutub,  Captains  and  Soldiers,  unth 
Drunu  and  Colours  at  one  Door  /  and  Doriobn  teiUt 
Ladies,  at  another. 

Dor.  Hail,  general  of  Rome !  From  Sophocles, 
That  honours  Martius,  Dorigen  presents 
Herself  to  be  dishonour'd :  Do  thy  will ; 
For  Sophocles  commands  me  to  obey. 
Come,  violate  all  rules  of  holiness. 
And  rend  the  consecrated  knot  of  love  I 

JIfar.  Never,  Valerius,  was  I  blest  till  now ! 
Behold  the  end  of  all  my  weary  steps, 
The  prize  of  all  my  battles.     Leave  us,  all ; 
Leave  us  as  quick  as  thought.    Thus  joy  begin  I 
In  zealous  love  a  minute's  loss  is  sin. 

yal.  Can  Martius  be  so  vile  ?  or  Dorigen  ? 

Dor,  Stay,  stay !  and,  monster,  keep  thou  fur- 
ther off ! 
I  thought  thy  brave  soul  would  have  much,  much 

loath'd 
To  have  gone  on  still  on  such  terms  as  this. 
See,  thou  ungrateful,  since  thy  desperate  lust 
Nothing  can  cure  but  death,  I'll  die  for  thee, 
While  my  chaste  name  lives  to  posterity. 

iOfftrt  to  kin  herself. 

Mar.  [Kneels.']  live,  Uye,  (thou  angel  of  thy 
sex,  forgive  !) 
Till  by  those  golden  tresses  thou  be'st  snatch'd 
Alive  to  Heaven ;  for  thy  corruption's 
So  little,  that  it  cannot  suffer  death. 
Was  ever  such  a  woman  ?  Oh,  my  mirror  ! 
How  perfectly  thou  shew'st  me  all  my  faults, 
"Which  now  I  hate ;  and  when  I  next  attempt  thee, 
Let  all  the  fires  in  the  zodiac 
Drop  on  this  cursed  head ! 

All.  Oh,  bless'd  event ! 

Dor.  Rise  like  the  sun  again  in  all  his  glory. 
After  a  dark  eclipse  1 

Mar.  Never,  without  a  pardon. 

^Enter  Sophoclxs,  and  two  or  three  with  him. 

Dor.  Sir,  you  have  forgiven  yourself. 

Soph.  Behold  their  impudence!  are  my  words 
just  ? 
Unthankful  man,  viper  to  arms,  and  Rome 
Thy  natural  mother !  have  I  warm'd  thee  here 
To  corrode  even  my  heart  ?  Martius,  prepare 
To  kiU  me,  or  be  kill'd. 

Mar.  Why,  Sophocles, 
Then  pr'ythee  kill  me ;  I  deserve  it  highly  ; 
For  I  have  both  transgress'd  'gainst  men  and  gods ; 
But  am  repentant  now,  and  in  best  case 
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To  uncase  my  soul  of  this  oppreasing  flesh  ; 
Which)  though  (gods  witness)  ne'er  was  actually 
Injurious  to  thy  wife  and  thee,  yet  'twas 
Her  goodness  that  restrained  and  held  me  now : 
But  take  my  life,  dear  friend,  for  my  intent, 
Or  else  forgive  it  1 

Vol,  By  the  gods  of  Athens, 
These  woMs  are  true,  and  all  direct  again. 

Soph.  Pardon  me,  Dorigen  ! 

Mar,  Forgive  me,  Sophocles, 
And  Dorigen  too,  and  every  one  that's  good  ! 

Dor,  Rise,  noble  Roman.— Beloved  Sophocles, 
Take  to  thy  breast  thy  friend ! 

Mar,  And  to  thy  heart 
Thy  matchless  wife !  Heaven  has  not  stuff  enough 
To  make  another  such ;  for  if  it  could, 
Martins  would  marry  too.    For  thy  blest  sake, 
(Oh,  thou  infinity  of  excellence) 
Henceforth  in  men's  discourse  Rome  shall  not  take 
The  wall  of  Athens,  as  'to-fore.    But  when 
In  their  fair  honours  we  to  speak  do  come. 
We'll  say  'twas  so  in  Athens  and  in  Rome. 

^Exeuni  in  pomp. 

DiAKJL  deteendt. 

Diana.  Honour ,  get  ope  thygatet,  and  with  thee 

bring 
My  Morvant  and  thy  friend f  fair  Dorigen  ; 
Let  her  triumph  with  Attn,  her  lord  and  friend, 
fVhOt  though  misled,  etill  honour  was  their  end! 

[Flourbh. 

Enter  the  Show  4if  Honour's  Trtumph  /  a  great  Jlourish  (^ 
TrumptU  and  Drutns  uHthin;  then  enter  a  noise  of 
TrwrnpeU  sounding  eheer/ktUp  /  tAen  follows  an  armed 
Knight  bearing  a  Crimson  Banneret  in  hand,  with  the 
inscription  Valour ;  bg  his  side  a  Lady  bearing  a 
Watehet  Banneret,  the  inscription  Clemmcy ;  fMX(, 
BIarttos  and  Sophocles  with  Coronets ;  next,  two 
Ladies,  one  bearit^f  a  White  Banneret,  the  inscription 
Chastity ;  the  other  a  Black,  the  inscription  Constancy ; 
then  DomoBir  crowned  y  last,  a  Chariot  drawn  bg  two 
Moors,  in  it  a  Person  crowned,  with  a  Sceptre  ;  on  the 
top,  in  an  antic  Escutcheon,  is  written  Honour.  As 
theg  pass  over,  Diana  ascends. 


Rin.  How  like  you  it  ? 

Fri,  Rarely ;  so  well,  I  would  they  would  do  it 


again !  How  many  of  our  wives  now-a-days  would 
deserve  to  triumph  in  such  a  diariot  f 

Rin.  Tliat*s  ail  one ;  yon  see  they  tTimnph  in 
caroches. 

Fri.  That  they  do,  by  the  mam ;  but  not  all 
neither;  many  of  them  are  oontsnt  with  carts. 
But,  signer,  I  have  now  found  oat  a  great  absur- 
dity, i'ftdth. 

Rin.  Whatwas't? 

Fri.  The  prologue,  presenting  four  Trioraplks. 
made  but  three  legi  to  the  king :  A  three-l^gg'd 
prologue !  *Twas  monstrous. 

Rin.  'T  had  been  more  monstrous  to  have  had 
a  fonr-legg'd  one.    Peace  !  the  king  ^Maka. 

Eman.  Here  was  a  woman,  Isabel ! 

Isab.  Ay,  my  lord, 
But  that  she  told  a  lie  to  vex  her  haabaBd ; 
Therein  she  fail'd. 

Emafi.  She  served  him  well  enough  ; 
He  that  was  so  much  man,  yet  woold  be  cast 
To  jealousy  for  her  integrity. 
This  teacheth  us,  the  passion  of  love 
Can  fight  with  soldiers,  and  with  achalara  too. 

Isah.  In  Martius,  clemency  and  valour  shewn. 
In  the  other,  courage  and  humanity ; 
And  therefore  in  tlw  Triumph  they  were  odier'd 
By  Clemency  and  Valour. 

Eman.  Rightly  observed ; 
As  she  by  Chastity  and  Constancy. 
What  hurt's  now  in  a  play,  'gainst  which  some  nil 
So  vehemently  ?  thou  and  I,  my  love. 
Make  excellent  use,  methinks :  I  learn  to  be 
A  lawfbl  lover  void  of  jealousy, 
And  thou  a  constant  wife.     Sweet  poetry's 
A  flower,  where  men,  like  bees  and  spiders,  may 
Bear  poison,  or  else  sweets  and  wax  awmy. 
Be  venom-drawing  spiders  they  that  vrill ! 
I'll  be  the  bee,  and  suck  the  honey  stilL  l^nomidL 

CcpfD  descends. 

Cupid.  Slay,  clouds!  ye  rode  too  fast.     Bright 
Phesbus,  see. 
Honour  has  triumph* d  with  fair  ChastOy: 
Give  Love  now  leave,  in  purity  to  xkew 
Unchaste  affections  Jly  not  from  his  bow. 
Produce  the  sweet  example  tfyour  youth. 
Whilst  I  provide  a  Triumph  for  your  trulk. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LOVE. 


SCENE  I — Milan.    A  Room  in  Bbnvoglio's 

Hotise. 

Enter  VioLAirrx  {with  child)  and  GaiiRABn. 

Vio.  Why  does  my  Gerrard  grieve  ? 

Ger.  Oh,  my  sweet  mistress, 
It  is  not  life  (which,  by  our  Milan  law. 
My  fact  hath  forfeited)  makes  me  thus  pensive ; 
That  I  would  lose  to  save  the  little  finger 
Of  this  your  noble  burden  from  least  hurt, 
Because  your  blood  is  in't :  But  since  your  love 
Made  poor  incompatible  me  the  parent, 
(Being  we  are  not  married)  your  dear  blood 
Falls  under  the  same  cruel  penalty ; 
And  can  Heaven  think  fit  you  die  for  me  ? 


For  Heaven's  sake,  say  I  lavish'd  yon  !  Ill  twesr 
To  keep  your  life  safe  and  repute  nnstain'd.       fit. 

Vio.  Oh,  Grerrardy  thou'rt  my  life  and  f^aoltiM, 
(And  if  I  lose  thee,  I'll  not  keep  mine  own) 
The  thought  of  wham  sweetens  all  miseries. 
Wouldst  have  me  murder  thee  beyond  thy  death  < 
Unjustly  scandal  thee  with  ravishment? 
It  was  so  far  from  r^ie,  that.  Heaven  doth  know. 
If  ever  the  first  lovers,  ere  they  fell» 
Knew  simply  in  the  state  of  innoceaoe,  * 
Such  was  this  act,  this,  that  do^  ask  no  blu^  ! 

Ger.  Oh,  but  my  rarest  Yioiante,  when 
My  lord  Randulpho,  brother  to  your  fiither. 
Shall  understand  this,  how  will  he  ezelaim. 
At  my  poor  aunt,  and  me,  mhiA  his  free  alms 
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Hath  nmaed,  since  Milan  by  the  duke  of  Mantua 
(Who  now  nsTurpa  it)  was  surprised  I  that  time 
My  &ther  and  my  mother  were  both  slain, 
With  my  aunt's  husband,  as  she  says,  their  states 
Despoil'd  and  seb'd ;  'tis  past  my  memory, 
But  thus  she  told  me :  Only  this  I  know. 
Since  I  could  understand,  your  honoured  uncle 
Hath  giren  me  all  the  liberal  education 
That  hifl  own  son  might  look  for,  had  he  one ; 
Nov  will  he  say,  '*  Dost  thou  requite  me  thus  ? '' 
Oh  !  the  thought  kills  me. 

P«o.  Gentle,  gentle  Gerrard, 
Be  cheer'dyand  hope  the  best  I  My  mother,  father, 
And  unde,  Iotc  me  most  indulgently, 
Bong  the  only  branch  of  all  their  stocks : 
But  neither  they,  nor  he  thou  wouldst  not  grieve 
With  this  unwelcome  news,  shall  ever  hear 
Violante'a  tongue  reveal,  much  less  accuse, 
Gerrard  to  be  the  fiitfaer  of  his  own : 
I'll  rather  silent  die,  that  thou  may'st  live 
To  see  th  j  little  oibpring  grow  and  thrive. 

Enter  Dobothsa. 

i>er.  Mistress,  away !  your  lord  and  father  seeks 
111  oonvey  Gerrud  out  at  the  back-door.      [you : 
He  has  foond  a  husband  for  you,  and  insults 
In  hiB  invention,  little  thinking  you 
UaTe  made  your  own  choice,  and  poesess'd  him 
too. 

F'to.  A  husband  ?  't  must  be  Gerrard,  or  my 
Farewell  !  be  only  true  unto  thyself,  [death. 

And  know.  Heaven's  goodness  shall  prevented  be, 
Ere  worthiest  Gerrard  suffer  harm  for  me. 

Ger.  Farewell,  my  life  and  soul !  Aunt,  to  your 
counsel 
I  flee  for  aid.— Oh,  unezpreasible  Love  !  thou  art 
An  undigested  heap  of  mixed  extremes. 
Whose  pangs  are  wakings,  and  whose  pleasures 

lExeunU 


So 
Thou 


Ask  tlty 
FerdL 


Anp* 


I  tOAJ 

Thronigh 


SCENE  \l.^Another  in  the  same, 

SnUr  Bamroouo,  AiroauNA,  aiulFaia>iNAWD. 

My  Angelina,  never  didst  thou  yet 
n&e,  as  in  this  consent ;  and  yet 

pleased  me  well,  I  swear,  old  wench  ! 
lia,ha!— 

,  she's  thine  own  |  thou'st  have  her,  boy ; 
good  lady  else. 
Whom  shall  I  have,  sir? 
"Whom  do  you  think,  i'  fidth  ? 
Guess! 
^oble  madam, 

^     (prompted  by  [my]  shallow  merit) 
j^our  profound  grace,  for  your  chamber- 
flow's  that  ?  how's  that  ?  [maid. 

fler  chambermaid,  my  lord. 
fler  chamber-pot,  my  lord ! — You  modest 
shew'dst  thyself  an  ass  till  now :  [ass ! 
;wenv  I  am  angry  with  thee!     Sirrah, 


Thoo 
'Fore    H 


j^  -vrliiteDieat  spirit's  not  yours  legitimate : 
AdvaiM^  T^*™^  hope,  an't  please  you  1  guess  again. 

Ana*  And  let  your  thoughts  flee  lugher ;  aim 
tliem  right, 
Sir  Tcn  iB»y  ^^  i  1^^  ^^6  theftirest  white. 

Pfffgi^   If  I  niay  be  so  bold  then,  my  good  lord, 
Your  i^^tror  doth  encourage  me  to  aspire 
To  catcb  my  lady's  gentlewoman. 


Benv.  Where? 
Where  would  yeu  catch  her  ? 
Do  you  know  my  daugbteifViolante,  sir  ? 

Ang.  Well  said  ;  no  more  about  the  bush ! 

Ferd,  My  good  lord, 
I  have  gased  on  Violante,  and  the  stars. 
Whose  heavenly  influence  I  admired,  not  knew  : 
Nor  ever  was  so  sinful  to  believe 
I  might  attain  it. 

Benv.  Now  you're  an  ass  again ; 
For,  if  thou  ne  er  attain'st,  'tis  only  long 
Of  that  faint  heart  of  thine,  which  never  did  it. 
She  is  your  lord's  heir,  mine,  Benvo^io's  heir, 
My  brother's  too,  Randulpho's ;  her  descent 
Not  behind  any  of  the  Millanois. 
And,  Ferdinand,  although  thy  parentage  be 
Unknown,  thou  know'st  that  I  have  bred  thee  up 
From  five  years  old ;  and  (do  not  blush  to  hear  it) 
Have  found  thy  wisdom,  trust,  and  fair  success 
So  full  in  all  my  affairs,  that  I  am  fitter 
To  call  thee  master  than  thou  me  thy  lord  : 
Thou  canst  not  be  but  sprung  of  gentlest  blood ; 
Thy  mind  shines  through  thee,  like  the  radiant  sun, 
Aldiough  thy  body  be  a  beauteous  cloud. 
Come !  seriously  this  is  no  flattery ; 
And  well  thou  Imow'st  it,  though  thy  modest  blood 
Rise  like  the  morning  in  thy  cheek  to  hear't : 
Sir,  I  can  speak  in  earnest.    Virtuous  service. 
So  meritorious,  Ferdinand,  as  yours. 
Yet  bashful  still,  and  silent,  should  extract 
A  fuller  price  than  impudence  exact : 
And  this  is  now  the  wages  it  must  have ; 
My  daughter  is  thy  wife,  my  wealth  thy  slave. 

Ferd.  Good  madam,  pinch  I  1  sleep !  does  my 
lord  mock. 
And  you  assist?  Custom's  inverted  quite  : 
For  old  men  now-a-days  do  flout  the  young. 

Benv.  Fetch  Violante  1 — ^As  I  intend  this 
Religiously,  let  my  soul  find  joy  or  pain ! 

lExit  Anobum  A. 

Ferd.  My  honour'd  lord  and  master,  if  1  hold 
That  worth  could  merit  such  felicity. 
You  bred  it  in  me,  and  first  purchased  it ; 
It  is  your  own,  and  what  productions 
In  all  my  &culties  my  soul  begets. 
Your  very  mark  is  on ;  you  need  not  add 
Rewards  to  him,  that  is  in  debt  to  you. 
You  saved  my  life,  sir,  in  the  massacre ; 
There  you  bf^t  me  new,  since  foster'd  me : 
Oh,  can  I  serve  too  much,  or  pray  for  you  ? 
Alas,  'tis  slender  payment  to  your  bounty. 
Your  daughter  is  a  Paradise,  and  I 
Unworthy  to  be  set  there  :  You  may  chuse 
The  royal'st  seeds  of  Milan. 

Benv.  Pr'ythee,  peace  I 
Thy  goodness  makes  me  weep.     I  am  resolved ; 
I  am  no  lord  o'  th'  time,  to  tie  my  blood 
To  sordid  muck ;  I  have  enough ;  my  name, 
My  state,  and  honours,  I  will  store  in  thee, 
Whose  wisdom  will  rule  well,  keep  and  increase : 
A  knave  or  fbol,  that  could  confer  the  like. 
Would  bate  each  hour,  diminish  every  day. 
Thou  art  her  prize  lot  then,  drawn  out  by  fate  : 
An  honest  wise  man  is  a  prince's  mate. 

Ferd.  Sir,  Heaven  and  you  have  over-charged 
my  breast 
With  grace  beyond  my  continence  ;  I  shall  burst ! 
The  blessing  you  have  given  me,  witness  saints, 
I  would  not  change  for  Milan  ! — Bat,  my  lord, 
Is  she  prepared  ? 
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Benv,  What  needs  preparatiTe, 
Where  such  a  cordial  is  prescribed  as  thou  ? 
Thy  person  and  thy  virtues,  in  one  scale. 
Shall  poise  hers,  with  her  beauty  and  her  wealth  ; 
If  not,  I  add  my  will  un(o  thy  weight 
Thy  mother's  with  her  now.   Son,  take  my  keys ; 
And  let  thy  preparation  for  this  marriage, 
(This  welcome  marriage)  long  determined  here, 
Be  quick,  and  gorgeous. — Gerrard  ! 

Ent-er  Gxiuu.iu>. 

Ger.  My  good  lord,    ' 
My  lord  your  brother  craTes  your  conference 
Instantly,  on  affairs  of  high  import. 

Benv,  Why,  what  news  ? 

Ger,  The  tyrant,  my  good  lord, 
Is  sick  to  death  of  his  old  apoplexy  $ 
Whereon  the  states  advise,  that  letters  missive 
Be  straight  dispatch'd  to  all  the  neighbour-coun- 
And  schedules  too  divulged  on  every  post,     [tries, 
To  enquire  the  lost  duke  forth :  Their  purpose  is 
To  re-instate  him. 

Benv.  'Tis  a  pious  deed. — 
Ferdinand,  to  my  daughter !  This  delay, 
Though  to  eo  good  a  purpose,  angers  me ; 
But  I'll  recover  it     Be  secret,  son  I 
Go  woo  with  truth  and  expedition.  lExit. 

Ferd.  Oh,  my  unsounded  joy ! — How  fares  my 
Gerrard, 
My  noble  twin-friend  ? — Fy,  thy  look  is  heavy. 
Sullen,  and  sour  ;  blanch  it  I  Didst  thou  know 
My  cause  of  joy,  thou'dst  never  sorrow  more, 
I  know  thou  lov'st  me  so.  How  dost  thou  ? 

Ger.  Well ; 
Too  well !  my  fraught  of  health  my  sickness  is  ; 
In  life,  I  am  dead ;  by  living,  dying  still. 

Ferd,  What  sublunary  mischief  can  predominate 
A  wise  man  thus  ?  or  doth  thy  friendship  play 
(In  this  antipathons  extreme)  with  mine, 
Lest  gladness  suffocate  me  ?  I,  I,  I  do  feel 
My  spirits  tum'd  to  fire,  my  blood  to  air, 
And  I  am  like  a  purified  essence 
Tried  from  all  drossy  parts ! 

Ger.  Werc't  but  my  life. 
The  loss  were  sacrifice ;  but  Virtue  must 
For  me  be  slain,  and  Innocence  made  dust ! 

Ferd.  Farewell,  good  Gerrard ! 

Ger.  Dearest  friend,  stay  ! 

Ferd,  Sad  thoughts  are  no  companions  for  me 
now, 
Much  less  sad  words  :  Thy  bosom  binds  some  secret, 
Which  do  not  trust  me  with  !  for  mine  retains 
Another,  which  I  must  conceal  from  thee. 

Ger,  I  would  reveal  it ;  'tis  a  heavy  tale. 
Canst  thou  be  true  and  secret  still  ? 

Ferd.  Why,  friend, 
If  you  continue  true  unto  yourself, 
I  have  no  means  of  falsehood.    Lock  this  door ; 
Come,  yet  your  prisoner's  sure. 

Ger.  Stay,  Ferdinand ! 

Ferd.  What  is  this  trouble  ?  love  ? 
Why,  thou  art  capable  of  any  woman. 
Dodi  want  oppress  thee  ?  I  will  lighten  thee. 
Hast  thou  offended  law  ?  my  lord  and  thine, 
And  I,  will  save  thy  life.  Does  servitude 
Upbraid  thy  freedom,  that  she  suffers  it? 
Have  patience  but  three  days,  and  I  will  make 

thee 
Thy  lord's  companion.     Can  a  friend  do  more  ?  * 

Ger.  Lend  me  the  means.    How  can  this  be  ? 


Ferd.  First,  let 
This  cabinet  keep  your  pawn,  and  I  wiU  trust ; 
Yet,  for  the  form  of  satisfaction. 
Take  this  my  oath  to  boot :  By  my  presumed 
Gentry,  and  sacred  known  Chnstiaiiity, 
ril  die  ere  I  reveal  thy  trust ! 

Ger,  Then  hear  it ! 
Your  lord's  fidr  daughter,  Violante,  is 
My  betroth'd  wife,  goes  great  with  child  by  me  ; 
And,  by  this  deed,  both  made  a  prey  to  law. 
How  may  I  save  her  life  ?  advise  me,  fnead. 

Ferd.  What  did  he  say  ?  Gerrard,  whose  vmoe 
was  that? 
Oh,  death  unto  my  heart,  bane  to  my  boo!  ! 
My  wealth  is  vanish'd  like  the  rich  man's  store : 
In  one  poor  minute,  all  my  dainty  fare 
But  juggling  dishes ;  my  (at  hope,  despair. 

Ger,  Is  this  so  odious  ?  where's  your  mirth  ? 

Ferd,  Why,  thou 
Hast  robb'd  me  of  it !  CretTard,  draw  thy  sword ; 
And  if  thou  lov'st  my  mistress'  chastity. 
Defend  it,  else  I'll  cut  it  from  thy  heart. 
Thy  thievish  heart  that  stole  it,  and  restore't ; 
Do  miracles  to  gain  her  i 

Ger,  Was  she  thine? 

Ferd.  Never,  but  in  my  wish,  and  her  lather's 
vow, 
Which  now  he  left  with  me ;  on  such  sure  tenns. 
He  call'd  me  eon,  and  will'd  me  to  provide 
My  wedding  preparation. 

Ger.  Strange  1 

Ferd.  Come,  let's 
Kill  one  another  quickly  ! 

Ger.  Ferdinand, 
My  love  is  old  to  her,  thine  new-b^got ; 
I  have  not  wrong'd  thee ;  think  upon  thine  oift '. 

Ferd.  It  manacles  me,  Gerrard  ;  else  this  hand 
Should  bear  thee  to  the  law.    Farewell  for  ever ! 
Since  friendship  is  so  fatal,  never  more 
Will  I  have  friend :  Thou  hast  put  so  sore  a  pies. 
That  all  my  weal's  litigious  made  by  thee.     lEnt. 

Ger.  I  did  no  crime  to  you. — His  love  transpons 
And  yet  I  mourn  that  cruel  destiny  [imo ! 

Should  make  us  two  thus  one  anodier's  cross. 
We  have  loved  since  boys ;  for  the  same  time  cut 
On  lord  Benvoglio,  that  my  aunt  and  I  [ium 

Were  succour'd  by  Randulpho :  Men  have  caQ'd  m 
The  parallels  of  Milan ;  and  some  said 
We  were  not  much  unlike.     Oh,  Heawen  divert. 
That  we  should  (ever  since  that  time)  be  breediai 
Mutual  destruction  I 

Enter  DoRarRSA. 

Dor.  Oh,  where  are  you  ?  You  have  made  a 
fair  hand !  By  Heaven,  yonder  is  your  aunt  vitli 
my  lady :  she  came  in  just  as  she  was  wooing  yo&r 
mistress  for  another ;  and  what  did  me  she,  bat  oat 
with  her  purse,  and  shewed  all  the  naked  tratk. 
i'faith.  Fy  upon  you  I  You  should  never  trust  ao 
old  woman  with  a  secret ;  they  cannot  hold,  thsf 
cannot  hold  so  well  as  we,  an  you'd  hang  '«o 
First,  there  was  swearing  and  staring ;  then  there 
was  howling  and  weeping,  and  Oh,  mf  dmmfikitr ! 
and  Oh,  mff  mother! 

Ger.  The  effect,  the  effect  ?    • 

Dor,  Marry,  no  way,  but  one  with  yon  * 

Ger.  Why,  vrelcome  I    Shall  she  'scape  ? 

Dor.  Nay,  she  has  made  her  'so^  already. 

Ger,  Why,  is  she  gone  ? 

Dor.  The  'scape  of  her  viiginity,  I  mean.    Y«.-« 

-  ^ 
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men  are  as  dull,  you  can  conceive  nothing ;  you 
think  it  b  enough  to  beget. 

Grr,  Ay; 
But  surely,  Dorothea,  that  'scaped  not ; 
Her  maidenhead  suffered. 

I>i>r.  And  yon  were  the  executioner. 

Ger.  But  what's  the  event  ?    Lord,  how  thou 

starvest  me,  Doll ! 
Dor,  "Lord,  how  thou  starvest  me,  DoU?" 
By  Heaven,  I  would  fiiin  see  you  cry  a  little !  Do 
you  stand  now,  as  if  you  could  get  a  child  ?  Come, 
1*11  rack  you  no  more;  this  is  the  heart  of  the 
bosiness — Always  provided,  slgnor,  that  if  it  please 
the  fates  to  make  you  a  lord,  you  be  not  proud, 
nor  forget  your  poor  handmaid  Doll,  who  was 
partly  accessary  to  the  incision  of  this  Holofemian 
maidenhead. 

Ger,  I  will  forget  my  name  first.  Speak ! 
I>oT,  Then  thus  :  My  lady  knows  all ;  her  sor- 
row is  reasonably  well  digested ;  has  vowed  to  con. 
oeal  it  from  my  lord,  till  delay  ripen  things  better ; 
vrills  you  to  attend  her  this  evening  at  the  back 
irate :  I'll  let  you  in,  where  her  own  confessor  shall 
pat  you  togeUier  lawfully,  ere  the  child  be  bom ; 
wfai<^  birth  is  very  near,  I  can  assure  you.  All 
yoor  chai^  is  your  vigiknce ;  and  ,t»><bring  with 
you  some  trusty  nurse,  to  convey  the  infant  out  of 
tlMf  house. 

Ger.  Oh,  beam  of  comfort !  Take. 

{Qivtt  money. 
Go,  tell  my  lady 
X  pray  for  her  as  I  walk.     My  joys  so  flow, 
That  what  I  speak  or  do,  I  do  not  know  1  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  111,-^Another  Room  in  the  same. 

DUMB  SHOW. 

En*^er  Tiox«Ajrrs  ai  one  DooTy  wefping,  tupporied  bp  Con- 
xxu  A  asMf  4M  Friar ;  at  another  Door,  Anobliita  teeepir^t 
att^ndUd  hp  Dorothka.    Yiolantb  kneeU  down  for  par- 
*U*9h.     AxfCBLnvA  thewing  remorse,  takes  her  up,  and 
cherrs  her  /  so  doth  Coritblia.    Anoklina  sends  Doro- 
thka Jbr  ChuwAJiD.    Enter  Gbrrard  with  Dorothba  ; 
AsfGtasvsA.   and  CoBTrBLfA  seem  to  chide  him,  shewing 
VroLAirrKlB  heavff  plight.    Yjoi^ntb  rtjoiceth  in  him; 
h^  imak£S  signt  tifsorrow,  entreating  pardon:  Anobuna 
hi^nffM  GsMiABO  and  Violamtb  to  the  Friar ;  he  joins 
t3um  hapui  in  hand,  takes  a  ring  /rom.GBRAARO,  puts  it 
om  YtoM^frm'a  Jtnger,  btesseth  them/  Gbrrard  kisseth 
\cr  ,•  the  'Friar  takes  his  leave.    Violajhtb  makes  show  of 
^rent  pa»M,  is  instantly  conveyed  in  by  the  Women,  Gbr- 
RAiu>  is  hiti  stay:  he  walks  in  meditation,  seeming  to 
yrap.     Es^ier  Dorothba,  whispers  him,  sends  him  out. 
Enter  Gkrbaro  with  a  Nurse  blindfold;  gives  her  a 
^furse.      3V»  them  enter  Aicobi,ina  and  Cornbua  with  an 
In/askt^  IM^p present  it  toOBRRARD,  he  kisseth  and  btesseth 
it,  puU  it  into  the  Nurse's  arms,  kneels,  and  takes  his 
Uave,     Exeunt  dU  severally » 


?CENE    IV. — Another  Room,  with  a  Curtain  in 

the  Back-ground. 

^fter  Bairvoauo  and  Ranoujupho. 

Benv,    Se's  dead,  you  say  then  ? 

Rand.    Certainly ;  and  to  hear 
rbe  people  now  dissect  him  now  he's  gone, 
Makes  my  ears  bum,  that  loved  him  not:  Such 

liJbeLi, 
^uch  allies  and  epigrsms,  they  have  made. 
More  odUnMB  than  he  was ! — Brother,  great  men 


Had  need  to  live  by  love,  meting  their  deeds 
With  Virtue's  rule  ;  sound  with  the  weight  of  judg. 

ment 
Their  privatest  action :  For  though,  while  they  live. 
Their  power  and  policy  masque  their  villainies, 
Their  bribes,  their  lust,  pride  and  ambition, 
And  make  a  many  slaves  to  worship  'em, 
That  are  their  flatterers,  and  their  bawds  in  these ; 
These  very  slaves  shall,  when  these  great  beasts  die. 
Publish  their  boweU  to  the  vulgar  eye. 

Ben.  'Fore  Heaven,  'tis  true.  But  is  Rinaldo, 
Our  good  duke,  heard  of  living  ?  [brother, 

Rand,  Living,  sir, 
And  will  be  shortly  with  the  senate :  has 
Been  close  concealed  at  Mantua,  and  relieved. 
But  what's  become  of  his,  no  tidings  yet ! 
But,  brother,  till  our  good  duke  shall  arrive. 
Carry  this  news  here.     Where's  your  Ferdinand  ? 

Benv,  Oh,  busy,  sir,  about  this  marriage : 
And  yet  my  girl  o'  th'  sudden  is  &ll'n  sick. 
You'll  see  her  ere  you  go. 

Rand,  Yes.     Well  I  love  her ; 
And  yet  I  wish  I  had  another  daughter 
To  gratify  my  Gerrard,  who,  by  Heaven, 
Is  all  the  glory  of  my  family. 
But  has  too  much  worth  to  live  so  obscure : 
m  have  him  secretary  of  estate 
Upon  the  duke's  return ;  for,  credit  me. 
The  value  of  that  gentleman's  not  known : 
His  strong  abilities  are  fit  to  guide 
The  whole  republic :  He  hath  learning,  youth. 
Valour,  discretion,  honesty  of  a  saint 
His  aunt  is  wond'rous  good  too. 

Benv,  You  have  spoke 
The  very  character  of  Ferdinand : 
One  is  the  other's  mirrour. 

The  Cfurtain  is  drawn,  Yioi^ktb  is  discovered  in  a  Bed, 
Anorlina  and  Dorothba  sitting  by  her. 

How  now,  daughter  ? 

Rand.  How  fares  my  niece  ? 

Viol.  A  little  better,  uncle,  than  I  was, 
I  thank  you. 

Rand.  Brother,  a  mere  cold ! 

Anff.  It  was 
A  cold  and  heat,  I  think ;  but  Heaven  be  thank'd, 
We  have  broken  that  away. 

Benv,  And  yet,  Violante, 
You  lie  alone  still,  and  you  see  what's  got. 

Dor.  Sure,  sir,  when  this  was  got,  she  had  a 
bed-fellow.  lAside. 

Rand.  What  has  her  cholic  left  her  in  her  belly  ? 

Dor,  'T  has  left  her,  but  she  has  had  a  sore  fit. 

Rand.  Ay,  that  same  cholic  and  stone's  inherent 
to  us 
O'  th'  woman's  side !  our  mothers  had  them  both. 

Dor.  So  has  she  had,  sir. — lAside."]  How  these 
old  fornicators  talk !  she  had  more  need  of  mace- 
ale,  and  Rhenish-wine  caudles.  Heaven  knows,  than 
your  aged  discipline. 

Benv,  Say. 

Ang.  She  will  have  the  man ;  and,  on  recovery. 
Will  wholly  be  disposed  by  you. 

Benv.  That's  my  wench ! — 

Enter  Fbrdinano  in  mourning. 

How  now !  what  change  is  this  ?  Whyv  Ferdinand, 
Are  these  your  robes  of  joy  should  be  indued  ? 
Doth  Hymen  wear  black  ?    I  did  send  for  yuu 
To  have  my  honourable  brother  witness 
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The  contract  I  will  make  'twixt  yoa  and  her. 
Pat  off  all  donbt ;  she  loves  you :  What  d'ye  say  ? 

Rand,  Speak,  man ;  why  look  you  so  distract- 
edly? 

Ferd,  There  are  your  keys,  sir:  I'll  no  con- 
Divinest  VioUnte,  I  will  serve  you  [tracts,  I. 

Thus  on  my  knees,  and  pray  for  you. 
Juno  Ludna,  fer  opemf 
My  inequality  ascends  no  higher : 
I  dare  not  marry  yon. 

Benv,  How's  this  ? 

Ferd.  Good-night! 
I  have  a  friend  has  almost  made  me  mad : 
I  weep  sometimes,  and  instantly  can  laugh ; 
Nay,  J  do  dance,  and  sing,  and  suddenly 
Roar  like  a  storm.    Strange  tricks  these !  are  they 

not? 
And  wherefore  all  this  ?  shall  I  tell  you  ?  no  ! 
Thorough   mine   ears,   my  heart  a  plague  hath 

caught; 
And  I  have  vow'd  to  keep  it  close,  not  shew 
My  grief  to  any,  for  it  has  no  cure.— 
On,  wand'ring  steps,  to  some  remote  place  move ! 
I'll  keep  my  vow,  though  I  have  lost  my  love. 

Benv.  'Fore  Heaven,  distracted  for  her!  Fare 
ye  well! 
I'll  watch  his  steps ;  for  I  no  joy  shall  find, 
TUl  I  have  found  his  cause,  and  calm'd  his  mind. 

Rand.  He's  overcome  with  joy. 

Ang.  'Tis  very  strange. 

Rand,  Well,  sister,  I  must  leave  you ;  the  time's 
busy. — 
Violante,  chear  you  up  1  And  I  pray  Heaven 
Restore  each  to  their  love,  and  health  again. 

lEjrtt. 

Viol.    Amen,  great  uncle ! — Mother,  what  a 
Unluckily  is  added  to  my  woe,  [chance 

In  this  young  gentleman ! 

Ang,  True,  Violante ; 
It  grieves  me  much. — Doll«  go  you  instantly. 
And  find  out  Gerrard  I  tell  him  his  friend's  hap. 
And  let  him  use  best  means  to  comfort  him ; 
But,  as  his  life,  preserve  this  secret  still ! 

Vioi,  Mother— I'd  not  offend  you — might  not 
Steal  in,  and  see  me  in  the  evening?         [Gerrard 

Ang.  Well; 
Bid  him  do  so. 

Viid.  Heaven's  blessing  o'  your  heart ! — 
Do  you  not  call  child-be^ing  travel,  mother  ? 

Ang.  Yes. 

Viol.  It  well  may  be :  The  bare-foot  traveller 
That's  bom  a  prince,  and  walks  his  pilgrimage. 
Whose  tender  feet  kiss  the  remorseless  stones 
Only,  ne'er  felt  a  travel  like  to  it 
Alas,  dear  mother,  you  groan'd  thus  for  me ; 
And  yet,  how  disobedient  have  I  been  ! 

Ang.  Peace,  Violante ;  thou  hast  always  been 
Gentle  and  good. 

Viol.  Gerrard  is  better,  mother : 
Oh,  if  you  knew  the  implicit  innocency 
Dwells  in  his  breast,  you'd  love  him  like  your 
I  see  no  reason  but  my  father  might         [pray'rs. 
Be  told  the  truth,  being  pleased  for  Ferdinand 
To  woo  himself;  and  Gerrard  ever  was 
His  fuU  comparative :  My  uncle  loves  him, 
As  he  loves  Ferdinand. 

Ang,  No,  not  for  the  world ! 
Since  his  intent  is  cross'd,  loved  Ferdinand 


Thus  ruin'd,  and  a  child  got  out  of  wedlock, 
His  madness  would  pursue  ye  both  to  deith ! 

VioL    As  you  please,  mother.     I  sm  nov, 
methinks, 
Even  in  the  land  of  Ease ;  I'll  sleep. 

Ang.  Draw  in 
The  bed  nearer  the  fire.— Silken  rest. 
Tie  all  thy  cares  up !  i^^^- 


SCENE  v.— 4  Grwe. 

EnUr  FsaDnrAHD,  and  Bcirroouo  prifHtUtp  tJUr  hm. 

Ferd,  Oh,  blessed  solitude!  Here  my  griefi 
may  speak ; 
Aud,  Sorrow,  I  will  argue  with  thee  now. 
Nothing  will  keep  me  company !  the  flowen 
Die  at  my  moan ;  the  gliding  silver  stresnu 
Hasten  to  flee  my  lamentations ; 
The  air  rolls  firom  'em ;  and  the  golden  son 
Is  smother'd  pale  as  Phoebe  with  my  sig^is : 
Only  the  earth  is  kind,  that  stays :  lliai,  Earth, 
To  &ee  will  I  complain.  Why  do  the  HesTeos 
Impose  upon  me  love  what  I  can  ne'er 
Enjoy  ?  Before  firuition  was  impossible, 
I  did  not  thirst  it :  Gerrard,  she  is  thine, 
Sealed  and  delivered ;  but  'twas  ill  to  stsin 
Her  virgin  state,  ere  ye  were  married. 
Poor  infant,  what's  become  of  thee  ?  thoa  knoi'^ 

not 
The  woe  thy  parents  brought  thee  to.  Desr  Earth, 
Bury  this  dose  in  thy  sterility ; 
Be  barren  to  this  seed,  let  it  not  grow! 
For  if  it  do,  'twill  bud  no  violet, 
Nor  gilly-flower,  but  wild  brier,  or  rank  me, 
Unsavoury  and  hurtfuL 

Benv,  Ferdinand, 
Thy  steel  hath  digged  the  earth,  thy  words  mj 
heart. 

Ferd,  Oh,  I  have  violated  &ith,  betnyed 
My  friend  and  innocency  I 

Benv.  Desperate  youUi, 
Violate  not  thy  soul  too !    I  have  showers 
For  thee,  young  man ;  but,  Genard,  flames  for 

thee  ! 
Was  thy  base  pen  made  to  daah  out  mine  honour, 
And  prostitute  my  daughter  ?  bastard,  wbore  r 
Come,  turn  thy  female  tears  into  revenge, 
Which  I  will  quench  my  thirst  with,  ere  1  xe 
Daughter,  or  wife,  or  branded  family. 
By  Heaven,  both  die  !  and,  for  amends, 
Ferdinando,  be  my  heir  1  I'll  to  my  brother ; 
First  tell  him  all,  then  to  the  duke  for  jnaCiee; 
This  morning  he's  received.     MoonUins  nor  ten 
Shall  bar  my  flight  to  vengeance  1  the  fonl  itaw 
Printed  on  me,  thy  blood  shall  rinse  agata.   i^ 

Ferd.  I  have  transgress'd  all  goodness,  widciBlr 
Raised  mine  own  curses  from  posterity ! 
Ill  follow,  to  redress  in  what  I  may ; 
If  not,  your  heir  can  die  as  well  as  they.      l^"' 


SCENE  VI.— ^n  Apartmeni  in  ike  Pekst- 

DUMB  SHOW. 

EinUr  Duke  Rinalto  with  Attendants,  ai  emt  ^' 
Stata,  RAKDutPBO.  and  GxaaAaD,  «<  OMi^tf-  ^ 
knea  to  the  Dukx,  kt  aeapts  UUir  ^btSiemtt.  «»^ 
rai*€t  them  «p;  Uup  prtfer  Oaiouw  C^CkcinC! 
wfto  tnUTtAiiu  Mm  ;  thtji  teat  tht  Don  «"  ^''' 
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JSntrr  Bimtoolio  and  FKRorifAND:  Bskyoouo  hneeU 
Jot  Justice  ;  FKaDiNANO  teenu  to  restrain  Mm.  Bbk- 
▼oeuo  gives  the  Dckx  a  paper  ,•  Dukk  read*,  frowns 
on  GcRRABO,  shetts  tJke  paper  to  the  States,  they  seem 
soTTT/,  consult,  cause  the  Guard  to  apprehend  him  / 
tkrjf  go  q/T  with  him.  Then  Randulpho  and  Biit. 
▼ooLio  seem  to  crave  Justice,  Ditkb  votes  it,  and  ejcit 
with  his  AtUmdants.  Randulpho,  Bkhyoouo,  and 
VmrnxntiAmy  confer.  Enter  to  them  Cornklia,  with 
two  Serrants ;  she  seems  to  expostulate  ;  Randulpho 
m  scorn  eausetk  her  to  be  thrust  out  poorljf.  Exit 
RAXDUumo.  Bemyoouo  bechons  Fiuu>inaki>  to  him, 
with  much  seeming  passion,  swears  him,  then  stamps 
writh  his  foot.  Enter  Dorotrsa,  with  a  Cup,  weeping, 
she  delivers  it  to  Fbrdiivand,  who  with  discontentexil, 
tfJMl  exeunt  Bsmroouo  ami  Dorothea. 


SCENE  YII. — A  Room  in  Bknvoglio's  House. 

Enter  Violamts. 

VioL  Gerrard  not  come  ?  nor  Dorothy  retum'd? 
Wliat  adverse  star  ruled  my  nativity  ? 
The  time  to-night  hath  heen  as  dilatory 
As  Isng^oishing  consunptions.    But  till  now, 
I  ne'er  durst  say,  my  Gerrard  was  unkind. 
lieaven  grant  aU  things  go  well !  and  nothing  does, 
If  he  be  ill,  which  I  mnch  fear  !  My  dreams 
Have  been  portentous  :  I  did  think  I  saw 
My  love  arrayed  for  battle  with  a  beast, 
A  faideona  monster,  armed  with  teeth  and  claws, 
Grinning^,  and  Tenomoas,  that  sought  to  make 
Both  us  a  prey ;  on's  tail  was  lash'd  in  blood 
/>ttr  ,*  and  his  forehead  I  did  plainly  see 
Held  characters  that  spell'd  Authority. 
This  rent  my  slumbers  ;  and  my  fearfol  soul 
Ran  searching  up  and  down  my  dismay'd  breast, 
To  find  a  port  to  escape.  Good  faith,  I  am  cold  ; 
But  Gerrard's  love  is  colder  :  Here  I'U  sit. 
And  think  myself  away. 

EnUr  FmoDtAiTD  with  a  Cup  and  a  Letter. 

Ferd.  The  peace  of  love 
Attend  the  sweet  Violante !  Read ; 
For  the  sad  news  I  bring  I  do  not  know : 
Only  I  sm  sworn  to  give  you  that,  and  this. 

Vioi.   Is  it  from  Gerrard  ?  gentle  Ferdinand, 
How  glsd  sun  I  to  see  you  thus  well  restored ! 
In  troth  he  nerer  wnmg*d  you  in  his  life, 
Nor  I»  bnt  always  held  fair  thoughts  of  you  : 
Knew  not  my  father's  meaning  till  of  late  ; 
ConiA  ne'er  haye  known  it  soon  enoogh  :  For,  sir, 
Gerrard's  and  my  aifection  began 
In  infancy  :  My  uncle  brought  him  oft 
In  long  costs  hither ;  you  were  such  another ; 
The  little  boy  would  kiss  me,  being  a  child, 
And  say  be  loTed  me,  give  me  all  his  toys, 
XjrsceletSy  rings,  sweetmeats,  all  his  rosy  smiles  : 
I  then  would  stand,  and  stare  upon  his  eyes, 
pXay  with  his  locks,  and  swear  I  loved  him  too ; 
For  snre»  methought,  he  was  a  little  Love ! 
He  wooed  so  prettily  in  innocence, 
rhat  then  be  warmed  my  fancy ;  for  I  felt 
fi.  f  limmerixig  beam  of  bve  kiadle  my  blood, 
^th    vrhicby  time  since  hath  made  a  flame  and 

ferd.   Ob,  gentle  innocent !  methinks  it  talks 
\^Y^  A  child  still,  whose  white  simplicity 
s;^^er  arri^c^J  at  sin.    Forgive  me,  lady ! 
[  have  ilestroyed  Gerrard  and  thee  ;  rebelled 
\jr^nBt      Heaven's    ordinance ;    dis-paired    two 
dores. 


Made  'em  sit  mourning;  slaughtered  love,  and 
The  heart  of  all  integrity.    This  breast  [cleft 

Was  trusted  with  the  secret  of  your  vow, 
By  Gerrard,  and  revealed  it  to  your  father. 

Viol.  Ha ! 

Ferd.  Read,  and  curse  me  ! 

Viol,  Neither ;  I  will  never 
Nor  write,  nor  read  again  ! 

Ferd,  My  penance  be  it !  {Reads. 

''  Your  labyrinth  is  found,  your  lust  proclaim M." 

Viol.  Lust?  hum! 
My  mother  sure  felt  none  when  I  was  got. 

Ferd.  **  I,  and  the  law,  implacably  offended  ; 
Grerrard's  imprisoned,  and  to  die." 

Viol.  Oh,  Heaven ! 

Ferd.  **  And  you  to  suffer,  with  reproach  and 
A  public  eiecution.     I  have  sent  you  [scoffs. 

An  antidote  'gainst  shame,  poison,  by  him 
You  have  most  wrong'd :  Give  him  your  penitent 

Viol.  Hum  !  'tis  not  truth.  [tears." 

Ferd.  "  Drink,  and  farewell  for  ever ! 
And  though  thy  whoredom  blemish  thy  whole  line. 
Prevent  the  hangman's  stroke,  and  die  like  mine." 

Viol.  Oh,  woe  is  me  for  Gerrard !  I  have  brought 
Confusion  on  the  noblest  gentleman 
That  ever  truly  loved.    But  we  shall  meet 
Where  our  condemners  shall  not,  and  enjoy 
A  more  refined  affection  than  here : 
No  law  nor  father  hinders  marriage  there 
'Twixt  souls  divinely  affied  as,  sure,  ours  were  ; 
There  we  will  multiply  and  generate  joys, 
Like  fruitful  parents. — Luckless  Ferdinand, 
Where's  the  good  old  gentlewoman,  my  husband's 
aunt? 

Ferd.  Thrust  from  your  uncle,  to  all  poverty. 

Viol.  Alas,  the  pity  I     Reach  me,  sir,  the  cup  : 
I'll  say  my  prayers,  and  take  my  father's  physic. 

Ferd,  Oh,  villain  that  I  was,  I  had  forgot 
To  spill  the  rest,  and  am  unable  now 
To  stir  to  hinder  her  ! 

Viol.  What  ail  you,  sir  ? 

Ferd.  Your  father  is  a  monster,  I  a  villain, 
This  tongue  has  kill'd  you  ! — Pardon,  Violante ! 
Oh,  pardon,  Grerrard  !  and  for  sacrifice 
Accept  my  life,  to  expiate  my  fault : 
I  have  drunk  up  the  poison. 

Viol.  Thou  art  not  so 
Uncharitable  I  a  better  fellow  far ; 
Thou  hast  left  me  half.    Sure  Death  is  now  a-dry. 
And  calls  for  more  blood  still  to  quench  his  thirst. 
I  pledge  thee,  Ferdinand,  to  Gerrard's  health  ! 

lJ>rinks. 

Dear  Gerrard,  poor  aunt,  and  unfortunate  friend  I 
Ay  me,  that  love  should  breed  true  lovers'  end ! 
Ferd,  Stay,    madam,  stay  ! — Help,  hoa  !    for 
Heaven's  sake,  help  ! — 
Improvident  man  !  that  good  I  did  intend 
For  satisfaction,  saving  of  her  life. 
My  equal  cruel  stars  made  me  forget 

Enter  Aicoxlina  wiOi  two  Servants. 

Ang.  What  spectacle  of  death  assaults  me?  oh  ! 

Viol.  My  dearest  mother,  I  am  dead  :  I  leave 
Father,  and  friends,  and  life,  to  follow  Love. 
Good  mother,  love  my  child,  that  did  no  ill. 
Fy,  how  men  lie,  that  say,  death  is  a  pain  ! 
Or  has  he  changed  his  nature  ?  like  soft  sleep 
He  seizes  me.     Your  blessing !    Last,  I  crave, 
That  I  may  qest  by  Gerrard  in  his  grave.      IFaiis. 

Ferd.  There  lay  me  too.  Oh,  noble  mistress,  I 
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Have  caused  all  this,  and  therefore  justly  die. 
That  key  will  open  all.  IFail*. 

Ang.  Oh,  viperous  father  ! 
For  Heaven's  sake,  bear  'em  in  !     Run  for  phy- 

sicianSi 
And  medicines  quickly !  Heaven,  thou  shalt  not 

have  her 
Yet ;  'tis  too  soon :  Alas,  I  have  no  more  ; 
And,  taking  her  away,  thou  robb*Bt  the  poor. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  Vlll.—^n  open  place  in  the  City. 

fnterRiNAUX),  states,  Ramoulpho,  Bknvoolio,  Gbrrabd, 
Secretary,  Executioner,  and  Guard. 

Rin.  The  law,  as  greedy  as  your  red  desire, 
Benvoglio,  hath  cast  this  man  :  'Tis  pity 
So  many  excellent  parts  are  swallowed  up 
In  one  foul  wave.     Is  Violante  sent  for  ? 
Our  justice  must  not  lop  a  branch,  and  let 
The  body  grow  still. 

Benv.  Sir,  she  will  be  here. 
Alive  or  dead,  I  am  sure. 

Ger,  How  chearfiilly  my  countenance  comments 
death ! 
That  which  makes  men  seem  horrid,  I  will  wear 
Like  to  an  ornament.     Oh,  Violante  I 
Might  my  life  only  satisfy  the  law. 
How  jocundly  my  soul  would  enter  Heaven ! 
Why  shouldst  thou  die  %  thou  wither'st  in  thy  bud, 
As  I  have  seen  a  rose,  ere  it  was  blown. — 
I  do  beseech  your  grace,  the  statute  may 
(In  this  case  made)  be  read  :  Not  that  I  hope 
To  extenuate  my  offence  or  penalty, 
But  to  see  whether  it  lay  hold  on  her. 
And  since  my  death  is  more  exemplary 
Than  just,  this  public  reading  will  advise 
Caution  to  others. 

Rin,  Read  it. 

Rand,  Brother,  does  not 
Your  soul  groan  under  this  severity  ? 

See.  [Reads,"]  ^*  A  statute  provided  in  case  of 
unequal  matches,  marriages  against  parents'  con- 
sent, stealing  of  heirs,  rapes,  prostitutions,  and 
such  like  :  That  if  any  person  meanly  descended, 
or  ignorant  of  his  own  parentage,  which  implies  aa 
much,  shall,  with  a  foul  intent,  unlawfully  solicit 
the  daughter  of  any  peer  of  the  dukedom,  he  shall 
for  the  same  oifence  forfeit  his  right-hand  :  But  if 
he  further  prostitute  her  to  his  lust,  he  shall  first 
have  his  right-hand  cut  off,  and  then  suffer  death 
by  the  common  executioner.  After  whom,  the 
lady  so  offending  shall  likewise  the  next  day,  in 
the  same  manner,  die  for  the  fact." 

Get,  This  statute  has  more  cruelty  than  tense  ! 
I  see  no  ray  of  mercy.     Must  the  lady 
Suffer  death  too  t  Suppose  she  were  enforced. 
By  some  confederates  borne  away,  and  ravished ; 
Is  she  not  guiltless  ? 

Rin,  Yes,  if  it  be  proved. 

Ger.  This  case  b  so :  I  ravished  Violante. 

State.  Who  ever  knew  a  rape  produce  a  child ! 

Benv.  Pish!  these  are  idle.  Will  your  grace 
The  executioner  proceed  ?  [command 

Rin.  Your  office  I 

Ger.  Farewell  to  thy  enticing  vanity, 
Thou  round  gilt  box,  that  dost  deceive  man's  eye ! 
The  wise  man  knows,  when  open  thou  art  broke, 
The  treasure  thou  includ'st  is  dust  and  smoke ; 
Even  thus,  I  cast  thee  by.— My  lords,  the  law 


Is  but  the  great  man's  mule ;  he  tides  on  it, 
And  tramples  poorer  men  under  his  feet: 
Yet  when  they  come  to  knock  at  yon  bright  gate, 
One's  rags  shall  enter  'fore  the  other's  state. 
Peace  to  ye  all ! — Here,  sirrah,  strike  I  This  hsnd 
Hath  Violante  kiss'd  a  thousand  times ; 
It  smells  sweet  ever  since :  This  was  the  hand 
Plighted  my  faith  to  her ;  do  not  thmk  thoa  caost 

Cut  that  in  sunder  with  my  hand My  lord, 

As  free  from  speck  as  this  arm  is,  my  heart 
Is  of  foul  lust,  and  every  vein  glides  here 
As  full  of  truth.— Why  does  thy  hand  shake  so  ? 
'Tis  mine  must  be  cut  off,  and  that  is  firm ; 
For  it  was  ever  constant. 

Bnttr  CoBHKiaA  veUed. 

Cor.  Hold  !  your  sentence 
Unjustly  is  pronounced,  my  lord  !  This  blow 
Cuts  your  hand  off ;  for  his  is  none  of  yours, 
But  Violante's,  given  in  holy  marriage 
Before  she  was  delivered,  consummated 
With  the  free  will  of  her  mother,  by  her  confessor. 
In  lord  Benvoglio's  house. 

Ger,  Alas,  good  aunt, 
That  helps  us  nothing ;  else  I  had  reveal'd  it 

jf?tn.  What  woman's  this  ? 

Benv.  A  base  confederate 
In  this  proceeding,  kept  of  alms  long  time 
By  him ;  who  now,  exposed  to  misery. 
Talks  thus  distractedly. — Attach  her,  guard  \ 

Rand,  Your  cruelty,  brother,  will  have  end. 

Cor,  You'd  best 
Let  them  attach  my  tongue. 

Rin,  Good  woman,  peace  ! 
For,  were  this  truth,  it  doth  not  help  thynephevj 
The  law's  infringed  by  their  disparity ; 
That  forfeits  boUi  their  lives. 

Cor,  Sir,  with  your  pardon. 
Had  your  grace  ever  children  ? 

Rin.  Thou  hast  put  j 

A  question,  whose  sharp  point  toncheth  my  heart  I 
I  had  two  little  sons,  twins,  who  were  both 
(With  my  good  duchess)  slain,  as  I  did  hear, 
At  that  time  when  my  dukedom  was  surprised. 

Cor,  I  have  heard  many  say,  my  grsdoas  lord,; 
That  I  was  wond'roos  like  her.  [IbpHJi 

Chnnes,  Ha  1 

Rin,  By  all  man's  joy,  it  is  Cornelia, 
My  dearest  wife  1 

Cor,  To  ratify  me  her, 
Come  down,  Alphonso,  one  of  those  two  t«io». 
And  take  thy  father's  blessmg  I  Thou  hast  biokc 
No  law,  thy  birth  being  above  thy  wife*s : 
Ascanio  is  the  other,  named  Fernando, 
Who,  by  remote  means,  to  my  loitl  Bcaivpglio 
I  got  preferr'd ;  and  in  poor  habits  dad, 
(You  fled,  and  the  innovation  laid  again) 
1  wrought  myself  into  Randolpho's  servioe. 
With  my  eldest  boy ;  yet  never  durst  reveal 
What  they  and  I  were,  no,  not  to  tfaemsehr^ 
Until  the  tyrant's  death. 

Rin.  My  joy  has  fill'd  me 
Iiike  a  fuU-winded  sail !  I  cannot  speak ! 

Ger,  Fetch  Violante  and  my  brother. 

Benv,  Run, 
Run  like  a  spout,  yon  rogue  I  A  pox  o'  poisoa ! 
That  little  whore  I  trusted  will  betray  me. 
Stay,  hangman !   I  have  work  for  you :  Th«^ 

gold; 
Cut  off  my  head,  or  hang  me,  presently ! 
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f  d^t  MuHe.  Snter  Anobuha,  wtk  Ou  Bodies  (^  Fbroi- 
XAXO  and  VjoLAim  on  a  BUr  ;  Dorothka  carrying  Vu 
Cmp  and  Letter^  which  she  gives  to  RnvAuw  /  he  reads, 
seems  sorrotf^l;  shews  it  to  CoamuA  and  Obhiuro, 
thry  tauutU  over  the  Bier.  Rakdolpbo  and  Bkjvtoolio 
seem/ear/ul,  and  seem  to  report  to  Akocluca  and  Do- 
noTBBA  wktU  hath  passed  b^ore. 

JRtauL  This  is  your  rashness,  brother ! 

Min.  Oh,  joy,  ihou  wert  too  great  to  last ; 
This  was  a  craei  tnmiDg  to  our  hopes  1 
Uimatural  father !  poor  Ascanio  I 

Ger.  Oh,  mother,  let  me  be  Gerrard  again, 
And  follow  Violante ! 

C9r»  Oh,  my  son 

Sin,  Tour  Htcs  yet,  bloody  men,  shall  answer 
this. 

/>or.  1  must  not  see  'em  longer  griere. — ^My 
Be  comforted ;  let  sadness  generally  [lord, 

Forsake  each  eye  and  bosom  ;  they  both  lire : 
For  poison,  I  infused  mere  opium ; 
Holding  compulsive  peijury  less  sin 
Than  snch  a  loathed  murder  would  have  been. 

^ii.  Oh,  blessed  maiden ! 

I^&r.  Music,  gently  creep 
Into  their  ears,  and  fright  hence  lazy  sleep ! 

IMusie. 

Jforpheus,  command  thy  servant  Sleep 
In  ieaden  chains  no  longer  keep 
This  prince  and  lady  t  Rite,  wake,  rise. 
And  round  about  convey  your  eyes  I 
Jlise,  prince  ;  yo,  greet  thy  father  and  thy  mo- 

ther; 
Rite  thoUn  to  embrace  thy  husband  and  thy  bro^ 
iher, 

Rin.   Cor.  Son,  daughter  ! 

Ferd^  Father,  mother,  brother ! 

Ger.  Wife! 

Vioi.  Are  we  not  all  in  Heayen ! 

Ger,  'Faith,  very  near  it. 

Ferd,   How  can  this  be  ? 

/?»».   Hear  it ! 

D<^,  If  I  had  senred  you  right,  I  should  have 
Yonr  old  pate  off,  ere  I  had  reveal'd.  [seen 

Benv^  Oh,  wench ! 
Oh,  honest  wench  !  if  my  wife  die^  I'U  marry  thee : 
There's  my  reward. 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  DEATH. 


SCENE   Y.—^Angers,    A  Room  in  the  House  of 

Lavall. 

JSmUt  IiATAix,  Gabbiclla,  and  Mabla. 

Gab.   N^o,  good  my  brd,  I  am  not  now  to  find 
four  loDgr  i>^lc<^  ^^  ™^  •  All  those  affections 
^oa  came  first  dad  in  to  my  love,  like  summer, 
.iisty  and  ftiU  of  life ;  all  those  desires 
"hat  like   tlie  painted  spring  bloom'd  round  about 
living  tbe  bAppy  promise  of  an  harvest,  [ye, 

[ow  ba-re  I  m^i>  <^P  ^i  ^'^^  ^sU  forgotten  ! 
nth  the  least  lustre  of  another's  beauty, 
Unr  oft,  forgetful  lord,  have  I  been  blasted ! 
Ca<s  I  so  esBily  won  ?  or  did  this  body 

ield  to  ycfOT  fislse  embraces,  with  less  labour 
han  if  wcyia  had  carried  some  strong  town  ? 


Lav,  Good  Gabriella ! 

G<Ut.  Could  all  your  snbtilties  and  sighs  betray 
me. 
The  TOWS  ye  shook  me  with,  the  tears  ye  drown'd 
Till  I  came  feirly  off  with  honoured  marriage  ?  [me, 
Oh,  fy,  my  lord ! 

Lav.  Pr'ythee,  good  Gabriella ! 

Gab,  'Would  I  had  never  known  you,  nor  your 
honours ! 
They  are  stuck  too  full  of  griefs.     Oh,  happy  wo- 
That  plant  your  lore  in  equal  honest  bosoms,  [men, 
Whose  sweet  desires,  like  roses  set  together, 
Make  one  another  happy  in  their  blushes. 
Growing  and  dying  without  sense  of  greatness. 
To  which  I  am  a  riave  I  and  that  blest  sacrament 
That  daily  makes  millions  of  happy  mothers, 

/  /  3 


Rin.  'Tistrue. 

Ferd,  'Tis  very  strange. 

Ger.  Why  kneel  you,  honest  master  ? 

Ferd,  My  good  lord ! 

Ger,  Dear  mother  I 

Rin.  Rise,  rise !  all  are  friends.    I  owe  ye 
For  all  their  boards :  And,  wench,  take  thou  the 

man 
Whose  life  thou  sayed'st;  less  cannot  pay  thy 
How  shall  I  part  my  kiss  ?  I  cannot !  let    [merit. 
One  generally  therefore  join  our  cheeks. 
A  pen  of  iron,  and  a  leaf  of  brass, 
To  keep  this  story  to  eternity. 
And  a  Promethean  wit !— Oh,  sacred  Love, 
Nor  chance,  nor  death,  can  thy  firm  truth  remove. 

lExeunt.    Nourish. 

Eman,  Now,  Isabella? 

Isab,  This  can  true  love  do. 
I  joy  they  all  so  happily  are  pleased  I 
The  ladies  and  the  bro^rs  must  triumph. 

Eman.  They  do ; 
For  Cupid  scorns  but  to  have  his  Triumph  too. 

IFlourish.    \ 

TRX  TSIUMPB.  I 

Enter  divers  Musicians,   then  certain  Bingers,  bearing    ■ 
Bannerets^  inscribed^  Truth,  Loyalty,  Patience,  Con-    ! 
cord ;  next,  Oxrrard  and  Fbrdinand  with  Garlands  of 
Bases  t  then  YtohAim ;  last,  a  Chariot  drawn  by  two 
Cupids,  and  a  Capid  sitting  in  it. 

Flourish,   J?nlcr  Prologue. 

ProL  Love,  and  the  strength  of  fair  affection. 
Most  royal  sir,  what  long  seem'd  lost,  have  won 
Their  perfect  ends,  and  crowned  those  constant 

hearts 
With   lasting  triumph,  whose  most  virtuous 

parts^ 
Worthy  desires,  and  love,  shall  never  end. 
Now  turn  we  round  the  scene  ;  and,  great  sir, 

lend 
A  sad  and  serious  eye  to  this  of  Death. 
This  black  and  dismal  triumph  ;  where  man*s 

breath. 
Desert,  and  guilty  blood,  ascend  the  stage  ; 
And  view  the  tyrant,  ruin*d  in  his  rage, 

[Exit.   Flouriah. 


Link'd  me  to  this  man's  lust  alone,  there  left  me : 
I  dare  not  say  I  am  hit  wife,  'tis  dang;eroas  ; 

His  love  I  cannot  say.     Alas,  how  many 

Lav,  You  grow  too  warm ;  pray  you  be  content ! 
You  best  know 
The  time's  necessity,  and  how  our  marriage, 
Being  so  much  unequal  to  mine  honour, 
While  the  duke  lives,  I  standing  high  in  favour, 
(And,  whilst  I  keep  that  safe,  next  to  the  dukedom) 
Must  not  be  known,  without  my  utter  ruin. 
Have  patience  for  a  while,  and  do  but  dream,  wench, 
The  glory  of  a  duchess. — How  she  tires  me  !  lAtidt. 
How  dull  and  leaden  is  my  appetite 
To  that  stale  beauty  now  I  Oh,  I  could  curse 
And  crucify  myself  for  childish  doting 
Upon  a  face  that  feeds  not  with  fresh  figures 
Every  fresh  hour ;  she  is  now  a  surfeit  to  me ! — 

Enter  Obntillx. 

Who's  that  ?  Gentille  ? — I  charge  ye,  no  acquaint- 
ance, lApart  to  Gabmblla. 

You  nor  your  maid,  vrith  him,  nor  no  discourse, 
Till  times  are  riper ! 

Gent.  Fy,  my  noble  lord ! 
Can  you  be  now  a  stranger  to  the  court, 
When  your  most  virtuous  bride  the  beauteous 

HeUena, 
Stands  ready  like  a  star  to  gild  your  happiness  ? 
When  Hymen's  lusty  fires  are  now  a-lighting, 
And  all  the  flower  of  Anjou— > 

Lav,  Some  few  trifles, 
For  matter  of  adornment,  have  a  little 
Made  me  so  slow,  Gentille;  which  now  in  readiness, 
I  am  for  court  immediately. 

Gent,  Take  heed,  sir ! 
This  is  no  time  for  trifling,  nor  she  no  lady 
To  be  now  entertain'd  with  toys ;  'twill  cost  you — 

Lav.  You're  an  old  cock,  Gentille. 

Gent.  By  your  lordship's  favour 

Lav.  Pr  ythee,  away !  'twill  lose  time. 

Gent.  Oh,  my  lord, 
Pardon  me  that,  by  all  means  ! 

Lav.  We  have  business 
A-foot,  man,  of  more  moment ! 

Gent.  Than  my  manners  ? 
I  know  none,  nor  I  seek  none. 

Lav.  Take  to-morrow ! 

Gent.  Even  now,  by  vour  lordship's  leave. — Ex- 
My  service  here  I  ever  dedicate,      [cellent  beauty, 
In  honour  of  my  best  friend,  your  dead  father, 
To  you,  his  living  virtue ;  and  wish  heartily, 
That  firm  affection  that  made  us  two  happy, 
May  take  as  deep  undying  root,  and  flourish 
Betwixt  my  daughter  Casta,  and  your  goodness, 
Who  shall  be  still  your  servant. 

Gab.  I  much  thank  you. 

Lav,  Pox  o'  this  dreaming  puppy  ! — ^Will  you 

Gent.  A  little  more,  good  lord  I  [go,  sir  ? 

Lav.  Not  now,  by  Heaven ! 
Come,  I  must  use  you. 

Gent.  Goodness  dwell  still  with  you  ! 

lExeunt  QmtrmjjM  and  Lavall. 

Gab.  The  sight  of  this  old  gentleman,  Maria, 
Pulls  to  mine  eyes  again  the  living  picture 
Of  Perolot  his  virtuous  son,  my  &3t  love. 
That  died  at  Orieans. 

Maria.  You  have  felt  both  fortunes. 
And  in  extremes,  poor  lady  !  for  young  Perolot, 
Being  every  way  unable  to  maintain  you, 
Durst  not  make  known  his  love  to  friend  or  father; 
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My  lord  Lavall,  being  powerful,  and  you  poor. 
Will  not  acknowledge  you. 

Gab.  No  more  !  Let's  in,  wench ; 
There  let  my  lute  speak  my  laments  !  they  hare 
tired  me.  lEseunt. 


SCENE  ll.^Beifare  the  Palace, 
Enter  TufO  Courtien. 

1  Court,  I  grant,  the  duke  is  wond'rous  pron. 
In  his  now  pluiting  for  succession  ;  [dent 
I  know  his  care  as  honourable  in  the  choice  too, 
Marine's  fair  virtuous  daughter :  But  what's  all 
To  what  end  excellent  arrives  this  travel,  [this  ? 
When  he  that  bears  the  main  roof  is  so  rotten  ? 

2  Court  You  have  hit  it  now  indeed;  for,  if 
He  is  untemperate.  [Fame  lie  not, 

1  Court.  Ifou  express  him  pooriy, 

Too  gentle,  sir :  The  most  debosh'd  and  barbarous, 
Believe  it ;  the  most  void  of  all  humanity, 
Howe'er  his  cunning  doke  it  to  his  uncle. 
And  those  his  pride  depends  upon. 

2  Court,  I  have  heard  too, 
Given  excessively  to  drink. 

1  Court,  Most  certain. 

And  in  that  drink  most  dangerous :  I  speak  these 

things 
To  one  I  know  loves  truth,  and  dares  not  wnnf; 

2  Court,  You  may  speak  on.  [her. 

1  Court,  Uncertain  as  the  sea,  sir, 
Proud  and  deceitful  as  his  sin's  great  master ; 
His  appetite  to  women,  (for  there  he  carries 
His  main-sail  spread)  so  boundless  and  abominable, 
That  but  to  have  her  name  by  that  tongue  spoken. 
Poisons  the  virtue  of  the  purest  vir^gin. 

2  Court.  I  am  sorry  for  young  Gabriella  then. 
A  maid  reputed,  ever  of  fair  carriage ; 

For  he  has  been  noted  visiting. 

1  Court,  She  is  gone  then  ; 

Or  any  else,  that  promises,  or  power, 
Gifts,  or  his  guileful  vows,  can  work  upon : 
But  these  are  but  poor  parcels. 

2  Court.  'Tis  great  pity  ! 

1  Court.  Nor  want  these  sins  a  chief  saint  to 

befriend  'em : 
The  devil  follows  him  ;  and,  for  a  truth,  sir, 
Appears  in  visible  figure  often  to  him ; 
At  which  time  he's  possess'd  vrith  sadden  traoco. 
Cold  deadly  sweats,  and  griping  of  the  consdacc 
Tormented  strangely,  as  they  say. 

2  Court.  Heaven  turn  him ! 

This  marriage-day  may'st  thou  well  curse,  bir 

But  let's  go  view  the  ceremony.  [Hda'-* 

1  Court,  I'll  walk  with  you.  [£*«»'- 


SCENE  III A  Street  before  Latall's  Hwst. 

Mutie,  OABaiBiXA  and  Maaia  appear  mt  a  Whtdme. 
belowt  enter  Lavau.,  Hkllcha.  (Statas  in  tokmnUf  u  '•' 
Marriage,  and  pass  over  /   them  Duaa,  Mabots,  oj^I 

hOHQAVWLn. 

Maria.  I  hear  'em  oome ! 

Gab.  'Would  I  might  never  hear  more ! 

Maria,  I  told  you  still ;  but  yoa  were  so  mat 
See,  there  they  kiss !  [diiba»- 

Gab.  Adders  be  your  embraces  ! 
The  poison  of  a  rotten  heart,  oh,  HeQeo, 
Blast  thee  at  I  have  been !  Just  such  a  flattery. 


I  With  that  same  cmming  face,  that  smile  apon't, 
(Ob.  mark  it,  Mary,  mark  it  seriously  1) 
That  master  smile  caught  me. 

Moria.  There's  the  old  duke,  and 
Marine  her  father. 
I     Gab.  Oh! 

Maria,  There  LoDgaville ; 
The  ladies  now. 

Gab.  Ob,  I  am  murder'd,  Mary ! — 
Beast,  most  inconstant  beast ! 

Maria.  There 

Gab.  There  I  am  not ; 
No  more— I  am  not  there.    Hear  me,  oh,  Heaven ! 
Aod,  all  you  pow'rs  of  justice,  bow  down  to  me ! 
fiat  you,  of  pity,  die.     I  am  abused  ; 
She  th^  depended  on  your  providence. 
She  is  abused !  your  honour  is  abused  1 
That  noble  piece  ye  made,  and  call'd  it  marif 
h  tom'd  to  devil :  all  the  world's  abused ! 
Give  me  a  woman's  will,  provoked  to  mischief, 
A  two-edged  heart ;    my  suffering  thoughts  to 

wildfires. 
And  my  embraces  to  a  timeless  grave  turn ! 

Maria.  Here  I'll  step  in  ;  for  'tis  an  act  of  merit 

Gab.  I  am  too  big  to  utter  more. 

Maria.  Take  time  then.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  IV.—The  tame. 
Enter  GB>mu.x  and  Casta. 

GtrU.  This  solitary  life  at  home  undoes  thee. 
Obscures  thy  beauty  first,  which  should  prefer  thee; 
Next,  fills  thee  full  of  sad  thoughts,  which  thy  years 
Man  not  arrive  at  yet ;  they  choke  thy  sweetness  : 
Follow  the  time,  my  girl ;  and  it  will  bring  thee 
Ereti  to  the  fellowship  of  the  noblest  women, 
Hellen  herself,  to  whom  I  would  prefer  thee. 
And  under  wbom  this  poor  and  private  carriage, 
'Which  I  am  only  able  yet  to  reach  at) 
Being  cast  off,  and  all  thy  sweets  at  lustre. 
Will  take  thee  as  a  fair  friend,  and  prefer  thee. 

Casta.  Good  sir,  be  not  so  cruel  as  to  seek 
To  kill  that  sweet  content  you  have  bred  me  to. 
Have  I  not  here  enough  to  thank  Heaven  for  ? 
The  free  air,  oncorrupted  with  new  flattery  } 
The  water  that  I  touch,  unbribed  with  odours 
To  make  me  sweet  to  others  ?  the  pure  fire 
Not  smother'd  up,  and  choak'd  with  lustful  in- 
cense 
To  make  my  blood  sweat  ?  but,  burning  clear  and 

Tells  me  my  mind  must  flame  up  so  to  Heaven. 
Wbat  should  I  do  at  court  ?  wear  rich  apparel  ? 
Methinks  these  are  as  warm,  and,  for  your  state, 

Wealthy  enough  :  Is  it,  you  would  have  me  proud, 
And,  like  a  pageant,  stuck  up  for  amazements  } 
Teach  Dot  your  child  to  tread  that  path ;  for  fear, 

sir, 
\  our  dry  bones,  after  death,  groan  in  your  grave 
riif  miseries  that  follow. 

(•ent.  Excellent  Casta ! 

Ca^ta.  When  shall  I  pray  again,  a  courtier  ? 
^)r  when  I  do,  to  what  god?  what  new  body 
And  new  face  must  I  make  me,  with  new  manners 
!F()r  1  must  be  no  more  myself)  ?  whose  mistress 
^luit  I  be  first  ?  with  whose  sin  offering  season'd  ? 
^nd  when  I  am  grown  so  great  and  glorious 
^i(h  prostitution  of  my  burning  beauties, 


That  great  lords  kneel,  and  princes  beg  for  favours, 
Do  you  think  I'll  be  your  daughter,  a  poor  gen- 
Or  know  you  for  my  father  ?  [tleman's, 

Gent.  My  best  Casta  ! 
Oh,  my  most  virtuous  child !  Heaven  reigns  with- 
in thee  ! 
Take  thine  own  choice,  sweet  child,  and  live   a 
saint  stiU. — 

Enter  Lavall. 

The  lord  Lavall  1  stand  by,  wench. 

Tmv.  Gabriella — 
She  cannot,  nor  she  dares  not  make  it  known  ; 
My  greatness  crushes  her,  whene'er  she  offers  : 
Why  should  I  fear  her  then  ? 

Gent,  Come  ;  let's  pass  on,  wench. 

Lav.  Gentille,  come  hither  ! — Who's  that  gen- 
tlewoman ? 

Gent.    A  child  of  mine,   sir,   who,   observing 
custom, 
Is  going  to  the  monastery  to  her  prayers. 

Lav.  A  fair  one,  a  most  sweet  one  !  fitter  far 
To  beautify  a  court,  than  make  a  votarist. — 
Go  on,  fair  beauty,  and  in  your  orisons 
Remember  me  :  Will  you,  fair  sweet  ? 

Casta.  Most  humbly.  lExit  with  Okictillb. 

Lav.  An  admirable  beauty  1  how  it  fires  me  ! 
But  she's  too  full  of  grace,  and  I  too  wicked. — 

Enter  a  Spirit. 

I  feel  my  wonted  fit :  Defend  me.  Goodness  ! 
Oh  !  It  grows  colder  still,  and  stiffer  on  me ; 
My  hair  stands  up,  my  sinews  shake  and  shrink  ; 
Help  me,  good  Heaven,  and  good  thoughts  dwell 

within  me ! 
Oh,  get  thee  gone,  thou  evil,  evil  spirit ; 
Haunt  me  no  more,  I  charge  thee  ! 

Spirit.  Yes,  Lavall ; 
Thou  art  my  vassal,  and  the  slave  to  mischief: 
I  blast  thee  with  new  sin.     Pursue  thy  pleasure  ! 
Casta  is  rare  and  sweet,  a  blowing  beauty ; 
Set  thy  desires  a-fire,  and  never  quench  'em 
Till  thou  enjoy'st  her  1  make  her  all  thy  Heaven, 
And  all  thy  joy,  for  she  is  all  true  happiness. 
Thou  art  powerful ;  use  command ;  if  that  prevail 
Force  her :  I'll  be  thy  friend.  [not. 

Lav.  Oh,  help  me,  help  me  ! 

Spirit.  Her  virtue,  like  a  spell,  sinks  me  to  dark- 
ness. C  VanUhet. 

Enter  GaimLLa  and  Casta. 

Gent.  He's  here  still. — How  is't,  noble  lord  ? 
Methinks,  sir. 
You  look  a  little  wildly  ? — Is  it  that  way  ? 
Is't  her  you  stare  on  so  ?  I  have  spied  your  fire,  sir 
But  dare  not  stay  the  flaming : — Come  1 

Lav.  Sweet  creature. 
Excellent  beauty,  do  me  but  the  happiness 
To  be  your  humble  servant. — Oh,  fair  eyes  ! 
Oh.  blessed,  blessed  sweetness,  divine  virgin  ! 

Casta.    Oh,   good   my  lord,   retire  into  your 
honour  1 
You  are  spoken  good  and  virtuous,  placed  at  helm 
To  govern  others  from  mischances  ;  from  example 
Of  such  fair  chronicles  as  great  ones  are, 
We  do,  or  sure  we  should,  direct  our  lives. 
I  know  you  are  full  of  worth  ;  a  school  of  virtue, 
Daily  instructing  us  that  live  below  you, 
I  make  no  doubt,  dwells  there. 

Lav.  1  cannot  answer  ; 
She  has  struck  me  dumb  with  wonder. 
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Casta.  Goodness  guide  yoa  !  lExeunt. 

Lav.  She's  gone,  and  with  her  all  lights  and  has 
left  me 
Dark  as  my  black  desires.     Oh,  devil  Lust, 
How  dost  thou  hug  my  blood,  and  whisper  to  me. 
There  is  no  day  again,  no  time,  no  living, 
Without  this  lusty  beauty  break  upon  me ! 
Let  me  collect  myself ;  I  strive  like  billows, 
Beaten  against  a  rock,  and  fall  a  fool  still. 
I  must  enjoy  her,  and  I  will ;  from  this  hour 
My  thoughts,  and  all  my  business  shall  be  nothing, 
My  eating,  and  my  sleeping,  but  her  beauty, 
And  how  to  work  it. 

Enter  Maria. 

Maria.  Health  to  my  lord  Lavall  I 
Nay,  good  sir,  do  not  turn  with  such  displeasure  ! 
I  come  not  to  afflict  your  new-born  pleasures. 
My  hoDOur'd  mistress — Neither  let  that  vex  you, 
For  nothing  is  intended,  but  safe  to  you. 

Lav.  What  of  your  mistress?     I  am  full  of 
bj^siness. 

Maria.  I  will  be  short,  my  lord.     She,  loving 
Considering  the  unequal  tie  between  ye,         [lady, 
And  how  your  ruin  with  the  duke  lay  on  it, 
As  also  the  most  noble  match  now  made, 
By  me  sends  back  all  links  of  marriage, 
All  holy  vows,  and  rights  of  ceremony, 
All  promises,  oaths,  tears,  and  all  such  pawns 
You  left  in  hostage  ;  only  her  love  she  cannot, 
For  that  still  follows  you,  but  not  to  hurt  you : 
And  still  beholds  you,  sir,  but  not  to  shame  you : 
In  recompense  of  which,  this  is  her  suit,  sir. 
Her  poor  and  last  petition,  but  to  grant  her, 
When  weary  nights  have  cloyed  you  up  with  kisses, 
(As  such  must  come)  the  honour  of  a  mistress, 
The  honour  but  to  let  her  see  those  eyes, 
(Those  eyes  she  dotes  on,  more  than  gods  on  good- 
ness) 
And  but  to  kiss  you  only ;  with  this  prayer, 
(A  prayer  only  to  awake  your  pity) 
And  on  her  knees  she  made  it,  that  this  night 
You'd  bless  her  with  your  company  at  supper. 

Lav.  I  like  this  well ;  and,  now  I  think  on't 
better, 
I'll  make  a  present  use  from  this  occasion —  {.Aside. 

Maria.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  so  cruel  to 
Because  she  has  been  yours  !  [her, 

Lav,  And  to  mine  own  end  {Aside. 

A  rare  way  I  will  work. 

Maria.  Can  love  for  ever. 
The  love  of  her,  my  lord,  so  perish  in  you  ? 
As  you  desire  in  your  desires  to  prosper  ! 
What  gallant  under  Heaven,   but  Anjou's  heir, 

then 
Can  brag  so  fair  a  wife,  and  sweet  a  mistress^ 
Good,  noble  lord  1 

Lav.  You  misapply  me,  Mary ; 
Nor  do  I  want  true  pity  to  your  lady  : 
Fity  and  love  tell  me,  too  much  I  have  wrong'd 

her 
To  dare  to  see  her  more  :  Yet  if  her  sweetness 
Can  entertain  a  mediation, 
(And  it  must  be  a  great  one  that  can  cure  me) 
My  love  again,  as  far  as  honour  bids  me, 
Mx  service,  and  myself 

Maria,  That's  nobly  spoken  ! 

Lav.  Shall  hourly  see  her ;  Want  shall  never 
know  her ; 
Nor  where  she  has  bestow 'd  her  love,  repent  her. 


Maria.  Now  whither  drives  be  ?  lAtide. 

Lav.  I  have  heard,  Maria, 
That  no  two  women  in  the  world  more  loved. 
Than  thy  good  mistress  andGentille's  fair  daughter. 

Maria.  What  may  this  mean  ? — ^You  have  heard 
a  tmlfay  my  lord  ; 
But  since  the  secret  loYC  betwizt  yon  two. 
My  mistress  durst  not  entertain  such  fnendship : 
Casta  is  quick,  and  of  a  piercing  judgment. 
And  quickly  will  find  out  a  flaw. 

Lav.  Hold,  Mary :  iOiw  a  fw$c 

Shrink  not ;  'tis  good  gold,  wench :    Frepire  a 

banquet. 
And  get  that  Casta  thither ;  for  she's  a  creature 
So  full  of  forcible  divine  persuasion, 
And  so  unwearied  ever  with  good  office, 
That  she  shall  cure  my  ill  cause  to  my  mistress, 
And  make  all  errors  up. 

Maria*  I'll  do  my  best,  sir : 
But  she's  too  fearful,  coy,  and  scrupulous. 
To  leave  her  father's  house  so  late ;  and  bsshfiil 
At  any  man's  appearance,  that,  I  fbar,  sir, 
'Twill  prove  impossible. 

Lav,  There's  more  gold,  Mary ; 
And  feign  thy  mistress  wond'roos  sick,  to  deatk, 
wench ! 

Maria.  1  have  you  in  the  wind  now,  and  I'll 
pay  you.  {AttM. 

Lav.  She  cannot  chuse  but  come ;  'tis  cbahtjr, 
The  chief  of  her  profession :  Undertake  tlus. 
And  I  am  there  at  night ;  if  not,  I  leave  yoa. 

Maria.  I  will  not  lose  this  offer,  though  it  fall 
out  [iifde. 

Clean  cross  to  that  we  cast — I'll  undertake  it ; 
I  will,  my  lord  ;  she  shall  be  there. 

Lav,  By  Heaven  ? 

Maria.  By  Heaven,  she  shalL 

Lav.  Let  it  be  something  late  tben, 
For  being  seen  ! — Now  force  or  favoiir  irins  her. 
My  spirits  are  grown  dull ;  strong  wine,  and  store, 
Shall  set  *em  up  again,  and  make  me  fit 
To  draw  home  at  the  enterprise  I  aim  at.     [£nt 

Maria,  Go  thy  ways,  false  lord  *  if  thou  hold'»t. 
thou  pay'st 
The  price  of  all  thy  lusts.    Thou  ahalt  be  there. 
Thou  modest  maid.  If  I  hare  any  working, 
And  yet  thy  honour  safe ;  for  which  this  diief, 
I  know,  has  set  this  meeting ;  but  1*11  watch  him. 

filter  pKBouyr. 

Per.  Maria ! 

Maria.  Are  mine  eyes  mine  own?  or — bless 
Am  I  deluded  with  a  flying  shadow?  [me! 

Per.  Why  do  you  start  so  from  me  ? 

Maria.  It  speaks  sensibly, 
And  shews  a  living  body ;  yet  I  am  feariuL 

Per.  Give  me  your  hand,  good  Maria. 

Maria.  He  feels  warm  too. 

Per.  And  next  your  lips. 

Maria,  He  kisses  perfectly : 
Nay,  an  the  devil  be  no  worse — Yoa  are  Perobt  ? 

Per,  I  was,  and  sure  I  should  be  :  Can  a  soa^ 
distance. 
And  ten  short  months,  take  from  yonr  memory 
The  figure  of  your  firiend,  that  yoa  stand  wond*hn|;* 
Be  not  amazed !     I  am  the  self-same  Perolot, 
Living  and  well,  son  to.Gentille,  and  brother 
To  virtuous  Casta ;  to  your  beauteovis  mistres?^ 
The  long-since  poor  betrothed,  and   8till-n>«rd 
servant. 
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Mafia,  Nay,  sore  he  lives  ! — My  lord  Lavall, 
your  master, 
Brought  news  long  since  to  your  much-mouming 

mistress, 
Yoa  died  at  Orleans  ;  bound  her  with  an  oath  too, 
To  keep  it  secret  from  your  aged  father, 
Lest  it  should  rack  his  heart. 

Fer.  A  pretty  secret. 
To  try  my  mistress'  love,  and  make  my  welcome 
From  travel  of  more  worth  ;  from  whence,  Heaven 

thank'd  I 
My  business  for  the  duke  dispatched  to  th'  pur- 
pose,  [wench. 

And  all  my  money  spent.     I  am  come  home. 
How  does  my  mistress  ?  for  I  have  not  yet  seen 
Any,  nor  will  I,  till  I  do  her  service. 

Maria,  But  did  the  lord  Lavall  know  of  your 
Before  he  went  ?  [love,  sir, 

Per.  Yes ;  by  much  force  he  got  it, 
Bat  none  else  knew  ;  upon  his  promise  too. 
And  honour,  to  conceal  it  faithfully 
Till  my  return  :  To  ftirther  which,  he  told  me, 
My  business  being  ended,  from  the  duke 
He  would  procure  a  pension  for  my  service, 
Able  to  mdce  my  mistress  a  fit  husband. 

Maria.  But  are  you  sure  of  this  ? 

Per.  Sore  as  my  sight,  wench. 

Maria.  Then  is  your  lord  a  base  dissembling 
villain, 
A  deril  lord,  the  damn'd  lord  of  all  lewdness, 
And  has  betray'd  you,  and  undone  my  mistress. 
My  poor  sweet  mistress  (oh,  that  lecher  lord !) 
Who,  poor  soul,  since  was  married  ! 

Per.  To  whom,  Maria  ? 

Maria.  To  that  unlucky  lord,  a  pox  upon  him ! 
Whose  hot  horse  appetite  being  allayed  once 
With  her  chaste  joys,  married  again  (scarce  cool'd, 
The  torches  yet  not  out  the  yellow  Hymen 
lighted  about  the  bed,  the  songs  yet  sounding) 
Marine's  young  noble  daughter  Hellena, 
Whose  mischief  stands  at  door  next.    Oh,  that 
recreant ! 

Per.  Oh,  villain !  oh,  most  unmanly  falsehood ! 
Nay,  then,  I  see  my  letters  were  betrayed  too. 
Oh,  I  am  full  of  thu,  great  with  his  mischiefs, 
Loaden  and  burst !     Come,  lead  me  to  my  lady. 

Maria.  I  cannot,  sir;  Lavall  keeps  her  con- 
cealed: 
Besides,  her  griefs  are  such,  she  will  see  no  man. 

Per.  I  must,  and  will  go  to  her  ;  I  will  see  her : 
There  be  my  friend,  or  this  shall  be  thy  furthest  I 

[Puti  his  hand  an  his  sword. 

Maria.  Hold,  and  I'll  help  thee  !  But  first  you 
shall  swear  to  me, 
Af  YOU  are  true  and  gentle,  as  you  hate 
^3  beastly  and  base  lord,  where  I  shaU  place  you, 
(Wliich  shall  be  within  sight)  till  I  dischai^ge  you, 
Whate'er  you  see  or  hear,  to  make  no  motion. 

PfT.  I  do,  by  Heaven  ! 

Maria.  Stay  here  about  the  house  then. 
Till  it  be  later  ;  yet,  the  time's  not  perfect : 
There  at  the  back-door  I'll  attend  you  truly. 

Per.  Oh,  monstrous,  monstrous,  beastly  villain  1 

[Exit. 

Maria,  How  cross  this  falls,  and  from  all  ex- 
pectation I 

A^nd  what  the  end  shall  be.  Heaven  only  yet 
knows : 

^ly  I  wish,  and  hope.     But  I  forget  still ; 

C^ta  must  be  the  bait,  or  all  miscarries.        iExii. 


SCENE  Y.—The  same. 
Enter  GswrrLLB,  with  a  Torch,  Sbaluoov,  at  a  Window. 

Gent.  Holla,  Shalloon ! 
Shal.  Who's  there  ? 
Geni.  A  word  from  the  duke,  sir. 
Shal.  Your  pleasure  ? 

Gent.  Tell  your  lord  he  must  to  court  straight, 
jS*^^.  He's  ill  at  ease  ;  and  prays  he  may  be 
The  occasions  of  this  night.  [pardon^ 

Gent.  Belike  he  is  drunk  then. 
He  must  away ;  the  duke  and  his  fair  lady. 
The  beauteous  Hellena,  are  now  at  Cent ; 
Of  whom  she  has  such  fortune  in  her  carding. 
The  duke  has  lost  a  thousand  crowns,  and  swears. 
He  will  hot  go  to  bed,  till  by  Lavall 
The  tide  of  loss  be  turn'd  again.     Awake  him ! 
For  'tis  the  pleasure  of  the  duke  he  must  rise. 

Shal,  Having  so  strict  command,  sir,   to  the 
I  dare  not  do  it :  I  beseech  your  pardon,  [contrary 
Gent.  Are  you  sure  he  is  there  ? 
Shal.  Yes. 
Gent,  And  asleep  ? 
Shal.  I  think  so. 

Gent.  And  are  you  sure  you  will  not  tell  him, 
Shal.  Yes,  very  sure.  [Shalloon  ? 

Gent.  Then  I  am  sure,  I  will : 
Open,  or  I  must  force. 

Shal.  Pray  you  stay  !  he  is  not. 
Nor  will  not  be  this  night :  You  may  excuse  it. 
Gent,  I  knew  he  was  gone  about  some  woman's 
labour. 
As  good  a  neighbour,  though  I  say  it,  and  as  com- 
fortable !  ^  [lady, 
Many  such  more  we  need,'Shalloon.      Alas,  poor 
Thou  art  Uke  to  lie  cross-legg'd  to-night.      Good 

monsieur, 
I  will  excuse  your  master  for  this  once,  sir. 
Because  sometimes  I  have  loved  a  wench  myself 
Shal.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  sir.  [too. 

Gent.  But  (or  your  lie,  Shalloon, 
If  I  had  you  here,  it  should  be  no  good  hearing ; 
For  your  pate  I  would  pummel. 

Shal.  A  fair  good-night,  sir !  (Exit. 

Gent,  Good-night,  thou  noble  knight.  Sir  Pan- 
darus ! 
My  heart  is  cold  o'  th'  sudden,  and  a  strange  dull- 
ness 
Possesses  all  my  body  :  Thy  will  be  done,  Heaven  ! 

iExU. 


SCENE  \1.—A  Room  in  the  House  tHth  a 

Gallery. 

Enter  Gabriblla,  Casta,  and  Maria  with  a  Taper. 

Casta.  'Faith,  friend,  I  was  even  going  to  my 

bed. 
When  your  maid  told  me  of  your  sudden  sickness : 
But  from  my  grave  (so  truly  I  love  you) 
I  think  yeur  name  would  raise  me.     You  look  ill 
Since  last  I  saw  you,  much  decay 'd  in  colour  ; 
Yet,  I  thank  Heaven,  I  find  no  such  great  danger 
As  your  maid  frighted  me  withal :  Take  courage. 
And  give  your  sickness  course!    Some  grief  you 

have  got 
That  feeds  within  upon  your  tender  spirits, 
And,  wanting  open  way  to  vent  itself, 
Murders  your  mind,  and  chokes  up  all  your  sweet-    i 

ness. 
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Gab.  It  was  my  maid's  fault,  worthy  friend,  to 
trouble  you, 
So  late,  upon  so  light  a  cause;  yet,  since  I    have 
Oh,  my  dear  Casta [you, 

Casta.  Out  with  it,  i'  God's  name  ! 

Gab.  The  closet  of  my  heart  I  will  lock  here, 
wench, 
And  things  shall  make  you  tremble. — Who's  that 
knocks  there  ?  IKnocking  ¥fUMn. 

Maria,  'Tis  LavaU. 

Gab,  Sit  you  still ! — Let  him  in. — 
I  am  resolved ;  and,  all  you  wronged  women, 
You  noble  spirits,  that,  as  I,  have  suiFer'd 
Under  this  glorious  beast,  insulting  man, 
Lend  me  your  causes,  then  your  cruelties  ; 
For  I  must  put  on  madness  above  women ! 

Ccula,  Why  do  you  look  so  ghastly  ? 

Gab.  Peace  I  no  harm,  dear. 

Enter  Lavai.l. 

Lav,  There,  take  my  cloak  and  sword. — ^Where 
is  this  banquet  ? 

Maria,  In  the  next  room. 

Casta.  How  came  he  here  ?  Heaven  bless  me ! 

Lav,  Give  me  some  wine,  wench;  fill  it  full, 
and  sprightly 

Gab.  Sit  still,  and  be  not  fearfuL 

Lav,  Till  my  veins  swell. 
And  my  strong  sinews  stretch  like  that  brave  Cen- 
That  at  the  table  snatch'd  the  bride  away      [taur, 
In  spite  of  Hercules. 

Casta.  I  am  betrayed  ! 

Lav.  Nay,  start  not,  lady !    'tis  for  you  that  I 
come. 
And  for  your  beauty :  'Tis  for  you,  Lavall 
Honours  this  night :  to  you,  the  sacred  shrine, 
I  humbly  bow,  offering  my  vows  and  prayers  ; 
To  you  I  live. — 

Gab.  [  To  Maria.]  In  with  the  powder  quickly  I 
— So  ;  that  and  the  wine  will  rock  you. 

Lav,  Here ;  to  the  health  ^Drinks, 

Of  the  most  beauteous  and  divine  fair  Casta, 
The  star  of  sweetness  ! 

Gab.  Fear  him  not ;  I'll  die  first. — 
And  who  shall  pledge  you  ? 

Lav.  Thou  shalt,  thou  tann'd  gipsey ! 
And  worship  to  that  brightness  give,  cold  Tartar  I— 
By  Heaven,  you  shall  not  stir !      You  are  my  mis- 
The  glory  of  my  love,  the  great  adventure,  [tress, 
The  mistress  of  my  heart,  and  she  my  whore  ! 

Gab.  Thou  liest,  base,  beastly  lord!    drunker 
than  anger. 
Thou  soused  loM,  got  by  a  surfeit,  thou  liest 
basely ! 

Nay,  stir  not !  I  dare  tell  thee  so. — Sit  you  still. 

If  I  be  whore,  it  is  in  marrying  thee. 

That  art  so  absolute  and  full  a  villain. 

No  sacrament  can  save  that  piece  tied  to  thee. 

How  often  hast  thou  wooed,  in  those  flatteries, 

Almost  those  very  words,  my  constancy  ? 

What  goddess  have  I  not  been,  or  what  goodness  ? 

What  star,  that  is  of  any  name  in  Heaven, 

Or  brightness  ?  which  of  all  the  virtues 

(But  drunkenness,  and  drabbing,  thy  two  morals) 

H§ve  not  1  reach'd  to?    what  spring  was  ever 

sweeter  } 
What  Scythian    snow  so  white?    what    crystal 

chaster  ? 
Is  not  thy  new  wife  now  the  same  too  ?     Hang 
Base  bigamist,  thou  honour  of  ill  women !      [thee. 
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Casta,  How's  this  ?    Oh,  Heaven  defend  me ! 

Gab.  Thou  salt-itch. 
For  whom  no  cure  but  ever-burning  brimstone 
Can  be  imagined ! 

Lav.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Gab.  Dost  thou  laugh,  thou  breaker 
,  Of  aU  Uw,  all  reUgion  ?  ofaUfiuth 
{  Thou  foul  contemner? 
.    Lav.  Peace,  thou  paltry  woman  U- 
And  sit  by  me,  sweet. 

Gab.  By  the  devil? 

Lav.  Come, 
And  lull  me  with  delights. 

Gab.  It  works  amain  now.  [And/. 

Lav.  Give  me  such  kisses  as  the  queen  of  sbi- 
dows 
Gave  to  the  sleeping  boy  she  stole  on  Litmos ; 
Lock  round  about,  in  snaky  wreaths  dose-folded, 
Those  rosy  arms  about  my  neck,  oh,  Yeniu! 

Gab.  Fear  not,  I  say. 

Lav.  Thou  admirable  sweetness. 
Distil  thy  blessings  like  those  silver  drops. 
That,  falling  on  fair  grounds,  rise  all  in  ro«ei ; 
Shoot  me  a  thousand  darts  from  those  fair  ejes, 
And  through  my  heart  transfix  'em  all,  I'll  sttwi 
Send  me  a  thousand  smiles,  and  presently    [>m ; 
I'll  catch  'em  in  mine  eyes,  and  by  Love's  power 
Turn  'em  to  Cupids  all,  and  fling  'em  on  tbiee. 
How  high  she  looks,  and  heavenly ! — ^More  wine  for 
me! 

Gab.  Give  him  more  wine ;  and,  good  firiead, 
be  not  fearful  I 

Lav,  Here  on  my  knee,  thou  goddess  of  defighti, 
This  lusty  grape  I  offer  to  thy  beauties : 
See,  how  it  leaps  to  view  that  perfect  redness 
That  dwells  upon  thy  lips !  now,  how  it  bliubei 
To  be  out-blush'd !     Oh,  let  me  feed  my  fiucj! 
And  as  I  hold  the  purple  god  in  one  hand. 
Dancing  about  the  brim  and  proudly  sweUing, 
Deck'd  in  the  pride  of  Nature,  young  and  Uowingi 
So  let  me  take  fair  Semele  in  the  other. 
And  sing  the  loves  of  gods,  then  drink :  their  nee. 
Not  yet  desired !  [tv  * 

Casta.  Oh! 

Lav.  Then,  like  lusty  Tarquin, 
Tum'd  into  flames  with  Lucreoe'  coy  denislt. 
His  blood  and  spirit  equally  ambitious, 
I  force  thee  for  mine  own. 

Casta.  Oh,  help  me  justioe !  help  me,  mycbas- 

Lav.  Now  I  am  bravely  quarried.  [^^ ' 

Enter  Pcbolot,  above. 

Per.  'Tis  my  sister ! 

Gab.  No,  bawdy  slave,  no,  trencher,  she  is  oot 

carried.  [£xi«Ca» 

Per.  She's  loose  again,  and  gone.    I'll  keepnj 

place  still. 
Maria.  Now  it  works  bravely.    Stand !  he  co* 

not  hurt  you. 
Lav.  Oh,  my  sweet  love,  my  life  ! 
Maria.  He  sinks. 

Lav,  My  blessing !  IHefiMs  dcmm  end  tttP- 

Maria.  So ;  now  he  is  safe  awhile. 
Gab.  Lock  all  the  doors,  wench ; 
Then  for  my  wrongs  ! 

Per.  Now  I'll  appear  to  know  all.  < 

Gab.  Be  quick,  quick,  good  Maiia,  sore  aid  j 

sudden. 
Per,  Stay  1  I  must  in  first. 
Gab,  Oh,  my  conscience  !  j 
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It  is  yooDg  Ferolot !     Oh,  my  stung  conscience ! 
It  is  my  first  and  noblest  love. 

Maria.  Leave  wond'ring, 
And  recollect  yourself:  The  man  is  living ; 
Equally  wrong'd  as  yon,  and  by  that  devU. 

Per.  "Tis  most  true,  lady;  your  unhappy  for^ 
tone 
I  griere  for  as  mine  own;  your  fault  forgive  too, 
If  it  be  one.    This  is  no  time  for  kisses  : 
I  have  heard  all,  and  known  all,  which  mine  ears 
Are  cracked  a-pieoes  with,  and  my  heart  perish'd. 
1  saw  him  in  your  chamber,  saw  his  fury, 
And  am  a-fire  till  I  have  found  his  heart  out. 
What  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  for  I'll  make  one. 

Gab.  To  make  his  death  more  horrid  (for  he 

Per.  He  must,  he  must.  [shall  diie) 

Gab.  We'll  watch  him  till  he  wakes. 
Then  bind  him,  and  then  torture  him. 

Per.  "Tis  nothing ! 
No ;  take  him  dead-drunk  now,  without  repentance, 
His  lechery  inaeam'd  upon  him. 

Gab.  Excellent ! 

Per.  ril  do  it  myself ;  and,  vdien  'tis  done,  pro- 
For  well  away  for  Italy  this  night.  [vide  ye ; 

Gab.  We'll  follow  through  all  hazards. 

Per.  Oh,  false  lord. 
Unmanly,  mischievous  !  how  I  could  curse  thee  ! 
But  that  but  blasts  thy  fame  :  Have  at  thy  heart, 

fool! 
loop-holes  I'll  make  enough  to  let  thy  life  out. 

Lao.  Oh  1  does  the  devil  ride  me  ? 

Per.  Nay,  then !  iStabe  him. 

Lac.  Murder ! 
Nay,  then,  take  my  share  too.  IStabt  Feboiot. 

Per.  Help  !  oh !  he  has  slain  me. 
Bloody  intentions  must  have  blood. 

Lav.  Ha! 

Per.  Heaven IDiee. 

Gab.  He  sinks,  he  sinks,  for  ever  sinks !     Oh, 
Fortune ! 
Oh,  lorrow !  how  like  seas  thou  flow'st  upon  me ! 
Here  will  1  dwell  for  ever.     Weep,  Maria, 
Weep  this  young  man's  misfortune.    Oh,  thou 
truest— 

Enter  Spirit. 

Uv.  What  haye  I  done  ? 

Spirit.  That  that  has  mark'd  thy  soul,  man. 

Lav.  And  art  thou  come  again,  thou   dismal 

Sfdrit,  Yes,  to  devour  thy  last.  [Spirit  ? 

Lav.  Mercy  upon  me  ! 

Spirit.  Thy  hour  is  come  :  Succession,  honour, 
pleasure. 
And  all  the  lustre  thou  so  long  hast  look'd  for, 
Most  here  have  end  :  Summon  thy  sins  before  thee. 

Lav.  Oh,  my  affrighted  soul ! 

Spirit.  There  lies  a  black  one ; 
Thy  own  best  servant  by  thy  own  hand  slain : 
Thy  dnmkenness  procured  it ;  there's  another : 
Thick  of  fair  GabrieUa :  there  she  weeps ;  , 

And  such  tears  are  not  lost. 

Lac.  Oh,  miserable  ! 

Spirit.  Thy  foul  intention  to  the  virtuous  Casta. 

I^v.  No  more,  no  more,  thou  vrildfire ! 

Spirit,  Last,  thy  last  vrife. 
Think  on  the  wrong  she  suffers. 

Lav.  Oh,  my  misery  ! 
Oh,  whither  shall  I  fly  ? 

SjnriL  Thou  hast  no  faith,  fool. 
Hark  to  thy  kneU  !  ISingt  attd  vanUhes. 


Lav.  Millions  of  sins  muster  about  mine  eyes 
now; 
Murders,  ambitions,  lust,  false  &iths  :  Oh,  Horror, 
In  what  a  stormy  form  of  death  thou  ridest  now  ! 
Methinks  I  see  all  tortures,  fires,  and  frosts. 
Deep-sinking  caves,  where  nothing  but  despair 

dwells, 
The  baleful  birds  of  night  hovering  about  'em ; 
A  grave,  methinks,  now  opens,  and  a  hearse. 
Hung  vrith  my  arms,  tumbles  into  it.    Oh  I 
Ohy  my  afflicted  soul !  I  cannot  pray ; 
And  the  least  child,  that  has  but  goodness  in  him, 
May  strike  my  head  off,  so  stupid  are  my  powers : 
I'll  lift  mine  eyes  up  though. 

Maria,  Cease  these  laments ! 
They  are  too  poor  for  vengeance  :  Lavall  lives  yet. 

Gab,  Then  thus  I  dry  all  sorrows  from  these 
eyes; 
Fury  and  rage  possess  'em  now !  Damn'd  devil ! 

Lav.  Ha! 

Gab.  This  for  young  Ferolot !  IStabe  Mm. 

Lav.  Oh,  mercy,  mercy  I 

Ga6.  This  for  my  wrongs  ! 

Lav.  But  one  short  hour  to  cure  me  ! 
Oh,  be  not  cruel  1    Oh!  oh!  IK  nodi  within. 

Maria.  Hark,  they  knock ! 
Make  haste,  for  Heaven*8  sake,  mistress  I 

Gab.  This  for  Casta  !  iStabe  Mm  again. 

Lav.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  !  IHe  diet, 

Maria.  He's  dead ;  come,  quickly,  let's  away 
with  him, 
'Twill  be  too  late  else. 

GeU).  Help^  help,  up  to  th'  chamber  ! 

{^Exeunt  with  Lavall'3  body. 

Enter  Dines,  Hxlz.sna,  Qsnttllb,  Casta,  and  Attendants, 

with  LighU. 

Duke,  What  frights  are  these  ? 

Gent.  I  am  sure  here's  one  past  frighting. 
Bring  the  lights  nearer  : — I  have  enough  already. 
Out,  out,  mine  eyes  I — ^Look,  Casta. 

Lord.  'Tis  young  Ferolot ! 

Duke.  When  came  he  over  ? — Hold  the  gentle- 
She  sinks ;  and  bear  her  off.  [woman  ! 

Caeta,  Oh,  my  dear  brother  !  lExit. 

Gent.  There  is  a  time  for  all ;  for  me,  I  hope 

And  very  shortly.     Murder'd  ?  [too, 

[OABIUX1.LA,  Maria,  with  Lavaix's  bodp  above. 

Duke.  Who*s  above  there  ? 

Gab.  Look  up,  and  see. 

Duke.  What  may  this  mean  ? 

Gab.  Behold  it? 
Behold  the  drunken  murderer 
Of  that  young  gentleman :  behold  the  rankest, 
The  vilest,  basest  slave  that  ever  flourish'd  1 

Duke.  Who  kiU'd  him  ? 

Gab.  I ;  and  there's  the  cause  I  did  it : 
Read,  if  your  eyes  will  give  you  leave. 

lITirowt  down  a  paper. 

Hel.  Oh,  monstrous ! 

Gab,  Nay,  out  it  shall :  There,  take  this  false 
heart  to  ye,  [37kr<no«  down  hie  heart. 

The  base  dishonour  of  a  thousand  women  ! 
Keep  it  in  gold,  duke ;  'tis  a  precious  jewel. 
Now  to  myself  1  for  I  have  Uved  a  fair  age. 
Longer  by  some  months  than  I  had  a  mind  to. 

Duke.  Hold ! 

Gab.  Here,  young  Ferolot,  my  first-contracted  ! 
True  love  shall  never  go  alone.  iStabe  hereelf. 

Duke.  Hold,  GabrieUa ! 
I  do  forgive  all. 
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Gab.  I  shall  die  the  better. 
Thus  let  me  seek  my  grave,  and  my  shames  with 
me  ! 

Maria,  Nor  shalt  thou  go  alone,   my  noble 
mistress : 
Why  should  I  live,  and  thou  dead  ?      [<Stoto  herteif. 

Lord.  Save  the  wench  there  I 

Maria.  She  is,  1  hope ;  and  all  my  sins  here 

Duke,  This  was  a  fatal  night.  ^written. 

Gent,  Heaven  has  his  working. 
Which  we  cannot  contend  against. 

Duke,  Alas ! 

Gent,  Your  grace  has  your  alas  too. 

Duke,  'Woidd  'twere  equal ! 
For  thou  hast  lost  an  honest  noble  child. 

Gent,  'Tis  heir  enough  he  has  left,  a  good  re- 
membrance. 

Duke,  See  all  their  bodies  buried  decently ; 
Though  some  deserved  it  not ! — How  do  you,  lady  ? 

HeL  Even,  with  your  grace's  leave,  ripe  for  a 
monastery ; 
There  will  I  wed  my  life  to  tears  and  prayers, 
And  never  know  what  man  is  more. 

Duke,  Your  pleasure. — 
How  does  the  maid  within  ? 

Lord,  She  is  gone  before,  sir, 
The  same  course  that  her  lady  takes. 

Gent.  And  my  course 
Shall  be  my  beads  at  home,  so  please  your  grace 
To  give  me  leave  to  leave  the  court. 

Duke,  In  peace,  sir  ; 
And  take  my  love  along  ! 

Gent,  I  shall  pray  for  you. 

Duke,  Now  to  ourselves  :  Retire  we,  and  begin 
By  this  example  to  correct  each  sin  ! 

ISxeurU,  Flourish. 


JSman.  By  this  we  plainly  view  the  two  im- 
posthumes 
That  choak  a  kingdom*B  welfare ;  esse  and  wan- 
In  both  of  which  I^vall  was  capital :       [tonness  ; 
For,  first,  ease  stole  away  his  mind  from  honour, 
That  active  noble  thoughts  had  kept  still  working; 
And  then  delivered  him  to  drink  and  women. 
Lust  and  outrageous  riot ;  and  what  their  ends  are, 
How  infamous  and  foul,  we  see  example. 
Therefore,  that  great  man  that  will  keep  his  name. 
And  gain  his  merit  out  of  Virtne's  schools. 

Must  make  the  pleasures  of  the  world  his  fools. 

IFlouritk- 

TBS  numcpB. 

Enter  Mnsicfaas ;  next  thtm,  Psbouit,  with  the  teemni 
he  dUd  with  /  then  Oabmslla  and  Mabia,  vith  tk^ 
wound*;  after  Mem,  four  Furies  with  Banncrtit, 
ifwcrjftcd.  Revenge,  Murder,  Lust,  and  I>mnkftinie»g> 
tinging :  next  them^hArALhwoundaif  then  a  CkarUt 
ttith  Death,  drawn  bp  the  Dertiniea.  [Flourah. 


Enter  Faolooub. 


Prol.  From  this  scut  sight  ascend  pour  noble  eye, 
And  see  old  Time,  helping  tritimphantlff. 
Helping  his  master,  Man  :   View  here  hit 

vanities  ; 
And  see  Ms  false  friends,  like  those  gluHtd 

flies. 
Thai,  when  they've  sucked  their  fill,  faU 

off^  and  fade 
From  all  remembrance  of  him,  Uke  a  shade ! 
And  last,  view  who  relieves  hisn  t  and  that 

gone, 
We  hope  your  favour,  and  our  play  «i 

done,  [Flooriih. 
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CUy, 


Enter  Anthropos,  DBsntx,  VAii«-Dxi<roHT,  and  Boumty. 

Anih,  What  hast  thou  done,  Desire,  and  how 
employed 
The  charge  I  gave  thee,  about  levying  wealth 
For  our  supplies  ? 

Desire,  I  have  done  all,  yet  nothing ; 
Tried  all,  and  all  my  ways,  yet  all  miscarried : 
There  dwells  a  sordid  didness  in  their  minds. 
Thou  son  of  Earth,  colder  than  that  ^thou  art 

made  of. 
I  came  to  Craft ;  found  all  his  hooks  about  him, 
And  all  his  nets  baited  and  set ;  his  sly  self 
And  greedy  Lucre  at  a  serious  conference, 
Whidi  way  to  tie  the  world  within  their  statutes : 
Business  of  all  sides  and  of  all  sorts  swarming. 
Like  bees  broke  loose  in  summer :  I  declared 
Your  will  and  want  together,  both  enforcing 
With  all  the  power  and  pains  I  had,  to  reach  him ; 
Yet  all  fell  short. 

Anth,  His  answer  ? 

Desire,  This  he  gave  me : 
Your  wants  are  never  ending ;  and  those  supplies 
That  came  to  stop  those  breaches,  are  ever  lavish'd, 
Before  they  reach  the  main,  in  toys  and  trifles, 


Gewgaws,  and  gUded  puppets.    yain-I>el]gfat, 
He  says,  has  ruin'd  you,  with  clapping  all 
That  comes  in  for  support,  on  clothes  aund  coaebfl. 
Perfumes  and  powder'd  pates ;    and     thai  yoor 

mistress, 
The  lady  Pleasure,  like  a  sea,  devours 
At  length  both  you  and  him  too.     If  yon  have 

houses. 
Or  land,  or  jewds,'for  good  pawn,  he'll  hear  yoa. 
And  will  be  ready  to  supply  occasions ; 
If  not,  he  locks  his  ears  up,  and  grows  stupids 
From  him,  I  went  to  Vanity,  whom  I  fimnd 
Attended  by  an  endless  troop  of  tailors. 
Mercers,  embroiderers,  feather-makersy  fnmers. 
All  occupations  opening  like  a  mart. 
That  serve  to  rig  the  body  out  with  bca^eiy ; 
And  through  the  room  new  fashions  flew,  like  fKe«. 
In  thousand  gaudy  shapes ;  Pride  waitiiig  on  her. 
And  busily  surveying  all  the  breaches 
Time  and  decaying  Nature  had  wrought  in  her. 
Which  still  with  art  she  pieced  again  and  strength- 
ened: 
I  told  your  wants ;  she  shewed  me  gowns  and  head* 

tires, 
Embroider'd  waistcoats,  smodu  seamed  tfaroa^ 
with  cut-works. 
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Soufk,  mantles,  petticoats,  muffs,  powders,  paint- 
ings, 
Dop,  mookies,  parrots,  which  all  seem'd  to  shew 

me 
The  WSJ  her  money  went.    From  her  to  Pleasore 
I  took  my  journey. 

Anth,  And  what  says  oar  best  mistress  ? 

Desire,  She  danced  me  oat  this  answer  pre- 
sently: 
Berels  and  masques  had  drawn  her  dry  already. 
I  met  old  Time  too,  mowing  mankind  down. 
Who  says  you  are  too  hot,  and  he  must  purge  you. 

Anth,  A.  cold  guietiu  I  Miserable  creatures. 
Born  to  support  and  beautify  your  master. 
The  godlike  Man,  set  here  to  do  me  service. 
The  children  of  my  will,  why,  or  how  dare  ye. 
Created  to  my  use  alone,  disgrace  me  ? 
Beasts  have  more  courtesy ;  they  live  about  me, 
Otferiog  their  warm  wool  to  the  shearer's  hand 
To  clothe  me  with,  their  bodies  to  my  labours ; 
Kaj,  eren  their  lives  they  daily  sacrifice, 
AqJ  proudly  press  with  garlands  to  the  altars. 
To  fill  the  gods'  oblations.     Birds  bow  to  me. 
Striking  their  downy  sails  to  do  me  service. 
Their  sweet  airs  ever  echoing  to  mine  honour, 
And  to  my  rest  their  plumy  softs  they  send  me. 
Fishes,  and  plants,  and  all  where  life  inhabits, 
Bat  mine  own  cursed  kind,  obey  their  ruler ; 
Mine  have  foi|^t  me,  miserable  mine. 
Into  whose  stony  hearts,  neglect  of  duty, 
Squint-eyed  Deceit  and  Self-love  are  crept  closely! 
None  feel  my  wants  ?  not  one  friend  with  me  ? 

Desire.  None,  sir. 

Anih.  Thou  hast  forgot,  Desire,  my  best  friend 
He  cannot  fail  me.  [Flattery ; 

DeiighL  Fail  ?  he  will  seU  himself. 
And  all  wiQiin  his  power,  dose  to  his  skin  first. 

Desire.  I  thought  so  too,  and  made  him  my  first 
venture ; 
fiat  found  him  in  a  young  lord's  ear  so  busy, 
So  like  a  smiling  shower  pouring  his  soul 
In  at  his  portals ;  his  face  in  thousand  figures. 
Catching  the  vain  mind  of  the  man ;  I  pulTd  him, 
But  still  he  hung  like  bird-lime ;  spoke  unto  him  ; 
His  answer  still  was,  "  By  the  lord,  sweet  lord," 
And,  "  By  my  soul,  thou  master-piece  of  honour!" 
Nothing  could  stave  him  off :  He  has  heard  your 

flood's  gone. 
And  on  decaying  things  he  seldom  smiles,  sir. 

Anth,  Then  here  1  break  up  state,  and  free  my 
followers, 
Patting  my  fortune  now  to  Time  and  Justice : 
Go  seek  new  masters  now ;  for  Anthropos, 
Neglected  by  his  friends,  must  seek  new  fortunes. 
Desire,  to  Avarice  I  here  commend  thee, 
^  here  thou  may'st  live  at  fuU  bent  of  thy  wishes. 
And,  Vain* Delight,  thou  feeder  of  my  follies, 
^'ith  light  Fantastickness  be  thou  in  favour  1 
To  leave  thee.  Bounty,  my  most  worthy  servant. 
Troubles  me  more  than  mine  own  misery ; 
But  we  must  part :  Go,  plant  thyself,  my  best 

ftiend. 
In  honourable  hearts  that  truly  know  thee. 
And  there  live  ever  like  thyself,  a  virtue  ! 
But  leave  this  place,  and  seek  the  country ; 
For  Law  and  Lust,  like  lire,  lick  all  up  here. 
Now  none  but  Poverty  must  follow  me,< 
D^f^iised  patch'd  Poverty ;  and  we  two  married. 
Will  seek  Simplicity,  Content,  and  Peace  out. 
And  live  with  them  in  exile. 


Enter  Povmry. 

How  uncaird  on 
My  true  friend  comes ! 

Pov.  Here  hold  thee,  Anthropos! 
Thou  art  almost  arrived  at  rest :  Put  this  on, 
A  penitential  robe,  to  purge  thy  pleasures ; 
Off  with  that  vanity ! 

Anih.  Here,  Vain-Delight, 
And,  with  this,  all  my  part  to  thee  again 
Of  thee  I  freely  render. 

Pov.  Take  this  staff  now, 
And  be  more  constant  to  your  steps  hereafter ! 
The  staff  is  Staidness  of  Affections. — 
Away,  you  painted  flies,  that  with  man's  summer 
Take  life  and  heat,  buzzing  about  his  blossoms ! 
When  growing  full,  ye  turn  to  caterpillars. 
Gnawing  the  root  that  gave  you  Ufe.     Fly,  sha- 
.dows  !  lExeunt  Dcmirs  and  Dsjuout. 

Now  to  Content  I'll  give  thee,  Anthropos, 
To  Rest  and  Peace :  No  Vanity  dwells  there. 
Desire,  nor  Pleasure,  to  delude  thy  mind  more ; 
No  Flattery's  smooth-filed  tongue  shall  poison  thee. 

Anth.  Oh,  Jupiter,  if  I  have  ever  offer'd 
Upon  thy  burning  altars  but  one  sacrifice 
Thou  and  thy  fair-eyed  Juno  smiled  upon ; 
If  ever,  to  thine  honour,  bounteous  feasts, 
Where  all  thy  statues  sweet  with  wine  and  incense, 
Have  by  the  son  of  E^arth  been  celebrated ; 
Hear  me  (the  child  of  Shame  now)  hear,  thou 

helper. 
And  take  my  wrongs  into  thy  hands,  thou  justice, 
Done  by  unmindful  man,  unmerciful. 
Against  his  master  done,  against  thy  order ; 
And  raise  again,  thou  father  of  all  honour. 
The  poor,  despis'd,  but  yet  thy  noblest  creature  1 
Raise  from  his  ruins  once  more  this  sunk  cedar. 
That  all  may  fisar  thy  power,  and  I  proclaim  it ! 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  II.— Olympus. 
JupiTBB  and  MxAcuBY  descend  severally.    8(i/t  Music. 

Jup.  Ho,  Mercury,  my  winged  son ! 

Merc,  Your  servant. 

Jup.  Whose  powerful  prayers  were  those  that 
reached  our  ears, 
Arm'd  in  such  spells  of  pity  now  ? 

Mere.  The  said  petitions  [pos ; 

Of  the  scorned  son  of  Earth,  the  god-like  Anthro- 
He  that  has  swell' d  your  sacred  fires  with  incense, 
And  piled  upon  your  altars  thousand  heifers ; 
He  that  (beguiled  by  Vanity  and  Pleasure, 
Desire,  Craft,  Flattery,  and  smooth  Hypocrisy) 
Stands  now  despised  and  ruined,  left  to  Poverty. 

Jup.  It  must  not  be;  he  was  not  raised  for 
ruin ; 
Nor  shall  those  hands  heaved  at  my  altars  perish : 
He  is  our  noblest  creature.     Flee  to  Time ; 
And  charge  him  presently  release  the  bandis 
Of  Poverty  and  Want  this  suitor  sinks  in : 
Tell  him,  among  the  sun-burnt  Indians, 
That  know  no  other  wealth  but  peace  and  pleasure. 
He  shall  find  golden  Flutus,  god  of  riches. 
Who  idly  is  adored,  the  innocent  people 
Not  knowing  yet  what  power  and  weight  he  carries : 
Bid  him  compel  him  to  his  right  use,  honour. 
And  presently  to  live  with  Anthropos. 
It  is  our  wilL    Away ! 

Merc.  I  do  obey  it. 

[JupiTBR  and  Mbbcurv  ascend  offoin.    Music. 
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FOUR  PLAYS  IN  ONE. 


SCENE  III. — A  Savage  Country. 

Enter  Plutus,  with  a  Troop  of  Indians  tinging  and 
dancing  wildly  about  A<m,  and  bowing  to  him ,-  which 
ended,  enter  Tim. 

Time.  Rise,  and  awaj !  'tis  Joye*s  command. 

Plutus,  I  will  not! 
Ye  have  some  fool  to  furnish  now ;  some  Midas, 
That  to  no  purpose  I  must  choak  with  riches. 
Who  must  I  go  to  ? 

Time,  To  the  son  of  Earth  ; 
He  wants  the  god  of  wealth. 

Plutus.  Let  him  want  still ! 
I  was  too  lately  with  him,  almost  torn 
Into  ten  thousand  pieces  by  his  followers : 
I  could  not  sleep,  but  Craft  or  Vanity 
Were  filing  *off  my  fingers ;  not  eat,  for  fear 
Pleasure  would  cast  herself  into  my  belly, 
And  there  surprise  my  heart. 

Time.  These  have  forsaken  him  : 
Make  haste  then!  thou  must  with  me.     Be  not 
For  fear  a  greater  anger  light  upon  thee,     [angry, 

Plutue.  I  do  obey  then :  But  will  change  my 
For  when  I  willingly  befriend  a  creature,    [figure ; 
Goodly  and  full  of  glory  I  shew  to  him ; 
But  when  I  am  compelled,  old  and  decrepid, 
I  halt  and  hang  upon  my  staff.    Farewell,  friends  ! 
I  will  not  be  long  from  ye :  All  my  servants 
I  leave  among  ye  still,  and  my  chief  riches. 

[Exeunt  Indians,  uith  a  Banee. 
Oh,  Time,  what  innocence  dweUs  here,  what  good- 
ness ! 
They  know  me  not,  nor  hurt  me  not,  yet  hug  me. 
Away!  I'll  follow  thee :  But  not  too  fast.  Time  1 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— ^  Rocky  Country. 
Enter  AirrHBOPoe,  Howxsty,  Simplicity,  Humiuty,  and 

POVKIITY. 

Humil,  Man,  be  not  sad ;  nor  let  this  divorce 
From  Mundus,  and  his  many  ways  of  pleasure, 
Afflict  thy  spirits !  which,  considered  rightly, 
With  inward  eyes,  makes  thee  arrive  at  happy. 

Pov.  For  now  what  danger  or  deceit  can  reach 
What  matter  left  for  Craft  or  Covetize  [thee  ? 

To  plot  against  thee  ?  what  Desire  to  bum  thee  ? 

Hon,  Oh,  son  of  Earth,  let  Honesty  possess 
Be  as  thou  wast  intended,  like  thy  Maker ;  [thee ! 
See    through    those   gaudy  shadows,    that,    like 

dreams. 
Have  dwelt  upon  thee  long ;  call  up  thy  goodness, 
Thy  mind  and  man  within  thee,  that  lie  ship- 
wrecked ; 
And  then  how  thin  and  vain  these  fond  affections. 
How  lame  this  worldly  love,  how  lump-like,  raw. 
And  ill-digested,  all  these  vanities 
Will  shew,  let  Reason  tell  thee  ! 

Simpl.  Crown  thy  mind 
With  that  above  the  world's  wealth,  joyful  suffer- 
And  truly  be  the  master  of  thyself.  [ing. 

Which  is  the  noblest  empire !  and  there  stand 
The  thing  thou  wert  ordained,  and  set  to  govern ! 

Pov.  Come,  let  us  sing  the  world's  shame :  Hear 
us,  Anthropos ! 

Song:  And  then  enter  Tms  and  Plittcs. 

Hon.  Away  !  we  are  betray'd. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  Povsatv. 
Time.  Get  thou  too  after. 


Thou  needy  bare  companion !  go  for  ever. 

For  ever,  I  conjure  thee.     Make  no  answer! 

IBxUFanaar. 

Anth.  What  mak'st  thou  here,  Time?  thou  that 
to  this  minute 
Never  stood  still  by  me  ? 

Time.  I  have  brought  thee  sacoour ; 
And  now,  catch  hold,  I  am  thine;  The  god  of  riches 
(Compell'd  by  him  that  saw  thy  miseries. 
The  ever-just  and  wakeful  Jove)  at  length 
Is  come  unto  thee ;  use  him  as  Uiine  own  ; 
For  'tis  the  doom  of  Heaven,  he  must  obey  thee. 

Anth.  Have  I  found  pity  then  ? 

Time.  Thou  hast,  and  justice 
Against  those  false  seducers  of  thine  honour. 
Come,  give  him  present  helps  !  [Exit  Timc. 

iNDusrav  and  the  Ann  dUeoifered. 

Plutus.  Come,  Industry, 
Thou  friend  of  life !  and  next  to  thee,  rise.  Labour! 

[Pldtus  stamps,  LABoum  riMs 
Rise  presently  ;  and  now  to  your  employments  ! 
But  first  conduct  this  mortal  to  die  rock. 

[They  carry  AirrmioFoe  to  a  rodfc,  amd/aU 
a-digging. 
What  see'st  thou  now  ? 

[Plutos  strikes  the  roek,  amdjtameefy  ovL 
Anth.  A  glorious  mine  of  metaL — 
Oh,  Jupiter,  my  thanks ! 
Plutus.    To  me  a  little. 
Anth.  And  to  the  god  of  wealth,  mj  sacrifice ! 
Plutus.  Nay,  then  I  am  rewarded.      Take  heed 
now,  son. 
You  are  afloat  again,  lest  Mundua  cat^  joa  I 
Anth.  Never  betray  me  more  ! 
Plutus.  I  must  to  India, 
From  whence  I  came,  where  my  maia  wealth  Ua 

buried, 
And  these  must  with  me.    Take  that  book  and 

mattock. 
And,  by  those,  know  to  live  again  ! 

[Exeunt  Plotub,  Ixoustbt,  Labdck.  ^<. 
Anth,  I  shall  do. 

Enter  Fams,  soundimff. 

Fame,  Through  all  the  world  the  fortune  of 
great  Ajithropos 


Be  known  and  wonder  d  at ;  his  riches 

As  far  as  sun  or  time  is ;  his  power  fear'd  too ! 

lExtunt,    Mutk\ 

Enter  Dsliokt,  Plbasdrb,  Caavt,  Loots.  VAvrrr.  4r 
daneing  {and  matq%ied)  towards  the  JKodk.  ^f^rutjr  ter- 
vice  to  Anthhopos.  Mbbcurv  >V«mn  ai»9>e.  Mvsic 
heard.  One  half  of  a  Cloud  drawn,  l^mffcrs  art  dis- 
covered i  then  the  other  haif  drawn.  Junrsa  stm  ut 
glory. 

Mere.  Take  heed,  weak  man !  those  are  the  sins 
that  sunk  thee ; 
Trust  'em  no  more :  Kneel,  and  give  thanks  to 
Jupiter. 
Anth.  Oh,  mighty  power ! 
Jup.  Unmask,  ye  gilded  poisons  ! — 
Now  look  upon  'em,  son  of  Earth,  and  shame 

'em; 
Now  see  the  faces  of  thy  evil  angels  ; 
Lead  'em  to  Time,  and  let  'em  fill  hiis  triamph  ! 
Their  memories  be  here  foiigot  for  ever. 

Anth.  Oh,  just,  great  god  !  how  many  lives  of 
service. 
What  ages  only  given  to  thine  honour. 
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VTbat  infinites  of  tows  and  holy  prayers 
Can  pay  my  thanks  ? 

Jup.  Rise  up !  and,  to  assure  thee 
That  nerer  more  thou  shalt  feel  want,  strike  Mer- 
cury, 
Strike  him  ;  and  by  that  stroke  he  shall  for  ever 
Live  in  that  rock  of  gold,  and  still  enjoy  it. 
Be't  done,  I  say  I  Now  sing  in  honour  of  him. 

SONG. 

Enter  the  Triumpk,  First,  the  Musieiaru :  Then  Yaiit- 
DcuoBT,  TLBABxmm,  Ciurr,  Lucrk,  VANiry,  and 
other  </  the  Vices :  Then  a  Chariot  with  the  Person  <f/ 


Ttmk  sitting  in  it,  drawn  by  four  Persons,  representing 
Hours,  singing. 

[Exeunt    Flourish. 


Eman,  By  this  we  note,  sweetheart,  in  kings 
and  princes, 
A  weakness,  even  in  spite  of  all  their  wisdoms, 
And  often  to  be  mastered  by  abuses  ; 
Our  natures  here  described  too,  and  what  humours 
Prevail  above  our  reasons  to  undo  us  : 
But  this  the  last  and  best :  When  no  friend  stands, 
The  gods  are  merciful,  and  lend  their  hands. 

{.Flourish,    Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 

Now  as  the  husbandmaiv,  whose  costs  and  pain. 

Whose  hopes  and  helps,  lie  buried  in  his  grain, 

Waiting  a  happy  spring  to  ripen  fiill 

His  longed-for  harvest  to  the  reaper's  pull. 

Stand  we  expecting  (having  sown  our  ground 

With  so  much  charge,  the  fruitfulness  not  found) 

The  harvest  of  our  labours  :  For  we  know 

Yon  are  our  spring ;  and  when  you  smile  we  grow. 

Nor  change  nor  pain  shall  bind  us  from  your  pleasures, 

So  yon  but  lend  your  hands  to  fill  our  measures  ! 


THE    FAITHFUL    FRIENDS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


TiTUB  Mahttus,  King  of  Rome. 
Marcus  Tuluub,  the  Roman  OenertU, 
Old  Tullivs,  hU  Father,  a  Senator. 
Marcsllaxto,  a   Senator,   Father  to   Prila- 

DBLPHA. 

Armanub,  Friend  to  Marcus  Tuluus. 
Marius,  Friend  to  Tvlltvb,  and  Lover  q^Lbua. 
RuriNUS,    ^ 

Lbahchus,  \Captaint,  and  Enemies  to  Tuluub. 
Lbontius,  j 

Marcbllub,  a  Roman  Captain. 
Sarinus,  General  of  the  Sabinet. 
Arminius,  a  Sabtne  Captain. 
Sir   Prrgamub,   a  humorous  Knif^,  in  Love 
with  Flatla. 


Bbllario,  an  old  Soldier, 

Bnipsnap,  a  Tailor. 

Blackbitout,  a  Smith. 

CALTKSKm,  a  Shoemaker. 

Pfldester. 

fienaton,  Licton,  Flamens,  Coiutsble,  Of&cm, 
Tapsters,  Sutler,  Heralds,  Postmaster,  Msi- 
aengers.  Petitioners,  and  Attendants. 

Prtladblpba,  Wi/k  to  Marcus  Tujjjus. 
LBX.IA,  disguised  as  Janus,  her  Page;  Sister ts 

TULUITS. 

Flavia,  Servant  to  PHitiADSLPHA. 
Ladies  and  Attendants. 


SCENE, — Rome,  and  ths  Countkt  of  thb  Sabinbs. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— RoMK.    Before  the  CapUd. 

Enter  Mariub,  Rumnis,  and  Laoimus. 

Rt^f,  You  haye  made  a  large  relatioiiy  bnt  more 
rare, 
Of  yonr  experienced  travels ;  and  I  fear 
You  will  depopulate  our  court  and  land 
Of  the  most  noble  youths ;  who,  being  fired 
By  your  rich  benefit,  will  like  lightning  fly 
To  purchase  fame  and  honour. 

Leant.  You're  full  fraught 
With  many  kingdoms'  Tirtues. 

Mar,  Sir,  you  flatter  now. 
And  do  outprize  my  willing  industry : 
Yet,  without  boast,  1  haye  been  no  drone,  my  lords, 
To  suck  up  others'  labours  ;  nor,  ss  many 
Of  our  nobles  do,  purchased  new  fashions 
With  the  loss  of  lands ;  nor  spent  my  five  years 

travels 
To  bring  home  a  Spanish  block,  or  a  French 

compliment, 
A  German  health,  or  English  tilting-staff ; 
Nor  fiddled  out  my  time  in  capering : 
Yet  these,  nor  any  other  active  exercises 
That  can  be  added  to  adorn  the  state 
Of  a  true  gentleman,  are  strange  to  one, 
Occasion  best  will  witness.     But,  my  lords, 
I  have  not  yet,  in  the  least  syllable, 
Received  the  knowledge  of  domestic  things ; 
What  change  of  state,  of  friends,  or  enemies ; 
The  custom  of  the  court ;  who  are  in  grace  : 
Lest  my  long  absence  hence  may  make  me  igno- 
Of  due  respect  deserved  by  noble  merit ;       [rant. 
And  who  is  &vourite  to  the  king  ? 


I  would  be  loth  to  appear  ridiculous 
In  any  errors  at  first  interview. 

JRttf.  You  have  outstripped  the  wing  of  our  de> 
We  did  reserve  it  with  a  full  intent  [ares 

To  make  a  just  return  to  your  relation. 

Mar,  My  thoughts  thirst  for  it. 

R^f,  You  knew  young  Tullius  ? 

Mar,  Servius  Tullius  son  ? 

Rttf,  The  same. 

Mar,  Pray  on. 

Ruf,  He  was  a  man,  you  know,  of  no  grest  butii 

Leant,  A  gentleman ;  that's  alL 

Mar,  A  king's  no  more. 

Ritf,  He  is  3ie  only  gallant  of  the  times. 
The  court's  chief  school,  master  in  arts  and  ut»  ■ 
The  chief  star  that  adorns  this  hemisphere 
Is  thrown  into  his  bosom  for  hia  bride. 

Mar,  Her  name,  Rufinus  P 

Ruf,  'Tis    beauteous    Philadelpha,    the   folf 
Of  Marcellanus,  our  chief  senator.  [daaglit^ 

Mar,  A  lovely  dame ;  Rome  wants  her  ptnllel, 
Except  my  saint,  the  bright-cheeked  Ldia. 

Ruf,  The  solemn  graces,  hymeneal  sports. 
And  revellings  at  this  great  nuptial. 
Cannot  by  the  tongue  of  wonder  be  compared. 
Millions  were  lavished  in  exoessiTe  sports, 
And  piebald  pageantry. 
And  then  the  open  fisvours  of  the  king. 
Crowned  wiUi  uie  gaping  multitude, 
Made  Atlas  shake  with  laughter. 

Mar.  When  was  this,  my  lords? 

R^f.  Some  two  days  since : 
The  happy  bridegroom  has  not  yet,  I  am  sore. 
Plucked  the  Hesperian  fruit ;  'twas  her  desire 


CCEX8  r. 


THE  FAITHFUL  FRIENDS. 


627 


To  lie  three  nights  alone ;  your  oomtUlce  way 
To  make  them  feed  the  freer  when  they  meet. 

Afar,  I  cant  my  slow  speed 
That  made  mine  eye  a  stranger  to  these  sights. 

Ruf.  Rather  adore  that  deity  that  detained  you. 

Mar.  Do  yon  then  malign  his  happiness, 
Yoong  Tnilins'  honours,  and  my  sovereign's  grace? 

Att/.  Do  we!  Who  does  not?   and  contemn 
Afi [them  too. 

Mar.  I  do  you, 
Or  any  that  true  worth  shall  emulate. 
I  know  yoong  Tullius  is  a  noble  youth, 
EadDcd  with  virtues  and  perfections 
Fitting  to  rank  with  our  best  Roman  blood. 

Ruf.  Leoni.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Mar.  Do  you  laugh ! 
B;  all  our  gods,  Ruiinus,  Tullius'  merits 
Deserre  those  graces  are  bestowed  upon  him 
Better  than  any  one  that  envies  them, 

Ruf.  How,  Marius  ? 

Mar.  Pish !  'gainst  the  winds  look  big. 

Enter  Lkarchub. 

Learch.  That  bigness  blew  me  hither. 

Rm/.  In  post,  Learchus  ? 

Learch.  'Foot !  had  I  wings  like  Perseus,  and 
could  fly, 
I  were  too  slow-paced  to  divulge'this  news. 

Leant.  What  is't,  i"  th'  name  of  wonder  ? 

Leareh,  For  firm  truth, 
The  Sabines  are  in  arms,  whose  stubborn  necks 
These  many  years  stooped  to  the  yoke  of  Rome, 
Now  shake  their  fetters  off,  and  with  sharp  steel 
Svear  to  enlarge  their  former  privilege. 

Ruf.  This  your  tidings  ? 
The  expectation  takes  the  strangeness  off : 
It  has  been  long  suspected. 

Leareh.  You're  too  greedy, 
Aad  glut  your  appetites  with  the  first  dish  : 
I  hiTe  a  feast  of  news  yet, 
Who  do  you  think  is  chosen  general, 
And  command  given  for  a  present  press, 
Of  oar  most  ablest,  expert  soldiers. 
Ten  thousand  horse,  and  twenty  thousand  foot, 
To  quell  this  hot  rebellion  ? 

Rnf.  Who  but  we  ? 

Leareh.  You  have  been. 

R^f.  May  be  thyself,  Learchus  ? 

Learch.  No,  no,  no. 

Ruf.  Then  'tis  Leontius  ? 

Learch.  You  are  wider  still. 

Ruf.  Who  else  is  fit  to  bear't,  and  we  put  by  ? 

Learch.  Who  but  the  warlike  Tullius  ? 

Ruf.  That  milksop  i  Sure  the  king 
^i)l  make  an  idol  of  hiuL 

Learch.  Who  should  command  but  he  that  awes 
command? 
ToIliDg  is  general,  and,  with  greatest  pomp, 
h  coming  this  way ;  the  king  leaning  thus 
I  pen  hia  soldier  :  eyeing  as  they  pass 
The  looks  and  gestures  of  each  gazer-on. 
How  they  relish  his  election. 

Ruf.  But  nwly,  without  salt ; 
They  have  a  fresh  soldier  to  their  general. 

Mar,  Your  bitterness  makes  the  digestion 
In  my  conceit,  he  that  endeavours  well,  [harsh : 
Though  he  come  short  of  him  that  hath  performed 
Something  worth  praise,  deserves  far  more  com- 
mends 
Than  those  that  boast  their  actions ;  it  takes  off 


The  lustre  that  belongs  to't.  Pardon  me 

If  I  make  question  of  your  loyalties, 

That  dare  disparage  thus  my  sovereign's  choice 

Of  his  respected  subjects  :  it  infers 

A  doubt  made  of  his  wisdom.   Why  should  we 

Tax  the  prerogative  pleasures  of  our  prince  ? 

Whom  he  shall  grace,  or  where  bratow  his  favours? 

That  law's  allowed  to  every  private  man : 

Then,  to  confine  or  disallow  a  king, 

Were  most  injurious  and  preposterous. 

For  as    *****    as  they're  gods, 

They  are  subject  to  their  passions  as  they're  men : 

Alexander  the  Great  had  his  Hephestion, 

Philip  of  Spain^his  Lerma :  Not  to  offend, 

I  could  produce  from  courts  that  I  have  seen 

More  royal  precedents,  but  I'll  not  give 

Such  satisfaction  to  detractive  tongues, 

That  publish  such  foul  noise  against  a  man 

I  know  for  truly  virtuous. 

JR^f.  Learch,  Leon,  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Learch.  What's  he 
That  takes  upon  him  thus  to  contradict 
What  we  shall  please  to  censure  ? 

Ruf.  'Tis  young  Marius, 
He  that  was  severed  from  fair  Lelia, 
Old  TuUius'  daughter. 

Learch,  Alas,  poor  lover !  these  are  frantic  fits  : 
He  adores  Tullius  for  his  sister's  sake. 

Ruf,  Now  the  great  general  comes. 

Leon,  How  fierce  he  looks ! 

Enter  MABCELLVBt  leading, '  Dnmu  and  Colonn;  Tinm 
MARTfUs,  MARcrs  TuLuua,  Armamus,  Soldiers,  attd 
Attendants. 

Mar,  The  blessings  of  the  gods  be  multiplied 
To  add  increase  of  glory  and  renown 
To  Titus  Martins,  my  dread  sovereign, 
And  to  the  general,  fame,  and  victory. 

Tittu,.  T^y  last  fair  wish  begets  a  double  thanks. 
Rise,  Marius. 

Thy  virtue  was  the  harbinger  to  prepare 
A  welcome  to  thy  country  ;  but  to  us 
That  exiled  thee  from  Rome,  and  from  thy  bliss, 
The  beauteous  Lelia,  our  command  shall  crown 
Your  loves  with  a  rich  dowry ;  she  is  thine. 

Mar,  A  bounty,  sir,  I  prize  above  my  life. 
All  joys  reward  you,  noble  Tullius. 

M,  TulL  Welcome  as  what  I  long  for,  victory  ! 

Arm,  With  like  arms  I  embrace  you. 

AIL  So  do  all.— 

R^f.  There's  a   young  demi-god  too:    With 
The  king  doth  entertain  him  !  [what  grace 

Learch,  Oh,  my  lord. 
Must  he  not  be  alUed  to  Tullius  ? 

Ruf,  I  cry  you  mercy,  I  had  forgot  that 

Leon.  'Foot,  we're   not  minded  here ;    these 
dunghill-cocks 
Flutter  their  feathers  so  before  his  eyes,  • 
He  does  or  will  not  see  us. 

Rt^f,  It  is  no  matter :  let  'em  use  their  wings, 
We  shall  sit  heavily  upon  their  skirts  for't. — 

TUut.  We'll  leave  our  Tullius  now,  and  back  to 
court: 
Time  must  allow  some  hours  for  a  kind  leave 
'Twixt  you  and  your  fair  bride ;  we'll  not  be  by 
To  see  so  sad  a  parting. 

M,  TuU,  Royal  sir, 
Howe'er  the  thought  of  danger  may  beget 
Some  sorrow  for  my  absence,  being  divorced 
Ere  Hymen's  rites  are  fully  finished  : 
Yet,  when  her  love  shall  look  upon  the  cause 


Commanda  mj  service,  and  this  three-fold  grace 
Conferred  on  me  by  you,  she  will  with  smiles 
Turn  from  mo ;  her  chief  care 
Is  of  my  honour,  not  my  dalliance. 

Titiu.  Thou  deifiest  her  with  this  character ; 
Yet  she  deserves  a  larger.     Farewell  Marcus, 
Mars  guide  thy  marches.     Peace  thy  footsteps 

M.  Tull.  I  live  but  for  your  safety.         [home ! 

TUtu.  Ours  in  thine.  lExit. 

Ruf.  Leon.  Learch.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  iExeunt. 

Mar.  [Detaining  Tullius.]    Could  you  dis- 
pense, sir,  with  your  high  affairs, 
I'd  gladly  borrow  some  short  conference. 

M.  TuU.  I'll  lend  it,  sir,  most  willing :  I  wish 
Would  engage  me  for  the  like  courtesy.  [time 

Mar.  1 11  not  be  tedious,  trust  me. 

M.  TuU.  Worthy  friend,  CToArmawtts. 

Take  off  the  edge  of  Philadelpha's  grief 
For  this  short  separation ;  be  you  the  first 
That  shall  acquaint  her  with  my  great  command, 
It  will  abate  some  of  the  bitterness. 
And  mitigate  her  passions  ere  we  meet, 
To  make  our  parting  sweeter. 

Arm.    Friend,   I    shall,  and,  with  perauasiye 
speech. 
Arm  her  with  patience  to  beat  back  sad  thoughts, 
And  hoodwink  danger  with  your  honour's  veil. 

M.  TtUl,  I  know  you  need  no  tutor.     I'll  ex- 
change 
Some  words  with  Marius,  whose  approach^  I  pray 
You'd  certify  my  bride  before  we  come, 
For  I  intend  to  bring  him. 

Arm.  Your  best  pleasure. 

M.  TuU.  You  shall  not  want  us  long. 

Arm.  We'll  all  attend  yon. 

{Exit^  with  Mjmckllvb  and  Soldiers. 

Mar.  Now  let  me  fineely  fold  thee,  noble  lord  : 
All  bars  that  stood  betwixt  us  are  removed, 
Great  Martins'  frown,  our  fathers'  enmity. 
Caused  by  the  antipathy  of  honoor's  stem, 
Which  your  deserts  have  levelled.     Their  stem 

hate, 
That  strived  to  contradict  our  plighted  faiths, 
Which  long  ere  this  had  linked  to  you  a  brother, 
I  hope  is  reconciled.     Good,  bless  me  then 
To  hear  of  my  dear  Lelia :  is  she  well  ? 
Hath  not  my  discontinuance,  and  harsh  threats 
Of  both  our  parents,  forced  her  timorous  sex 
To  shun  my  wished  embraces,  and  give  op 
Her  heart  and  hand  unto  some  resident  suitor  ? 
My  soul  is  racked  till  you  dissolve  my  fears. 

JIf  .  TuU,  And  mine  till  you  resolve  me  to  what 
end 
You  ask  these  frivolous  questions.  Good,  my  lord. 
Now  is  no  time  to  dwell  on  circumstance. 
And  I  am  something  wondered  you  should  make 
A  doubt  x)f  Lelia's  faith. 
Having  the  cabinet  in  your  custody 
That  does  contain  the  jewel :  'Tis  a  prize, 
(Wear  it  I)  the  richest  in  love's  lottery, 
Won  from  a  woman :  Sir,  remember  that. 
Yet  such  a  spotless  worth  fame  crowns  you  with, 
I  do  not  fear  the  preservation  on't  $ 
But  'tis  vour  own,  howsoever  lasting  joy. 
Now  make  me  happy  to  partake  her  welfiire  : 
How  does  my  sister  ? 

Mar.  Ha  I 

M.  TuU.  You  have  made  a  sad  old  man :  the 
king's  entreats. 
Persuades  of  friends,  budnesa  of  state,  my  honours. 


Marriage  rites,  nor  aught  that  can  be  named, 
Since  Lelia*s  loss,  can  move  him  from  the  place 
In  which  he  lives  a  retired  life  and  modi  duooD> 
solate. 

Mar.  I  dare  not  understand  you.  Lelia  lost? 

M.  TuU.  To  all  but  yon.  Why  do  yon  dally  thus. 
Trifling  with  that  is  now  so  precious  ? 
If  you  will  glad  an  aged  father's  heart 
With  sight  of  his  sole  daughter,  questionless 
The  joy  will  seal  your  pardon : 
You're  not  the  first  has  stol'n  a  handsome  kdj. 
Grood  Marius,  do  not  linger. 

Mar.  Hold  for  Heaven's  sake  ! 
You  have  condemned  me  of  a  fact,  which  I 
Of  force  must  die,  because  not  guilty  oft. 
Hear  me,  dear  TuUins :  Witness  all  our  gods, 
If  ever  since  the  time  of  our  divorce, 
Signed  by  your  father's  hate,  and  king's  commaod, 
When  I  set  forth  to  travel,  I  e'er  saw 
Or  heard  of  my  sweet  Lelia, 
All  lovers'  curses  seize  me,  and  my  life 
Languish  in  torments  unezpreasible ! 

M.*  TuU.  In  this  beUef  I  am  wretched :  'Woq14 
you  had,  sir  1 
Till  now  her  loss  was  nothing :  Since  that  time 
That  an  ill-twisted  £ite  divided  yon. 
My  sister  ne'er  was  seen ;  all  Rome  oonceiTed, 
And  did  not  spare  to  speak  it,  for  your  sake 
All  comforts  else  she  banished. 

Mar.  And  from  me 
All  other  joys  for  ever. 

M.  TuU.  From  my  breast 
She  has  forced  millions  of  contented  thoughts. 
And  placed  cold  cakes  of  sorrow.    Worthy  sir, 
Let  my  example  mitigate  your  grief. 
And  smother  it  a  while ;  our  better  stars 
May  work  more  fair  effects,  and  she  be  found 
When  rumour  shall  report  your  safe  return. 
This  news  would  soon  shorten  my  father's  diys, 
For  he  is  fixed  upon't  she  fled  with  you. 
Were  Rome  in  peace,  or  my  ooiqmand  ta'en  off, 
I'd  take  a  pilgrimage  in  search  of  her, 
Though  I  left  joys  above  Elysium. 

Mar.  You    speak    beyond  a    brother,  krnn; 
Tullius. 

M.  TuU.  For  my  sake,  then,  conceal  her  ba 
a  while, 
Lest  it  should  raise  a  censure  of  deq>air. 

Mar.  Despair ! 
Death  durst  not  taint  a  goodness  vrith  such  sin: 
That  thought  shall  ne'er  afflict  me  for  her  hu. 
The  key  of  silence  here  shall  lock  it  up 
Close  fh>m  the  worid  and  you. 
I  would  not  have  a  partner  in  my  woe. 
For  that,  like  her,  solely  belongs  to  me; 
Yet,  lest  deep  melancholy  drive  my  sense 
To  range  the  vrorld  in  madness,  VU  cast  off 
All  show  of  discontent,  and,  with  my  sword, 
Assist  yon  in  this  hot  hostility. 

M.  TuU.  Yonr  company's  a  sooond  life  to  me. 


SCENE  11.— A  Tatfem. 

BxixAKio,  a  tattered  Soldier  {    Blacksnoct,  «  &»t^ 
Bkifsnap,  a  Tailor ;  Caltmkdi,  a  Skoematttr,  titu»jf 
round  a  Table,  everp  one  Pott  in  their  Bund.    E»if^ 
Tapster. 

Snip.  Some  more  drink,  boy. 
Tap.  You  shall,  sir,  by  and  by. 
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Blatk.  Come,  my  brave  soldier, 
Take  off  tby  bastmg,  bully  1  By  this  hand, 
Yoa  shall  not  pay  a  farthing  of  this  reckoning : 
I  am  Blacksnont  still. 

BeO.  Pay  ?  What  word's  that  ? 
Oh,  disgrace  to  a  man  of  resolution  I 
Name  pay  in  time  of  peace. 

Caive.  Stay,  be  not  angry,  my  bold  swash- 
l  buckler : 

f    He  means  thou  shak  not  pay  for  what's  come  in. 
I        Snip.  No  more  he  shall  not,  by  this  thimble, 

whilst  I  have 
I   A  groat :  I  should  have  two  two-pences,  I  mistake 
I  dse. 

!    Not  a  doit,  by  this  drink  I  So  here's  to  thee,  boy. 

BelL  No,  nor  you  neither,  my  fine  fox-catchers ! 
Pay  ?  'tis  against  my  profession : 
I  have  a  bitch  shall  bite  him  to  the  bone 
Dares  aak  but  such  a  question.     'Las !  you  are 

fresh  men: 
I'm  an  old  weather-beaten  soldier,  that,  whilst 

dram 
And  trumpets  terrified  cowards,  had  the  world 
At  will ;  but  in  this  armour- rusting  peace 
I'm  glad  to  change  god  Mars  for  Mercury, 
And  pick  a  living  out  of  my  wits. 

Snip,  Pick,  I  aUow  you : 
Give  me  a  trade,  say  I ;  I'll  undertake 
To  finish  more  suits  in  a  year  than  any 
Two  lawyers  in  the  town,  and  get  as  much 
Bj  th'  band  too;  'tis  well  known  we  purchase 
As  well  as  they.  [now-a-days 

Black.  Why  not  1  Your  fees  go  all  one  way : 
Lawyers  and  tailors  have  their  several  hells. 

Calve.  Well  fere  the  honest  gentle-craft,  my 

Our  laboar  always  comes  to  a  good  end.     [hearts, 

Black.  Peace,  Calvealdn  !  your  thin  sole  takes 

water. 
Calve^  'Tis  want  of  liquor  then. — Some  more 

drink,  sirrah  I 
Black.  Which  of  you  all  can  hold  out  tack  with 
Blacksnout, 
The  horse-shoemaker  ?  It  is  always  good 
When  a  man  has  two  irons  in  the  fire : 
We  seldom  have  cold  doings. 

Snip.   I'd  be  loth 
To  haTe  nothing  but  my  wits  to  live  upon. 

Black.  I  believe  thee,  thou  wouldst  have  none 

at  aU  then. 
Snip.  'Tis  but  a  threadbare  living  at  the  best. 
Bell.  'Sfoot,  ye  all  talk 
Like  a  company  of  sprat-fed  mechanics.  ^ 
1  tell  you,   my  sincere  jobbernowls,  I  would  not 

change 
The  rerennes  that  this  brain  brings  me  in  yeai'ly 
For  ne'er  a  trade-fall'n  citizen's  in  Europe, 
ThoTi^h  their  charter  were  sealed,  to  swear  and  lie 
Caive.   I'«t  possible  ?  ^  [by  authority. 

BeU.  There  B  many  a  trim  gallant  in  this  town 
That  lives  by  nothing  else,  and  bravely  too. 
*Las  1  we  have  comings-in  that  every  goose 
r  th'  city  thinks  not  of:  as,  for  example,—^ 
Sit  round- 

Black.  Sit  round,  sit  round. 
BeU.  Ill  explain 
This  mystery :  Here's  a  young  high-mettled  lady, 
U'Kilgt  her  unable  lord  lies  languishing 
lo  a  lingering  consumption,  she,  poor  soul, 
Is  almost  pined  for  want  of  necessaries : 


Who  must  help  this  malady  but  Bellario, 

A  lusty  well-timbered  fellow  ?  yet  no  loggerhead — 

Mistake  me  not 

Black.  No,  no,  you  are  i'  the  right. 

BelL  And  there,  besides  a  satin  suit, 
With  all  things  correspondent,  cap-a-pie  ; 
These  coffers  are  furnifhed  for  a  month  or  two. 

Snip.  Good,  i'faith. 

Black.  I  begin  to  relish  this. 

Bell.  Then  this  brave  cavaliero 
Is  openly  baffled  in  his  mistress'  sight, 
And  dares  not  fight  himself ;  who  must  maintain 
This  quarrel  but  Bellario  ?  And  so  some  forty 
Or  fifty  crusadoes  entice  my  trusty  friend  here 
To  leave  his  peaceful  mansion,  to  make  good 
His  reputation. 

Calve.  What  do  you  think  of  this  ? 

Black.  Better   and    better    still. — Some  more 
drink,  boy. 

BelL  Next,  here's  a  rich  devouring  cormorant 
Comes   up  to  town,  with  his    leathern    budget 

stuffed 
im  it  crack  again,  to  empty  it  upon  a  company 
Of   spruce  clerks   and  squalling  lawyers,  when 

'twerC'fitter 
Such  honest  lads  as  myself  had  it ;  that,  instead 
Of  pedlar's  French,  gives  him  plain  language  for 

his  money, — 
Stand  and  deliver !  besides  all  the  prayers 
Of  the  poor  people  in  a  country,  whom 
This  cut-throat  would  have  undone  in  a  term-time. 
Is  not  this  fit  ? 

Snip,  Very  necessary,  I  protest  to  you. 

BelL  To  proceed — 

Black.  Ay,  to  proceed.     Here's  to  you.  IDrink*. 

Bell.  This  new-come  novice 
Would  be  instructed  in  the  generous  garb ; 
This  tiffany-trader  wants  customers ;  I  thrust  'em 

together. 
This  greasy  citizen  would  put  off  some  musty 

commodity. 
That  some  young  heir  would  half  hang  himself  to 

take  up : 
I  help  all  these,  and  all  these  help  me.    The  honest 

whore.  Fortune, 
Finds  a  thousand  ways  to  pleasure  her  fevourites. 
Now,  my  fine  finger-blowing,  cross-legged  compa* 

nions, 
Is  not  wit  an  unknown  legacy  ? 

iS^ntp.  Ay,  I'll  be  sworn  is't. 
I'd  spend  a  crown  to  see  my  father's  will ; 
Sure  he  left  me  l^at  unknown  legacy. 
He  was  once  mayor  o'  th'  town. 

Black.  I  should  have  wit, 
I  was  a  soldier  once. 

Snip.  Calve.  Thou  a  soldier  ? 

Black.  Yes,  and  have  been  shot  too. 

Snip.  With  a  pot-gun. 

Black.  No,  Snipsnap,  nor  a  goose  gun. 
Bat  with  a  bullet  as  big  as  a  penny-loaf: 
Thou  would'st  have  eat  it  ere  thou  hadst  suffered  it. 

Bell.  Where  ?  Where  about  was*t,  Blacksnout  ? 

Black.  In  the  groin. 
'Twas  at  the  siege  of  Bunnil,  passing  the  straights 
'Twixt  Mayor's-lane  and  Terra  del  Fuego,  the 
fiery  isle. 

Bell.  Hot  service,  by  my  faith. 

Black.  Phew  !  nothing  to  me  : 
He  is  no  good  smith  that  ne'er  burnt  his  fingers. 
Here,  soldier,  here's  to  thee. 
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Snip.  Does't  call  me  soldier?    I   tell  tfaee  I 
tcorn't : 
I  am  a  tailor,  and  aa  good  a  man  as  thyself. 

Black.  As  good  a  man  as  I  ?    Snipsnap,  thou 
liest. 

Snip.  Lie :  Oh,  my  patience  I  I'd  give  forty 
drachmas 
I  were  a  gentleman,  that  I  might  fight  with  thee. 

Calve.  Nay,  nay,  no  quarrelling:  Some  more 
drink,  Tapster. — 
Pray  help  me  to  make  them  friends ;  the  tailor,  sir, 
Is  something  cross  sometimes,  and  8o*s  the  smithy 
Too  hot  and  fiery. 

Bell.  Come,  Blacksnout,  drink  to  him. 

Black.  I  care  not  if  I  do. 

Snip.  Care  not  ?  Nay  then — 

Black,  What  then  ? 

Snip.  I  care  not  if  I  pledge  thee. 

Bell.  So,  so,  this  is  well. 

Calve.  Of  all  things  in  the  world  I  cannot  endare 
This  foolish  quarrelling.     My  wife  and  I  have  a 

bout 
Sometimes,  but  I  always  come  by  the  worst  on*t 

Snip,  More  drink.  Tapster. 

Tap.  Sir,  my  master  « 

Will  let  me  draw  no  more  till  this  be  paid  for. 

Snip.  Does  he  misdoubt  our  payment?   Then 
there's  for  you  : 
Go  change  me  that  cracked  crown.        istniu$  him. 

Bell.  Oh,  brave  Snipsnap !  Who  said  he  durst 
not  fight  ? 

Tap.  Well,  sir,  you'll  dearly  answer  this : 
My  master's  constable ;  he'll  trounce  you  for't. 

Snip.  Dost  tell  me  of  a  constable  ? 

Black.  A  constable's 
An  ass.     I've  been  a  constable  myself. 

Calve.  I  was  head-borough  then,  you  know. 

Enier  Constable  and  Officer*. 

Const,  How  now? 
What  coil  is  here  ? 

Black,  Level  coil,  you  see,  every  man's  pot* 

Const.  Which  is  he,  sirrah  ? 

Tap.  He,  sir,  that  struts  it  so. 

Const,  I  do  command  thee  stand,  in  the  king's 
name. 

Black,  You  must  write  great  letters  then. 

Const.  I  do  command  thee  stand* 

Snip.  Well,  so  I  do : 
Now  I  sit  down  again. 

Const,  Thou  hast  broke  my  man's  head 
Here,  in  my  own  house. 

Snip,  That's  a  lie, 
I  broke't  within  the  length  of  my  own  yard. 

Const.  Neighbours,  what  were  I  best  lay  to  his 
It  is  no  felony  nor  burglary.  [charge  ? 

1  Off.  Yes,  but  'tis  ; 

Is't  not  burglary  to  break  a  house  ? 

2  Off.  That  it  is. 

I  Off.  And  is  not  the  flesh  the  house  of  your 
Const.  Right.  [soul? 

1  Off.  Then  attach  him 

Of  burglary  for  breaking  your  man's  house. 

2  Off.  No,  no,  lay  fiat  murder  to  his  charge  r 
Who  knows  whether  your  roan  may  die  after  it  ? 

Const.  Peace  !   Tell  roe  one  thing  first ;  is  not 
True  subject's  blood  the  king's  ?  [every 

1  Off.  Yes,  that  it  is. 

Const.  And  is't  not  treason  to  spill  the  king's 
blood? 


I  Off.  Yes,  by  my  faith  is%  and  hightreasoo 
too. 

Const.  Very  good :   then,  my  tapster  being  \ 
true  subject, 
His  blood's  the  king's,  and  it  is  treason  to  spill't. 

1  Off.  Oh,  well  considered,  master  conitable: 
This  'tis  to  have  a  wise  roan  in  the  place. 

Const.  Stand  up  again,  thou  monster. 

Snip.  Bear  witness,  neighbours, 
I  am  a  married  man. — Sir,  I  shall  firk 
You  for't. 

Const.  I  do  here  attach  thee  of  high  treasoD 
For  breaking  my  tapster's  head. 

Calve.  How  ?  how  ?  treason  ? 

Const.  Or  any  man  than  dares  not  justify  it— 
Away  with  htm  to  prison  ! 

Snip.  Good  roaster  constable, 
'Twas  wilfully  done  of  me,  I  must  confess ; 
But  did  not  think  'twas  treason.    Neighboon, 
speak  for  me. 

Const.  Away  with  him,  I  say. 

Black.  Pray,  master  constable,  be  geod  to  hin: 
Of  a  tailor  he's  a  very  honest  man  ;  'tis  tgainst 
A  good  time  too,  and  if  he  should  be  hanged 
For  this,  he  would  go  near  to  lose  all  his  custonu 

Const,  I'll  hear  no  more. 

Enter  Mabcbludb,  Soldiert  wUh  Dntaw  and  Mefm. 

Marc.  How  now  ?  What  uproar's  tibis  ?  Are  jw 
the  constable  ? 

Const.  I  am  the  king's  sworn  image. 

Marc.  Can  you  read  ? 

Const.  Yes,  very  well. 

Marc.  There  is  his  highness'  seal 
For  present  levy  of  a  band  of  men. — 
That's  the  wrong  end. 

Const.  If 't  be,  all's  one  to  me. 

Marc.  What  men  are  these  i'  th'  boose  ? 

Const.  A  company  of  quarrelling  Jacks,  aa't 
please  you ; 
They  say  they  have  been  soldiers,  and  bSi  out 
About  their  valours. 

Marc.  Such  as  these  I  look  for. 

Const.   They  have   broke    iny  t^Mter't  to^ 
amoogst  'em,  captain. 

Mare.  They  shall  have  heads  enow  to  break. 
ne'er  doubt. — 
Bellario,  are  you  here  ?    A  man  of  your  kwmn 
And  quarrel  in  an  ale-house  ?  [p*^ 

Bell.  Pardon,  captain; 
'Twas  no  offence  of  mine  ;  I  lit  by  chance 
Into  their  company:  necessity,  you  know,— 

Mare.  Hold  thee,  here's  gold ;  furnish  tkyifJ 
Thou  shalt  be  my  lieutenant.  [with  speed : 

Bell.  Thanks,  brave  captain. 

Mare.  These  shall  along  with  ut  too.    Reai^ 
your  press. 

Caive.  Oh,  good  captam,  I  have  a  wife,  indeed, 
sir. 

Marc.  If  she  be  a  striker,  I  wiU  press  her  tw>. 

Black.  'Sfoot,  I'll  go,  an't  be  but  to  be  rid  rf 

mine.  , 

Snip.  Oh,  that  I  had  been  hanged  outoftheviT. 

Sweet  captain ! 
Marc,  Prate  not,  take  it,  you  were  best 
Const.  He  is  my  prisoner,  captain ;  I  «ttKJ»a» 
him 
Of  high-treason,  for  breaking  my  tapster's  head. 
Mare.  Away,  you  coxcomb  I    Bring  '«»  **• 
Bellario.  ^^'^ 


SCENE    III. 


THE  FAITHFUL  FRIENDS. 


t^l 


Cantt,    Pray,   gentlemen,  will  you    pay  your 

reckoning  then  ? 
Snip,  Not  a  cross,  by  this  hand,  and  stay  me  if 

thon  darest. 
Black.  I'll  go  to^all  the  wars  in  tbe  world  before 
1*11  pay  a  doit. 
BeiL  To  wars,  my  boys  I   Why,  'tis  the  braTcst 
Ufe. 
ril  stng  yon  a  song  now  shall  encourage  ybn, 
And  make  you  fight  like  furies. 
^//.  Oh,  let's  hear't. 

80NO,  1^  Bbllarzo. 

Hnk,  ch  hark,  you  Taliant  soldiers. 
How  the  drum  and  trumpets  sound ! 
How  tmeTalour  shall  be  crowxx'd ! 
****** 


SCENE  III An  Apartment  in  the  House  of 

TULLIUS. 

E»Ur  'Pan^ADMLPBAf  and  Lxjua  disguised  as  Janits  ker 

Page. 

I*hu  lliy  news  darts  death  and  horror  to  my 
Tbink'st  thou  'tis  true  ?  [heart : 

Lei.  Madam,  I  wish  'twere  false ;  but  credit  me. 
It  is  a  general  rumour  through  the  city. 

Enter  AauAxm. 

Here  comes  one  can  resolve  you. 

I*hi,  My  lord's  best  friend,  best  welcome  !  Oh, 
Armanus, 
Free  my  sad  fears  from  this  same  killing  sound, 
Tluit  fiiea  from  vulgar  mouths ;  words  dipt  in  gall 
Have  pierced  my  quickest  sense.     Must  Tidlius 

Arm.  Pardon  me,  lady,  [leave  me  ? 

If  my  harsh  language  shall  offend  your  ears 
In  seconding  what  you  have  caught  already  : 
My  friend  must  leave  you ;  no  desire  of  his. 
Purchase  of  fame  or  wealth,  but  the  king's  will 
And  country's  safiety,  care  of  public  good, 
Which,  like  the  gods'  decrees,  must  be  observed. 
The  Sabines,  that  have  bowed  their  lowly  necks 
Thus  long  beneath  Rome's  mild  and  gentle  yoke. 
Poll  their  sad  fates  from  our  unwilling  hands 
By  base  rebellion  and  foul  breach  of  faith  ; 
And  your  great  lord,  for  such  ia  the  king's  love. 
Must  go  as  general  to  correct  their  pride, 
An  honour  Uiat  great  princes  emulate, 
And  stride  to  be  preferred  to :  let  that  grace. 
With  thought  of  his  return  and  high  renown 
Clear  your  wet  eyes,  and  make  pale  fear  grow  red 
To  see  a  woman  valiant. 

Pfti.  You  have  words 
Able  to  comfort  a  despairing  soul : 
Yet  sure  you  do  but  try  me  ;  it  cannot  be. 
Nor  shall  I  ever  think  nature  would  waste 
Such  pains  and  cost  to  frame  a  man  in  whom 
She  might  admire  herself,  to  be  a  prey 
For  cut-throats  in  his  prime. 

Amu  No,  lady.  Heaven  defend  ! 
A  better  angel  guards  him. 

Phi.  Where  is  he,  good  Armanus  ? 
Have  we  but  one  poor  minute's  time  to  part  in. 
And  shall  we  lose  a  sand  or  thought  of  that  ? 

Arm,  Ere  you  can  wish  again,  he'll  visit  you. 

Phi.  Visit  indeed,  for  I  am  sick  to  death 
To  think  of  his  departure. 

Arm.    He  is  now  in  conference  with   young 

Lei.  Marine?  [Marius. 


Arm,  That  should  have  wed  his  sister,  the  bright 
Lelia. 

Lei.  Hold,  my  heart !  {Aside. 

Phi.  Is  he  call'd  home  again  ? 

Arm.  And  in  more  grace  than  ever. 

PhL  'Deed,  I  am  gkd  on't. 

Lei.  {_Aside.']  My  breast's  too  little  to  contain 
My  tongue  will  sure  betray  me.  [my  joy ; 

Arm.  Both  by  this 
Are  entering  the  first  court. 

Phi.  Look,  Janus. — 

Lei.  lApart.}  Look  ?  my  eye-ball's  out 

Phi.  And  give  me  notice  ere  they  enter  here. 
Lest  the  wished  sight  o'eroome  me. 

Lei.  I  could  stand  lAside. 

A  tedious  winter's  night  on  a  cold  plain 
To  entertain  the  object.    Marius,  I  come.     iExit. 

Phi.  Tell  me,  Armanus,  must  the  general  fight  ? 

Arm.  Yes,  fairest,  if  the  day 
Grow  dangerous ;  for  when  the  soldiers'  spirits 
Grow  weak  and  faint,  it  heartens  up  the  troops. 
And  adds  a  double  strength  to  see  him  strike. 

Phi,  Alas,  my  Tullius  never  practised  it. 
Or  if  he  were  inured  or  trained  in  arms. 
He  has  not  the  heart,  I  know,  to  kill  a  man : 
I  never  saw  him  angry. 

Arm.  'Tis  a  sign 
He  is  the  better  man,  more  temperate  ; 
For  he  that  knows  how  to  respect  a  friend 
Best  knows  which  way  to  use  an  enemy : 
Smooth  amorists  are  roughest  warriors. 

lA/lourish  0/ drums  and  trumpets ^  and  shouts  within. 
Hark,  madam,  how  the  general  salutes  you. 
And  with  what  joy  the  soldiers  welcome  him  ! 
Who  would  not  leap  to  hear  it  ? — See,  they  come. 

Enter  Lklia,  BIarcto  Tuluvs,  and  BlAaius. 

Lei.  My  message  was  before  me. 

Phi.  Oh,  dear  love  !  [7%ey  embrace. 

Mar,  What  a  true  sorrow  speaks  that  mute 
embrace  \ 

Lei,  [Aside."]    Durst  I  unclasp  the  book  in 
which  is  writ 
My  heart's  affection,  thou  would'st  read  it  here ; 
But  envious  time  forbids  it. 

M.  TiM.  Comfort,  sweet  I 
Think  not  on  danger ;  that  is  farthest  off ; 
Imagine  I  accompany  the  king 
In  a  short  progress  :  'tis  no  more,  my  love, 
Although  stem  Mars,  the  cruel  god  of  war. 
Ever  since  that  still-remembered  time  * 

He  lay  in  Vulcan's  gyves  a  laughing- stake. 
Has  been  to  lovers'  joys  an  ireful  foe. 
And  tugs  me  from  these  arms  to  arms  of  steel, 
Envying  our  soft  embraces. 

Phi.  I  see  all  earth-bred  joys  are  bom  and  dead 
In  a  short  moment.     I  fare  now  like  her 
Was  turned  from  paradise  ere  she  had  tasted  bliss. 
Or  like  a  kiog  killed  at  his  coronation. 

M.  Tull.  Weep  not,  love!     Oh,  spare  those 
orient  pearls, 
Whose  worth  out- values  all  the  world  beside ! 
For  every  drop  those  crystal  spheres  let  fall, 
A  crimson  flood  from  their  black  breast  shall  run 
That  thus  divorce  us.     Pr'ythee  dry  thy  tears. 
Or  I  shall  traitor  prove  to  honoured  arms. 
Discovering  a  wet  eye-lid. 

Phi.    You  shall  command  what  kings   want 
power  to  do. 
My  passions. — ^Your  pardon,  noble  sir,  [To  MAnnis. 

m  m  S 
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This  sudden  cause  of  sorrow  has  bereft 
My  better  faculties  of  all  respect 
Fitting  so  worthy  a  guest. 

Mar,  I  want  power 
In  all  things. but  the  will  to  render  thanks 
For  my  rich  welcome ;  you  have  feasted  me 
With  what  I  have  most  longed  for,  your  fair  sight : 
Your  cates  I  come  not  for :  your  lord  and  I 
Must  not  look  now  to  feed  deliciously. 
I  am  his  servant,  lady,  in  this  war, 
And  will  in  life  and  death  take  part  with  him. 

Lei,  {^Apart.l  I  am  now  lost  forever.  Wretched 
What  planet  reigned  at  thy  nativity  [Lelia, 

That  thus  prolongs  still  thy  desired  bliss  ? 
Marius  to  wars  ?    No  danger  shall  detain  me, 
But  step  by  step  Til  still  attend  on  him. 
And'  dally  with  destruction. 

Phi,  To  part  thus  ! 
The  all-seeing  sun,  that    makes    chaste  virgins 

blush. 
But  three  short  nights  hath  hid  his  peeping  eyes 
Since  that  uniting  Hymen  tied  our  hearts 
In  a  connubial  band,  yet  ne'er  allowed 
So  much  true  freedom  to  our  infant  sports 
To  make  us  practic  lovers. 

M.  Tull,  There's  no  help,  we  must  part ;  though 
with  less  grief 
I  could  attend  my  Other's  funeral  hearse, 
Than  leave  thee,  in  whose  each  part  reigns  a  world 
Of  strange  attractive  pleasure. 

Phi,  Shall  not  these  breasts  for  this  night  be 
your  pillow  ? 

M,  Tull,  "Tis  my  wish,  and  if  with  my  safety 
it  may  be, 
Which  for  thy  sake  I  only  strive  to  keep. 

Enter  Rofindb, 

Ruf.  Hail  to  the  general ! 

M.  Tull,  'Like,  my  lord,  to  you. 

Arm.  [Atide.'}  What  makes  this  screech-owl 
here? 
I  never  see  him,  but  methinks  his  face 
Is  more  prodigious  than  a  fiery  comet. 

Ri^f,  The  king  by  me,  sir,  greets  you,  and  com- 
You  instantly  maJce  to  the  enemy  [mands 

Before  his  forces  join,  and  make  the  way 
To  victory  more  difficult.     I  have  done,  sir.  IBxit,  1 


Mar.  A  strict  injunction,  more  severely  uttered. 

M,  Tull,  My  Philadelpha  sees  then  there's  no 
Only  a  kiss  and  part :  that,  though  the  foe  [stay  ; 
Were  entered  Rome,  and  ready  to  give  fire 
To  her  proud  buildings,  and  my  presence  solely 

Could  save  the  ruin,  I  would  stay  to  take. 

My  love  transports  me.     Pardon,  my  Armanus, 
Pardon  my  madness  :  nothing  else,  diou  know'st. 
Could  make  me  let  thee  stand  so  long  neglected. 
Farewell,  my  dearest  friend  ! 

Arm,  Farewell  to  whom  ? 

You  wrong  me,  friend,  to  think  my  love  so  funt 
To  leave  you  now;   no,  though  your  way  were 
Hell's  pitchy  cave,  without  a  Sybil's  due,  [through 
I'd  follow  you. 

Sands  shall  be  nunlbered  first,  the  heavens  stand 
Earth  fly  her  centre,  before  death  or [stilly 

M,  Tull,  Forbear, 
Thou  best  of  men,  a  true  and  faithful  friend ; 
Urge  not  what  cannot  be :  I  know  thy  love 
And  valour  both  exceed  comparison, 
Yet  now  thou  must  not  go. 

Arm.  Not  go  ? 

M,  Tull,  No,  my  prophetic  soul 
Tells  me  my  absence  gives  too  free  a  scope 
To  them  that  bate  me,  to  supplant  my  honours : 
Besides  my  own  observance  I've  received 
The  knowledge  of  black  hatred  lodged  i'  th'  breasts 
Of  our  most  greatest  peers ; 
Then,  lest  my  danger  here  at  home  should  prove 
More  than  abroad,  stay  thou  to  curb  their  actioni. 
Next,  here's  a  virgin  in  a  moment  cast 
From  highest  joy  to  sorrow's  lowest  valley ; 
Be  thou  her  comfort,  and  believe  me,  friend^ 
The  least  of  these  more,  much  more,  I  esteem. 
Than  if  thy  manly  breast  should  stand  a  shield 
Tteixt  me  and  thousand  perils. 

Arm,  I  am  won,  sir, 
And  yield  at  first  charge ;  may  yonr  foes  do  so  1 
And  Heaven  guard  me  but  as  I  strive  to  keep 
Your  honours  clear  and  spotless. 

M,  Tull,  I  should  sin 
In  making  question  of  it.    Now  I'm  happy , 
But  I  fear  I  am  over  bold  with  time. — 
Dearest,  farewell,  and  think  our  parting  now. 
When  we  meet  next,  will  seal  our  pleaanres  high. 
And  add  a  new  step  to  felicity.       lExtum  tevtrauj. 


ACT   11. 


SCENE  l,-~An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Rurmus. 

Ruf,  A  general  I  Oh,  ye  gods, 
Why  so  disgrace  ye  a  great  soldier's  name 
To  cast  it  on  a  creature  so  unworthy  ? 
I  that  these  twenty  years  have  tugged  with  danger 
Where'er  it  durst  appear,  and  oft  have  done 
Those  deeda  would  make  this  novice  quake  to  hear ; 
I  that  have  stood  more  breaches  for  my  country 
Than  e'er  he  numbered  years,  while  this  right  hand 
From  Mars'  alluring  favourites  have  forced 
Unwilling  victory :  for  all  are  now 
By  the  ungrateM  king  slighted,  neglected ; 
While  this  young  puny  thing  is  set  a'  cock-horse. 
Well,  king,  not  fear  but  wisdom  makes  me  hold 
My  fiiry  thus  long  from  thee :  but,  my  general. 


Ward  yourself  well,  or  my  revengeful  ire, 
like  a  resistless  storm,  sent  from  the  ikorthy 
Shall  blast  your  springing  glory  in  the  bud. 
The  deadly  shirt  dipt  in  the  centaur's  gore. 
Thou  fool,  thou  might'st  have  pat  on  with  ka 

danger 
Than  clothe  thee  thus  in  these  unfitting  honours 
Which  fate  ordained  for  me  :  I  hate  thee  firmlfi 
And  hate  deep-rooted  in  a  soldier's  breast 
Can  hardly  be  digged  out. — Oh,  his  grace  oomes, 
And  I  must  clear  my  brow ;  for  anger  seen 
Loses  his  force,  kept  secret  strengthens  spleen. 

Enter  Lbakchds,  LBONTiua,  Haxcjbuaxob,  emd  wtcUr 
Senator  /  then  Titcb  MAienua,  talking  U  Aamaktb. 

Tit%u,  Armanus,  we  have  sent  thy  fricod  w 
But  Honour  leads  him  on.    We  ever  saw  [dasser. 
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Some  dawning  Tirtue  in  his  generous  look, 
^lliicb  now,  we  hope,  in  action  will  shine  clear, 
And  dazzle  Envy's  eyes. — Pray  speak,  lords,  freely, 
How  like  yon  our  election  of  a  general  ? 

Sen.  As  if  the  gods  themselves  had  made  the 
choice. 

Ruf.  [Aside.]  Yes,  'mongst  schoolboys  to  lead 
a  feasting  on. 

Tittu.  Your  approbation  pleases,  and,  we  trust, 
He'll  bring  home  peace  and  victory  togeUier ; 
Therefore  the  fear  of  ill  success  be  far  : 
On  his  high  altar,  to  Tarpeian  Jove, 
A  milk-white  bull  with  gilded  horns  we'll  offer 
To  &70Dr  Rome,  and  be  propitious  to  him. 
Let  all  our  temple-gates  be  opened  wide, 
And  daily  orisons  to  all  the  gods 
Be  made,  to  send  him  home  a  happy  victor. 

Ruf.  [Aiide.']  The  king's  grown  wond'rous  holy 
o'  the  sadden. 

Tihu.  Ourself  in  private  here,  low  on  our  knees, 
Will  pour  our  prayers  for  his  tender  safety. 
Then  leave  us,  lords,  and  see  our  will  performed 
Religiously. — Nay,  you  may  stay,  Rufinns. 

iBxeuiU  all  but  Titos  IHartius  and  Rvrimn. 

Ruf.  [Aside.]  \(liat's  the  king's  meaning  ?  To 
make  me  his  priest  ? 
Whjf  I  yet  never  knew  which  way  to  pray  ; 
Or,  if  my  nurse  e'er  taught  me  such  a  language, 
I  left  it  in  my  cradle. — Here's  a  cushion. 
Pleueth  your  grace  to  kneel  ? 

Titus.  To  kneel  ?  To  whom  ? 
Dost  not  thou  think  the  gods  would  blush  to  see 
A  man,  in  greatness  equalling  themselves, 
Debase  himself  so  poorly  ?  Know,  Rufinus, 
If  Jove  be  able  to  do  us  a  kindness, 
Otir  merits  bind  him  to  it.    The  garlands,  crowns, 
Hi^  altars,  sacrifices,  stately  temples 
Our  bounty  has  bestowed  upon  him,  yet 
Are  nnrewarded  all :  then,  without  pride, 
We  scorn  to  be  a  beggar  to  our  debtor. 

Ruf.  Then  I  mistook  you,  sir. 

Titus.  And  so  thou  dost 
Id  more  than  this,  Rufinus.     Pr'ythee,  tell  me, 
^'hat's  thy  conceit  of  Tullius  and  his  honours  ? 

Ruf.  May  I  speak  freely,  sire  ? 

Titus.  And  fearless  too, 
As  if  thou  wert  my  oracle  or  priest : 
Though  all  thy  words  be  pointed,  and  black  trea- 
Hong  upon  every  harsh-tuned  syllable  [son 

Of  what  thou  now  shalt  utter,  by  my  crown 
Mf  love  shall  be  as  firm  to  thee  as  now. 

Ruf.  Then,  sir,  for  Tullius,  he's  a  white-cheeked 

nlK>se  fearful  soul  a  soldier's  frown  would  fright 

From  his  fine  mettled  breast ;  he  has  a  face 

That  would  disgrace  a  wound.     Had  you  viewed 

As  he  went  drooping  through  the  city-gates,    [him 

Yoa  might  have  seen  his  heart  there  charactered : 

He  looked  as  if  with  joy  he  could  have  changed 

HU  march  for  a  soft  measure,  his  loud  drum 

For  a  still  quavering  lute, 

His  waving  coloura  for  a  lady's  scarf. 

And  his  stiff  armour  for  a  masquing  suit ; 

Nor  can  1  think  your  eyes,  sir,  were  so  blinded 

Bat  you  saw  many  more  able,  more  deserving  men. 

Whose  virtues  might  have  claimed  what  you  have 

cast 
Od  him,  without  desert ;  amongst  which  number, 
^ince  you're  pleased  to  forget  it,  I  may  name 
M  jsdf  without  the  title  of  vain-glorious ; 


And  boast  this  hand  has  puUed  contiguous  death 
Even  from  that  breast  of  yours,  and  quenched 

those  fires 
That  would  have  turned  your  palace  into  cinders. 
In  three  set  battles  'gainst  the  manly  Gauls, 
Which  were  the  firat  since  godlike  Hercules 
That  ever  climbed  the  Alpine  hills,  with  force 
This  sword  hath  won  you  glory :  but  henceforth 
I'll  learn  to  rest  at  home,  secured  from  danger ; 
Your  wives  shall  be  defiow'red,  your  children's 

brains 
Strew  the  cold  pavement,  all  the  channels  run 
With  crimson  rivers,  and  your  tottering  crown 
Drop  from  your  head  ere  I  will  strike  a  stroke, 
Or  stir  a  foot  for  any  so  unthankful. 

Tiius.  How,  traitor  ? 

Ruf.  Never  storm  ;  you  have  given  free  speech, 
And  I'll  be  bold  to  use  it.     As  for  Tullius, 
Let  him  be  sure  my  justly-stirred>up  wrath 
Shall  never  die,  till  smothered  in  his  ashes ; 
And  do  not  think  but  he  that  dares  speak  this 
Unto  his  angry  king,  dare  see  it  done. 
Nay  act  it ;  the  like  Learchus  and  Leontius, 
And  divers  valiant  spirits,  have  resolved. 
And  do  not  fear  to  speak  it.    Then  judge  you 
What  hope  your  general  has  e'er  to  return, 
Or  if  return,  how  long  to  enjoy  his  honours. 
Now,  sir,  you  know  our  minds. 

Titus.  Yes,  sir,  we  do. 
And  you  shall  aU  feel  ours.     Poor  envious  fools. 
Whose  shallow  judgments  could  not  search  our 

reach 
In  sending  TuUius  hence.     I  knew  your  hate. 
Your  puffed  ambition  and  your  poisonous  spleens 
Darting  at  Marcus'  graces,  which,  like  motes. 
But  darken  the  bright  beams  of  his  clear  virtues  : 
Your  honours  make  you  odious ;  grace  bestowed 
On  those  that  shaU  corrupt  it,  blacker  shows. 
And  does  present  the  persons  baser  far 
Than  such  as  spring  from  dunghills.    You  have 
By  this  device  thrown  that  into  our  bosom      [now 
We  would  have  purchased  with  a  magazine. 

Ruf.  Your  poor  partaking  it ;  for  since  I  see 
Revenge  sit  on  your  forehead,  we  know  now 
How  to  prevent  your  fury.    Fare  you  well,  sir. 

Titus.  Stay. 

Ruf.  Not  to  hear  one  word  more. 

Tiius.  We  do  entreat  thee  stay. 

Ruf.  WeU,  what's  your  will  ? 

Titus.  That  thou  shouldst  look  more  mildly, 
banish  doubt. 
For  we  so  prize  thee  and  thy  high  deserts, 
We'll  take  away  the  cloud  that  hides  the  truth 
From  thy  deluded  eyes  ;  therefore  prepare 
To  hear  a  story  shaU  astonish  thee. 
Thou  canst  be  secret  f 

Ruf.  Yes,  I  think  I  can. 

Titus.  Then  know,  these  furrows  cast  up  in  our 
Was  but  to  cover  seed  that  has  ta'en  root      [brow 
In  this  our  dry-parched  brain :  We  are  in  love 
With  beauteous  Philadelpha. 

Ruf.  What's  that  to  me  ? 

Titus.  Be  patient,  thou  shalt  hear :  I  dote  on 
her 
More  than  the  fool  on  folly,  wise  on  knowledge, 
The  usurer  on  his  gold,  or  proud  of  honour* 
It  was  her  love  that  advanced  Tullius 
Unto  this  type  of  state ; 
Her  beauty  only  made  him  general, 
And  thrust  him  hence  into  the  jaws  of  danger, 
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Which  his  debilitteB  will  leap  into. 

For  whilst  he  stayed  at  home,  what  hope  had  I, 

Of  any  opportunity,  to  gain 

The  richest  prize  that  ever  sweetened  sin  ? 

My  love  to  thee  is  firm  as  e'er  it  was, 

But  last  so  sore  has  marked  me  for  her  own 

That  I  neglect  all  things  that  tend  not  solely 

To  the  attainment  of  my  wished  delight. 

Ruf.  'Faith,  sir,  in  my  mind, 
An  easier  battery  might  win  snch  a  fort. 

Titus,  I  know  not,  for  I  yet  ne'er  found  the  man 
I  could  think  worthy  of  the  embassy 
To  bear  the  message  of  my  heart  to  her ; 
But  thou,  Rufinus,  through  the  court  art  fiuned 
For  thy  neat  'suasive  speech  and  candied  tongue, 
With  which  from  fixed  resolutions  oft 
Thou  hast  remoTed  ourself,  and  made  us  wonder 
At  our  own  weakness,  seeking  to  conclude 
Matters  of  weight  without  thee.     'Tis  my  wish — 

Ruf,  That  I  should  be  your  spokesman. 

TUus,  Before  any. 

Ruf.  A  fair  preferment !    Thus,  whilst  Tullius 
wins 
Honour  abroad,  styled  your  great  general, 
I  must  be  kept  at  home  to  be  YOur  pandar  ? 
You  are  ignoble  to  propose  a  deed 
Of  so  much  baseness  to  a  soldier : 
Had  I  no  other  name  to  honour  me  ? 
I'll  sooner  fly  unto  your  enemy, 
And  with  my  sword  compel  this  princock  boy 
To  bring  her  to  your  arms,  nay,  to  your  bed, 
And  make  him  there  be  bawd  to  his  own  wife, 
Than  undergo  the  title  pandar :  'Sdeath ! 

TUu».  Stop  not  at  that ;  'tis  far  from  our  intent. 

Rt^f.  Yet  since  'tis  Tullius  must  be  cuckolded, 
I  well  could  brook  that  name,  or  any  worse, 
To  fix  my  vengeance  onliim.     Hear  me,  sir : 
Armanus,  his  great  friend,  is  made  the  guardian 
To  watch  this  golden  fruit ;  'twizt  him  and  me 
Long  time  has  festered  an  old  enmity ; 
Remove  but  him,  or  work  him  to  your  wish, 
'Twill  be  the  better :  none  can  sooner  stir 
Affection  in  the  wife,  than  he  that's  most 
Familiar  with  the  husband,  nor  can  move 
More  freely  and  suspectless.    The  ice  broke, 
I'll  second  him,  and  plunge  into  a  sea 
Of  lovers'  passion,  promise  of  such  grace, 
Your  godlike  virtues,  care  of  her  chaiBte  name. 
Command  of  sovereignty,  the  world's  chief  bliss 
And  women's  sole  desire ;  then,  sir 

Titus.  No  more, 
Pr'ythee  no  more:  thou  shalt  not  waste  such  words. 
Whose  eloquence  would  force  a  frosen  nun 
To  fly  her  holy  orisons  to  embrace  me. 
I  build  upon't  she's  mine.    About  it  then ; 
I  am  yet  a  bondman,  thou  must  set  me  free, 
Or  I  shall  range  beyond  community. 
About  it,  dear  Rufinus  ! —  [£«><  Rufinus. 

Thus  must  kings. 
For  private  ends,  the  insolence  endure 
Of  those  were  bom  their  vassals,  and  immure 
Their  high  disdain,  that,  like  a  storm,  should  drown 
Their  full-sailed  pride,  and  headlong  strike  it  down. 
But  who  is't  can  prevent  it  ?    Chance  or  fate. 
What  we  intend  wants  power  or  wit  to  mate. 

{.Exit. 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  the  House  of  TuLUca. 
Enter  Tuiuldmlpua  in  a  Mourning  HabUt  and  Flatia. 

Phi,  Is  not  Armanus  yet  returned  from  oouit  ? 

Fia,  Returned  ?  No,  madam,  but  I  wonder  at 
it ;  being  a  merchant  venturer  as  he  is,  and  there 
such  excellent  trading,  methinks,  ere  this  he  might 
have  made  return  by  tale  or  wholesale. 

Phi,  I  pr'ythee,  Fkvia,  cease.     Why  ait  thou 
stiU 
So  jocund  when  I'm  sad  ? 

Fla»  *Faith,  lady,  to  try  if  the  company  of  mirth 
can  drive  away  this  unwelcome  melancholy ;  'tis  a  ■ 
scurvy  guest,  and  still  disturbs  you.^ 

Phu  'Tis  a  kind  friend  that  still  afwodatcs  me ; 
My  Tullius,  when  he  parted,  left  us  two 
To  keep  his  house,  and  there's  no  other  lord 
Shall  bear  rule  here  till  he  himself  take  place. 

Fta.  Worse  luck,  says  I !  Oh,  fie  upon't!  This 
marriage  spoils  us  all ;  when  you  were  a  naaid 

Phi,  A  maid,  Flavia ! 

Fta*  I  mean  uncoupled,  madam  :  you  are  a  maid 
now  but  for  necessity,  against  your  will :  Love 
knows  that's  a  hard  case.  How  often  have  I  beard  i 
[you]  after  you  had  spent  a  whole  day  in  discourse 
with  some  dry-brained  suitor,  at  night  langfa  at 
him  in  your  sleep. 

Phi.  Thou  art  a  mad  wench.     'Faith,  tdl  me, 
Flavia, 
Since  we  are  entered  thus  in  fond  discovae. 
How  many  suitors  hast  thou  ? 

Fla.  Let  me  see ;  tag  and  rag,  'think  aome  four 
and  twenty,  as  many  as  would  make  up  a  grand- 
jury  :  but  if  I  were  in  question  for  my  life,  I'd  be 
prest  ere  I'd  be  tried  by  *em,  they  have  been  to 
often  forsworn. 

Phi,  Lord,  wench,  what  doat  thou  do  with  them 
aU? 

Fla.  Do  with  'em  aU  ?  Venus  forbid  it,  madam ! 
I  keep  'em  at  a  further  distance ;  by  my  fiaitji,  he's 
a  happy  man  that  once  in  a  moon  gets  a  loocfa  of 
my  Ups.  Yet  there  was  a  saucy  mercer  t*othcr 
day  thrust  in  upon  me  with  his  yard  in  hia  hand, 
and  ere  I  was  aware  made  shift  to  feel  what  staff 
my  petticoat  was  made  of :  but  I  think  I  gave  him 
a  cooling  card.  I  taught  him  what  it  was  for  a 
citizen  to  meddle  with  a  waiting  gentlewoman; 
I  made  him  stand  at  bay  like  a  chased  stag. 

Phu  Are  yon  so  good  a  huntswoman  !  ^TiswdL 
But  which  of  all  the  number  dost  thou  love  ? 
Which  is  the  man  like  to  go  through  with  thee? 

Fla.  'Faith,  madam,  there  is  one  that's  like  to 
go  as  for  as  a  man  can  do  with  a  woman. 

Phi.  Thou  art  knavish  still:  What  ia  he,  Haie- 
brain? 

Fla.  He  is  styled  the  right  worshipfal  Sir  Per- 
gamus ;  a  gallant  of  some  six  hundred  a-year,  bat 
no  more  wit  than  I  wish  my  husband  should  have. 
He  was  here  yesterday  to  ^lew  his  dothea ;  a  new 
suit  some  two  hundred  years  behind  the  foahioa ; 
compliment  correspondent:  at  first  eaoovnter  ht 
scraped  me  a  leg  that  set  my  teeth  on  edge,  sad 
then  entered  into  an  amoroua  diacowae  of  ihr 
troublesome  adventures  in  love  betwixt  him  aad 
one  of  his  mother's  nulk-maids,  interhurded  with 
strong  sighs  that  would  have  turned  a  windmilU 
able  to  move  a  sick  horse  to  oompaaaion.  He  goes 
waddling  up  and  down  the  atreota  aa  if  he  were 
driving  a  flock  of  geese  before  him,  (hot  six  hundred    < 
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poanda  a-year  drowns  greater  faults  than  these) 
about  the  city.  He  promised  to  see  me  agaio  to-day. 

IKnocking  within. 
Somebody  knocks ;  if  it  be  he, 
Eipect  to  hear  a  perfect  comedy.  {Exit. 

Phi.  This  wench  is  honest,  only  strains  this  mirth 
To  qualify  my  sorrow.^ 

Re-tnter  Flavia. 

Now,  who  is't  ? 
Fla.  The  worthy  wight  I  spoke  of :  Good,  sweet 
Do  but  Touchsafe  a  welcome.  [madam. 

Phi.  Bring  him  in. 

E»Ur  Sir  PaaoAifm,  in  an  old  Armwtr,  a  Capon**  Tail  in 
kU  Braver,  a  long  Sumrd  ;  and  Dindimus,  hi*  Jhear/, 
carrjfiiiff  his  Lance  and  Shield. 

Bka  me !  what  pageant's  this  ? 

Per.  Now,  Flavia,  behold  thy  Pergamns, 
In  armsucomplete,  for  thy  sweet  sake  addressed, 
With  lance  and  shield  likewise,  and  in  my  crest 
The  favour  thou  bestow'dst  on  me  last  day, 
I  Whose  very  shaking  shall  the  man  dismay 
Dires  stand  the  force  of  my  unvanqutshed  arm. 

Dind.  ril  swear  navanquished,  [it]  was  nerer 
I  tried  yet. 

Fla.  Alas !  what  means  my  love  ?   You  affright 
Are  these  fit  tools  to  come  a-wooing  with  ?     [me  ; 
I     Dind.  I  ne'er  knew  a  woman  find  fiiult  with  a 
I  bnc:  tool  before. 

I      Per.  No  talk  of  wooing  now :  thy  beauteons  sight 
!  Must  blazoned  be  before  thy  warlike  knight 
Will  touch  thy  tender  skin. 

fUi,  A  poet  too  ? 

Per.  Taithy  some  such  idle  vein  infects  my  muse ; 
It  comes  to  me  by  natural  instinct, 
I  can  scarce  talk  but  in  such  foolish  verse. 

Fla,  I  think  no  less. 

Phi.  It  is  a  sign  you  have 
A  pregnant  wit.  Sir  Pergamus. 

Per.  Am  I  overheard? 
A  rival  ?    Then {.Seizes  (he  lance. 

Fla.  Oh,  hold  I     What  wiU  you  do  ? 
It  is  my  lady  come  to  welcome  you. 

Per.  Oh,  is  it  so  ?    Then  rest,  my  Rosicleary 
That  ne'er  was  drawn,  but  it  killed  somebody. 
Ftirest! 

Phi.  Excellent !  Go  on,  I  long  to  hear  yon  talk. 

Dind,  Ay,  but  his  set  speech  is  at  an  end ;  he's 
spoke  all  that  he  studied. 

Per,  Lady,  yon  must  not  look  for  compliment, 
It  is  absurd  in  soldiers,  but 

Phi.  At  a  stop? 

Per.  At  such  a  butt,  fair  lady,  give  me  leave 
To  draw  my  prickshaft  home. 

Fla,  He  hit  now  indeed:  nay,  madam,  I  told 
you  what  a  suitor  I  had  of  him. 

PhL  Is  that  your  dwarf,  Sir  Pergamus  ? 

Per,  This  is  my  page. 

Dind,  The  Squire  of  low  Degree, 
That  does  attend  upon  this  errant  knight. 

Per,  All  this  is  Uttle  to  the  purpose,  madam ; 
I  come  prepared,  you  see,  with  utmost  speed 
To  inarch  with  your  brave  general  to  the  wars. 
I  would  be  sorry  but  to  be  the  first 
And  foremost  in  the  rank,  next  to  himself. 

Phi,  Your  baste  deserves  it,  trust  me ;  but  my 
h  there  by  this  time [lord 

Per,  How  ? — Come,  Dindimus. 

Phi,  And  coming  back,  I  hope,  with  victory. 

Per,  And  I  not  tiiere  ?    It  is  impossible. 


Post,  Dindimus,  fetch  me  my  swiftest  horse 
And  one  that  can  run  best. 

Dind.  Your  curtaled  jennet  ? 

Per.  Whip,  I  say,  b^one ! 
I  would  not  for  a  hundred  Roman  dollars, 
But  be  the  first  that  should  come  home  again 
To  tell  the  story  of  our  chivalry. 

Dind,  One  honour's  enough  for  me  when  I  am 
there  once.  {Exit 

Fla,  But  will  my  dearest  leave  me  ? 

Per.  Will  I  ?  Oh,  hold  me  not,  this  sword  shall 
A  chronicle  of  thee ;  Hector  of  Troy  [write 

Amongst  the  Trojans  ne'er  made  such  annoy. 

Fla,  Amongst  the  Greeks  you  mean. 

Per,  All's  one  to  me. 
Some  thing  he  did ;  but,  Flavia,  thou  shalt  see 
Sir  Pergamus  of  Rome  will  him  exceL 
If  thou  ne'er  seest  me  more,  then  say 

Enter  Abmanub. 

Arm.  How  now,  who's  this  ? 

Phi,  Armanus,  is  it  you  ? 

Arm,  Madam,  I  desire 
Some  private  conference.     Pray  discharge  your 
woman. 

Phi.  She  may  be  gone  :  Were't  in  a  wilderness, 
I'd  trust  myself  with  your  known  virtues. 

Fla.  Come,  Sir  Pergamus,  till  your  horse  come, 
you  and  I'll  go  play  at  shuttle-cock. 

Per,  A  match,  i'faith  ;  I  love  that  sport  a'  life. 
Yet  my  mother  charged  me  not  to  use  it  for  fear 
of  putting  my  arm  out  of  joint.     lExit  with  Flavia. 

Arm,  Lady,  I  come  to  be  a  suitor  to  you. 

Phi,  Whatever  it  be  lies  in  my  power  to  grant, 
That  love  which  shines  on  Tullius  sues  my  tongue 
To  say  you  must  not  want  it. 

Arm,  Quickly  you  yield ;  but  look  diat  like  rash 
After  his  promise  to  his  hare-brained  son,  [Phoebus 
Or  like  Heaven's  monarch  after  his  sad  vow 
To  his  loved  Semele,  you  repent  not 
Of  what  you  grant  so  freely :  The  first,  this. 

IKUsesher. 

Phi,  My  promise  is  performed. 
And  you  enjoy 't :  But  if  aught  else  you  crave, 
Your  counsel  makes  me  wise  to  ask  what  'tis 
Ere  I  engage  me  further. 

Arm.  Fairest,  know 
I  come  to  sue  for  love. 

Phi,  And  can  you  doubt,  sir,  but  you  have  it 
amply  } 

Arm.  I  mean  such  love  as  Tullius  shall  eiqoy 
When  he  lies  panting  in  these  ivory  arms  ; 
Such  love  as  Venus  calls  for,  that  which  swims 
In  highest  pleasure,  such  as  cynic  fools 
Style  lust  and  waQtopness,  but  wiser  men 
The  world's  Elysium. 

Phi.  Defend  me  1     What  strange  sounds 
Beat  at  my  ears  for  entrance,  or  what  fiend 
Assumes  the  habit  of  my  lord's  best  friend 
To  wrong  his  goodness  and  my  chastity  ? 
This  cannot  be  Armanus  } 

Arm,  Why,  dear  madam  ? 
Because  I  speak  the  heart  of  him  that  lies 
A  captive  at  your  mercy,  bound  and  chained 
By  your  enchanting  beauty,  in  your  breath 
The  life  of  all  his  joys  ?  Oh,  let  the  doom 
Be  mild  and  gentle  then  as  is  the  air 
You  draw  :  one  kind  embrace  raises  us  up 
To  Heaven  ;  only  this. 

Phi,  All  fiuth  in  men  farewell ! 
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Do  you  not  bliuh  to  make  me  blush  to  hear 
Your  unchaste  speeches  ?  is  your  heart  so  foul 
As  your  false  tongue  would  make  it  ?     Goody  my 

lord, 
What  light  collections  has  your  searching  eye 
Caught  from  my  loose  behaviour  ?  what  wild  looks, 
Immodest  gestures,  wanton  dalliance, 
Since  my  dearest  Tullius'  absence  ever  dwelt 
Or  dimpled  this  with  laughter,  that  you  dare 
Essay  to  tempt  me  to  impurity  ? 
Suppose  I  were  as  wicked  as  you  wish  me, 
Or  did  exceed  Pasiphae  in  her  lust, 
Can  you  imagine  I  would  trust  my  truth, 
Or  virgin  honour,  or  the  unspotted  white 
Which  TuUius  ne'er  unclasped  yet,  with  a  man 
That  proves  so  faithless  to  so  good  a  friend  ? 

Arm.  Sure  you  mistake  me. 

Phi.  The  gods  grant  I  do. 

Arm.  There's  no  lust  reigns  in  me. 

phi.  Oh,  pardon,  sir,  IKneeU. 

Pardon  my  misconceit  and  harsh  reply. 
And  I'll  attend  you  ever. 

Arm.  Your  bent  knee  IKneelt. 

Is  my  instruction's  badge,  and  thus  low 
Once  more  I  urge  the  acceptance  of  that  suit 
You  so  abhor  to  hear ; 
But  for  another. 

Phi.  This  is  worse,  more  hateful : 
Love,  that  enforced  the  gods  themselves  to  err 
Might  in  yourself  have  made  it  pardonable, 
But  for  another !    Nothing  can  be  baser. 

Arm,  The  man  but  known,  the  name  of  base- 
ness fades : 
'Tis  for  the  king,  whose  awful  dread  command 
Must  be  obeyed  before  our  own  desires. 

Phi.  He  must  command  then  just  and  worthy 
Else  'tis  more  noble  to  deny  his  will.  [things, 

Arm,  He  may  compel,  you  know,  what  he  en- 
treats. 

Phi.  Yes,  such  as  'bove  their  honours  prize  their 
Not  her  that  chooses  virtue  for  her  guide,     [lives, 
You  greater  powers,  guard  me  from  violence, 
And  from  a  wilful  fall  I'll  keep  myself. 
High  Jupiter,  the  Venger  of  foul  sin, 
With  angry  thunder  strike  me  to  the  deepest 
And  darkest  shades  of  hell,  when  I  consent 
To  'file  my  unstained  faith ! 

Arm,  Heaven  hear  thy  vows,  and  turn 
Those  plagues  on  me  when  I  shall  tempt  thee  fur- 
ther! 
Rise  the  world's  wonder,  a  pure  virgin-wife  1 
Sweet  angel,  fly  me  not,  for  what  1  spake 
Was  only  to  confirm  my  sacred  thoughts 
Of  thy  religious  virtue.    Yet  those  sparkling  eyes 
Have  kindled  raging  flames  in  the  king's  breast, 
And  I  was  wooed,  and  seemingly  was  won. 
To  aid  Rufinus  in  the  overthrow 
Of  thy  unvanqmshed  goodness. 

Phi.  1  am  now  safe  and  sheltered  with  a  rock. 
Tullius,  thou'rt  happy  above  happiness, 
Blest  with  so  true  a  friend. — 

Enter  Flavu. 

In  haste  ?    Thy  news. 

Fla.  The  lord  Rufinus,  madam,  all  alone 
Is  enter'd  the  house,  and  craves  some  speech  with 

Phi.  What  shall  I  do,  Armanus  ?}  [you. 

Arm,  With  all  love,  seem  to  afford  a  welcome ; 
Give  him  free  audience.     In  some  place  unseen 
I'll  overhear  your  conferenqev  that  when  time 


Calls  to  account  these  injuries  I  may  stand 
A  witness  'gainst  their  falsehoods.       istanit  and^. 
Phi.  Bring  him  in.  i&cU  Fla.tia. 

Enter  Rvnmtm. 

Ruf.  All  health  and  happiness. 

Phi.  If  your  fair  words 
And  wishes  parallel  your  lordship's  welcome. 

Buf.  No  words  can  parallel  my  wishes,  madam  ; 
The  happiness  I  bring  you  wants  a  name ; 
'Tis  more  ineffable  tl^n  are  the  joys 
Of  love  or  paradise. 

Phi.  You  astonish  me. 

Jti^f.  Be  not  perverse,  fair  miracle  of  natni«  I 
The  queen  of  heaven  shall  emulate  thy  state ; 
Princes  shall  throng  to  kiss  these  huids,  and  kings 
Shall  be  thy  tenants  but  at  will. 

Arm.  [Aside.']  Smooth  villain  ! 

Ruf.  The  world  shall  be  thy  dowry,  and  all  men 
Shall  study  how  to  please  and  honour  thee ! 
All  this  and  more  is  thine,  do  but  consent 
To  entertain  a  bliss  exceeds  the  rest. 

Phi.  'Tis  a  hard  thing  a  woman  can  deny 
On  these  conditions. 

Ruf.  'Tis  what  all  women  court  to  embimoe, 
Or  else  most  writers  err.     If  to  enjoy 
A  man  excels  his  vex  as  you  do  yours^ 
When  he  was  young  (and  yet  he  is  not  old) 
His  face  disgraced  Adonis ;  or  the  boy 
The  thunder-bearer  stole  from  mourning  Troy ; 
And  since  virility  upon  his  chin 
Hath  planted  golden  hairs,  blind  Cupid  sits 
Weaving  his  nets  of  them  to  catch  coy  virgins. 

Phi.  Is  he  a  properer  man  than  Tullins  ? 

Ri^.  Compare  the  crow  to  the  unspotted  swan ! 
JEsop  to  Hyacinth ! 

Phi.  What  pity  'tis 
So  sweet  a  man  was  bom  without  a  name  ! 

R^f.  Nay,  certainly 
He  has  a  name,  bright  beauty,  and  the  best : 
'Tis  Titus  Martins,  my  dread  sovereign. 
Whose  royal  love  in  tins,  as  in  hia  heart. 
Is  fixed  with  deep  impression. 

Phi.  My  sad  thoughts 
Told  me  some  poisonous  snake  was  doaely  hid 
Under  your  flourishing  words. 

Rt^.  Can  you  deny  a  lover's  smile  to  him 
That  lays  a  crown  beneath  your  conqaering  feet? 

Phi.  Unheard-of  cruelty  I      Dare   sacHi  W»ck 
Enter  the  bosom  of  a  true-born  prinoe,     [thoughts 
Where  clearest  streams  should  run  ?      By  bis  ov^ 
And  free  election  I  was  made  the  spooae      [chcMce 
Of  noble  Tullius  ;  with  his  royal  hand 
In  the  holy  temple  given  to  my  lord ; 
And  does  he  seek  in  the  uniting  sprin|^ 
To  reap  the  harvest  of  unripened  joys. 
And  pliick  that  fruit  the  owner  never  tasted  ? 
Was  it  for  this  my  Marcus  was  removed 
From  safety's  valley,  where  content  sits  crowned. 
To  tread  upon  the  slippery  steps  of  state 
Where  pride  and  envy  strive  to  throw  him  down, 
And  folly  and  disdain  deriding  him  ? 
Was't  not  enough  to  mock  his  youth  with  hopes 
Of  a  feigned  happiness,  then  said  him  forth 
To  stand  the  battery  of  rebellious  arms 
That  would  deface  his  country,  and  rase  down 
This  city  and  his  palace  ;  but  meanwhile 
Seek  to  make  spoil  of  his  chief  treasury. 
And  rob  this  storehouse  by  adulterous  theft. 
Where  all  his  joys  are  hosirded  ?  Poor  yom^  man. 
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Poor  in  thy  riches,  lessened  being  made  great  I 
For  when  with  honour's  loss  we  honour  gain, 
'Tis  an  ill-thriying  purchase  ;  they  that  win 
Are  the  most  losers  ;  I'll  not  hazard  mine. 

Ah/I  You  are  too  hard  a  gamester  ;  for  all  know 
HoDour  attends  the  favour  of  a  king. 

Phi,  Would  you  then  urge  me  to  infringe  my 
And  violate  the  sacred  vow  I  made  [oath, 

Before  the  gods  and  men,  to  Tullius  ? 

Ruf.  That's  an  excuse  easily  dispensed  withal : 
A  lover's  vows  the  gods  ne'er  hearken  after. 
But  in  the  air  they  die.     Madam,  be  wise  ; 
If  you  refuse  these  graces  you  may  pull 
Perils  on  him  you  seem  to  tender  so. 
And  danger  your  own  safety.     Kings'  requests 
Must  not  be  dallied  with,  chiefly  in  love  ; 
For  what  they  least  enjoy  they  covet  most, 
And  are  unbounded  in't.    Bethink  yourself, 
And  bless  me  with  your  answer ;  I'll  attend  it. 

Phi.  Yon  have  left  my  sense  in  a  strange  wil- 
Searchittg  a  thousand  ways  to  find  reply,  [demess, 
So  great  a  lover,  such  an  orator, 
M  ight  make  Diana  stagger  in  her  choice  ; 
Then  blame  not  my  weak  fancy  :  but  to  yield 
At  first  encounter  may  befit  the  state 
Of  some  Buburbane  strumpet,  but  not  her 
A  king  shall  crown  with  his  affection. 
I  crave  but  ten  short  days  to  give  resolve 
To  this  important  suit,  in  which  consists 
My  endless  shame,  or  lasting  happiness ; 
Till  when  my  senseless  ears  shall  be  stopt  up 
*  Gainst  all  enticements :  Urge  no  more,  'tis  vain. 

Ruf.  If  you  command,  lady,  I  must  obey, 
Since  what  you  will  no  prince  dares  contradict. 

lExit. 

Arm»  [Coming  forward.^  A  cunning  slave  and 
smooth-tongued  flatterer  ! 

Phi.  For  fear  a  strict  denial  might  have  wrought 
Some  stratagem  against  my  Tullius'  life. 
Thus  long  I  have  heard  hell's  messenger, 
And  with  a  liberal  tongue  and  feigned  words, 
Have  outstripp'd  modesty  ;  but  Heaven  can  tell 
How  far  'twas  from  my  heart. 

Arm.  Best  of  thy  sex,  I  know't,  and  with  my 
Will  stUl  assist  'gainst  all  temptations.  [life 

Phi.  May  my  lord  live  to  thank  you  ! 

Arm.  'Tis  a  wish 
Beyond  which  all  the  world  wants  recompence. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE  HI Before  the  Wallt  of  the  Sabine 

Capital, 

Enter,  w(ik  Druwu  and  Colourt,  Marcus  Tullius. 
ILajuus,  Mabcblldb,  Bbixario*  Blacshnout,  Sifrp- 
axAP,  Calvjubuk,  Lkua  ditguieeda*  Janus,  and 
Boldiera. 

I      M.  TuU.  Thus  far  our  troops  have  marched 
auspiciously, 
And,  like  to  wildfire,  turned  to  nothing  all 
That  durst  resist  thtai.  Sure  some  greater  power 
Which  favours  Rome,  and  is  above  the  strength 
Of  any  mortal  arms,  fights  on  our  side. 
Our  foes  are  fled  into  their  walls  again, 
And  dare  not  stand  the  encounter. 

Mar.  'Tis  most  strange  ; 
Thrice  have  they  issued  forth,  and  braved  our 

'  force, 

'    Couching  their  lances,  reining  up  their  steeds 

'    As  if  we  should  have  met  like  thunder  claps, 


And  then  turned  head  and  took  their  holds  again : 
Either  it  is  some  cunning  stratagem 
To  train  us  to  our  ruin,  or  some  one 
Within  our  host,  protected,  Jason-like, 
Mars  dares  not  cope  withal,  whose  blessed  fate 
Makes  all  our  army  happy. 

Lei.  [Antle.']  If  the  prayers 
Of  a  pure  virgin  e'er  could  move  the  gods 
To  be  compassionate,  and  end  in  peace 
These    threatening    sunmons,    for    thy    safety, 

Marius, 
And  my  dear  brother's,  Lelia  will  ne'er  cease 
Her  invocations  to  those  potent  powers 
That  yet  in  all  your  actions  guarded  ye. 

{_A  Parley  sounded  on  the  WaUt. 

Marc.  Hark,  my  lord,  again  they  summon  us. 

M.  Tull.  Answer  once  more  that  sound :  Bring 
up  our  troops. 
We'U  offer  parley  to  them,  and  propose 
Rough  war,  or  peace,  such  articles  observed 
AlS  we  before  provided. 

[The  Parley  anHoered  below. 

Enter  on  ike  WaOt,  Babihus  and  othert. 

Mare.  They  appear. 

M.  Tull.  Sabinus,  we  are  come  to  give  thee 
If  upon  fair  conditions  thou'lt  receive  it :    [peace. 
Surrender  up  again  those  forts  and  towns 
Which  with  rebellious  arms  thou  hast  divorced 
From  Rome  and  us,  and  Titus  pardons  all 
Thy  bold  attempts,  nor  shall  the  life  or  goods 
Of  thee,  or  any  thy  assistants,  feel 
The  wreak  of  his  just  anger.    Be  not  rash. 
But  answer  vnth  advice,  for  if  our  swords 
But  once  more  see  the  sun's  reflected  beams, 
Ruin  and  death  attends  them. 

Sab.  Proudly  spoke. 
And  like  a  Roman  :  but,  young  general,  know 
No  threatening  can  affright  us.     When  first  of  all 
With  war  and  fiiry  you  o*er-run  our  country. 
What  cause  could  you  pretend  for  so  foul  a  wrong. 
But  only,  we  were  weak,  and  you  in  arms 
Potent  and  practic :  since  which  time  we  have 
Your  insolendes  and  oppressions  [borne 

With  a  dull  leaden  patience  ;  but  now 
Are  wearied  with  your  slavish  tyranny. 
And  cannot  longer  suffer  it.    You  may  chance 
By  your  great  odds  to  win  our  towns  again. 
But  you  must  find  new  people  to  inhabit  'em  ; 
For  there's  not  one  amongst  us  that  draws  breath 
Able  to  lift  a  sword  or  steel,  whose  point 
Can  pierce  a  Roman's  breast,  but  is  resolved 
To  embrace  pale  death  in  his  most  horrid  shape. 
Ere  live  a  captive  to  so  proud  a  foe. 

Mar.  Against  necessity  who  is't  can  stand  ? 
Therefore  consider  and  submit  yourselves  ; 
It  may  regain  your  former  liberty. 

Sab.  A  seeming  liberty  is  worse  than  thrall. 
We  scorn  such  clemency. 

M.  Tull.  Pervert  not  truth  : 
Yet  ask  for  mercy,  and  it  may  be  granted. 

Sab,  We  hate  to  beg  it,  Tullius.  Though  your 
power 
You  think  resistless,  ere  to-morrow*s  noon 
These  hands  shall  force  it  fh>m  thee. 

M.  Tull.  Cease  to  boast. — 
'Twas  answered  like  a  soldier. 

Stib,  When  we  meet. 
Our  swords  shall  prove  as  much. 

lExit  with  his  Soldicis. 
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Calve.  Ohy  now,  now,  Snipsnap  ! 

Snip.  We  are  all  dead  men. 

M.  TuU.  Well,  gentlemen,  yon  see 
What  a  Btiflf  foe  we  have  to  deal  withal : 
But  be  not  daunted,  for  our  strengths  compared 
Were  to  match  Hercules  with  •  .  .  • 
Let  your  arms  be  in  readiness,  and  strong  watch 
This  night  in  every  quarter.     Come,  Marius, 
We'll  take  our  tent  again ;  methinks  I  feel 
The  bleak  and  moist  rawness  of  the  vaporous  air 
To  be  malignant  to  me.     How  cheers  Janus  ? 

Mar.  Do  not  the  humorous  elements  oifeud 
Thy  tenderness  ?    How  fares  my  pretty  page  ? 

Lei,  As  one  whose  life  were  governed  by  those 
stars 
Shined  at  your  happy  births :  There  is  no  ill 
Can  craze  my  health  that  not  assails  yours  first. 

M.  TulL  Loving  boy,  thy  goodness  sure  pro- 
tects us. 
lExeunt  Mabcub  Tullius,  Mauub,  Lxua,  and 
Makcbllus. 

Bell.  How  now,  my  fresh -water  soldiers  ?  How 
We  are  like  to  have  hot  doings.  [is't  ? 

Black,  We  are  indeed ; 
It  puts  me  into  a  cold  sweat  to  think  on*t. 

Snip.  'Would  my  mother's  cat 
Had  kill'd  me  in  my  cradle  I 

Black.  Or  my  wife,  whose  nails  are  sharper, 
Scratched  out  my  eyes  I  might  not  see  my  death» 

Bell.  Tut|  man,  courage  I 
Let's  fight  it  valiantly,  and  never  fear. 

Snip.  Truly,  lieutenant,  I  dare  not  fight 

Bell.  Not  fight,  man  I  Why  ? 

Snip.  Because  there  was  an  old  woman  once 
Told  me,  if  ever  I  fought  I  should  be  killed. 

Calve,  She  told  us  all  three  so,  indeed,  lieu- 
tenant 

BeU,  Hang  her,  damned  witch !  Can  there  be 
a  braver  death 
Than  to  die  for  our  country  ? 

Snip.  Bravery  call  you  it  ? 
'Tis  an  invisible  bravery,  a  man's  ne'er  seen 
To  wear  it    Lieutenant,  here's  all  the  money  I 

have: 
Speak  a  good  word  to  the  general  I  may  go  home 

again, 
You  may  say  I*m  troubled  with  a  catching  disease 
That  will  infect  the  army. 

Black.  Or,  do  you  hear, 
Tell  him  we  are  not  our  own  men ;  when  we 


Came  forth,  'twas  only  drink  that  made  ns  valiant ; 
And,  unless  he'll  be  at  the  charge  to  keep  us  drunk 
As  long  as  the  wars  last,  we  ahall  be  able 
To  do  him  no  service  at  all. 

BeU.  You  shall  not  want  for  drink,  boys,  take 
my  word. 
Pox  on't !  'Tis  base    to  return ;  yon  shall  hare 

every  rogue 
And  tattered  tinker  kick  yon,  spit  at  you, 
And  every  wench  in  Rome,  as  ye  pass  by,  fliof 

dirt  at  you, 
Saying,  "There  are  the  soldiers  durst  not  iiw 
their  blades." 

Smp.  But  they  shall  find  we  dare,  and  strike 
home  too. 
I  am  now  resolved,  and  will  be  valiant ; 
This  bodkin  quilts  their  skins  as  full  of  holes 
As  e'er  was  canvas  doublet 

Bell.  Spoke  like  a  roan,  bold  snip. 

Black,  These  words  have  fired  me  too, 
And,  though  their  scull-caps  be  of  anviLprooff 
This  blade  shall  hammer  some  of  'em. 

Calve.  [Draws.1  Then  come  forth, 
Thou  Durindan  so  bright. 

Bell,  Why,  how  now?  Mad,  Orlando? 

Calve.  I  am  mad, 
My  hair,  like  bristles,  raise  their  forked  ends 
Against  these  Sabines ;  I  shall  leather  'em. 

Black.  Well  said,  my  tough  Calveskio.    One 
health  now. 
Here  at  the  sutler's,  to  onr  victory ; 
Then  each  man  to  his  quarter. 

Snip.  Done,  i'iaith. 

Bell.  Give  us  some  liquor  here. 

EnUr  Butler. 

Sut.  You  shall,  gentlemen,  instantly. 
How  much  will't  please  you  have  ? 

Bell.  Each  man  his  double  measure. 

Sut.  In  a  trice.  [£'»'■ 

Bell.  Shall*s  have  a  catch,  my  hearts  ? 

Calve.  Ay,  good  lieutenant. 

Black.  Methinks  a  soldier  should  sing  aotbing 
else ; 
Catch  that  catch  may  is  all  onr  life,  you  knov. 

Bell.  Blacksnout^s  conceited  too. 

JU'CnUr  Sutiflr  wiOi  X^rtnJt^ 
Sut.  Here,  gentlemen. 
Bell.  Come  on  then,  boys,  and'  eadi  msii  bear  i 
part.  [2««wv/«*«»«w»^ 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I.— RoMS.    An  Apartment  in  the 

Palace, 

Enter  Trrus  UARrros  and  Rirmrus. 

Titus*  Away,  injurious  man ! 
Tysiphone  must  learn  to  imitate 
Those  baleful  tortures  thou  hast  put  me  to 
With  thy  protraction :  A  willing  suitor 
Might  well  ere  this  have  tempted,  wooed,  and  won. 
And  seen  the  longing  fruit  of  hot  desire 
With  blushes  call  him  father,  while  thou'rt  fumb- 
ling. 
Impatience  brooks  no  stay.      By  Heaven,  but 
that — 


Ruf.  Come,  spare  your  threats,  or  I  shaQ  sp*'^ 
my  service* 
If  I  had  known  your  madness  had  preferred 
A  sudden  fidl  b^re  deliberate  coinfort, 
I  could  have  fitted  you. 

Titus.  Bring'st  thou  comfort  then  ? 

B^f.  Yes,  were  your  ears  prepared  toentotuB  ^^ 

Titus.   Pardon  a  lover's  passion,  dear  Rafims: 
Is  beauteous  Philadelpha  Uien  content 
To  make  her  heaven  (for  so  is  every  place 
Where  she,  celestial  star,  shall  deign  to  sbiae) 
In  onr  yet  dusldsh  court  P  Which,  if  she  do, 
Memnon's  miraculous  palace  set  by  ouis. 
Shall  seem  a  cottage,  or  some  coarser  boiMiai- 
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Why  stands  my  Mercnry  mute  ?    Speak,  will  my 
loTe 
I  Be  pleased  these  circling  anns  shall  he  her  sphere, 
I  \Mule  our  k>Ted  kisses  make  the  music  harsh. 
The  intelligencers  on  the  winged  spheres 
Soond  so  divinely  ? 
j     Ruf,  Sir,  you  are  too  hasty ; 
I  Toir  eager  appetite  must  wait  a  while 

Od  ceremony  ;  'twould  not  fit  the  state 
I  Of  such  a  high-bom  lady  to  descend, 
I  Or  come  at  first  beck. 

Titut,  Where's  your  comfort  then  ? 

Ruf.  'Sblood,  give  me  leave,  or  starve!   I'll 
'  keep  it  still. 

ri/ttf.  Come,  come,  my  rage  is  o'er.    Pr'ythee, 
proceed : 
Hov  did  die  stand  the  parley  ?  With  what  looks. 
Or  patience,  entertain  thy  embassy  ? 

Ruf,  ril  tell  yon,  sir:  When  first  I  spoke  of  love, 
She  started  back,  and  marked  her  beauteous  brow 
With  angry  characters ;  still  I  went  on. 
And,  by  fair  courtship  and  persuasion. 
Moved  her  to  ask  what  kind  of  man  he  was. 
Or  how  compared  with  Tullius ;  which  I, 
With  my  best  art  sublimed,  blazoned  your  worth, 
^luch  made  a  deep  impression  ;  but  your  name 
Dispersed  all  clouds,  and,  with  a  clear  asptet, 
Seemed  to  embrace  your  suit :  only  she  craves, 
Ont  of  a  longing  virgin  modesty, 
A  tittle  time  to  ripen  young  desire 
That  bads  already  in  her  blushing  cheek. 

Titu*.  What  time  must  we  expect  ? 

Ruf,  But  ten  short  days. 

Titut,  But  ten  short  chiys,  dost  say?  The  siege 
of  Troy 
Was  shorter  fisir,  though  it  were  ten  twelve  moons. 
l^t  limping  fire-god  ne'er  was  half  so  hot 
Upon  the  Gorgon-armed  Minerva's  lance 
Ai  1  am  upon  her.     Before  that  time. 
If  TttUius  do  survive,  he  may  return : 
Then  where  were  all  my  hopes  ?  No,  I've  a  plot 
To  g[iTe  slow  time  new  wings. 
Should  love's  bright  flame  lite  ten  days  here  un- 

qnench^, 
Twonld  bum  me  into  ashes.    Hark  I  'tis  thus  : 
To-morrow's  son,  by  time's  alternate  course, 
Li^ts  the  firat  day  that  gave  life  to  these  eyes, 
Which,  as  propitious,  we  will  celebrate. 
Aod  make  an  edict,  that  what  lord  or  lady, 
Any  <^  noble  blood,  within  ten  miles, 
That  shall  abstain  from  court,  shall  be  condemned 
As  j^iilty  of  contemning  majesty. 

Ruf.  What  avails  this  ? 

Tihu.  Fie,  art  thou  shallow  yet  ? 
Amongst  the  rest  my  angel  will  appear, 
A  white  Albanian  amongst  ^thiops  set ; 
She  being  a  stranger  and  unskilled  at  court. 
Her  doubtful  steps  may  easily  be  diverted 
Some  devious  way  into  some  private  place, 
^liere  only  love  and  I  will  wait  on  her. 
How  lik'st  it,  man  ? 

Ruf,  'Tis  rare, 
A  more  invincible  and  cunning  net 
Than  for  Gradivus  the  black  cuckold  made. 

Tihu.  Let  it  be  straight  divulged.     Till  that 
wished  hoar 
The  time  with  mirth  and  music  we'll  b^uile. 

{ExiU 

Ruf.  Are  thy  besotted  senses  so  soon  fooled 
Chihhsh  Martius !  to  think  the  euckoUUng   [then  ? 


Of  him  my  soul  abhon  can  end  my  anger. 

'Us  like  that  Philadelpha  may  be  led 

From  Vesta's  temple  unto  Venus'  bower. 

And  TuUius'  brows  may  sprout :  but  what  of  this? 

Great  kings  have  had  the  like,  nay,  there  be  those 

Above  the  crystal  sky,  armed  on  their  foreheads. 

No,  my  swift  revenge 

Shall  snatch  his  thread  of  life  from  lingering  fate. 

And  tear  it  into  atoms !  That's  the  end 

My  fiery  rage  must  point  at.    The  king's  all  set 

on  lust ; 
Murder's  a  sin  too  high  for  his  low  spirit 
Here  I  have  framed  a  letter  that  dlscovera 
His  hot  desire,  Armanus'  treachery, 
And  Philadelpha's  weakness ;  this  hid  fury 
I'll  send  him  as  a  friend,  which,  when  he  reads. 
Just  then  begins  his  ruin :  He  is  bold. 
And  full  of  fury ;  then,  in  his  fell  rage. 
He'll  either  leave  the  camp  with  his  life's  hazard. 
Or  plot  some  shallow  treason  'gainst  the  king 
Of  pow'r  and  force  enough  to  take  off  his. 

EnUr  PxDasTKR. 

Pedester  ?  come  as  wished  for :  Take  this  letter 

Post  to  the  camp,  give  it  the  general. 

Or  some  that  near  attends  him ;  be  not  slow. 

I  know  thy  trust ;  my  only  care  shall  be 

To  study  recompence. —  lExit  FmotgrKM, 

So,  now  'tis  done : 
The  god  of  wrath  sits  on  my  bended  brow. 
Triumphantly  attired  in  Tyrian  scarlet. 
I'm  over-racked  with  expectation 
Of  the  event,  this  plot  will  train  him  to : 
If  this  should  fsil,  I  have  another  snare 
The  devU  cannot  shun.     A  desperate  man. 
That  climbs  a  tower  whose  top  the  wind  ne'er 
Must  chary  be,  lifting  his  resolute  foot,   [touched. 
Or  headlong  down  he  comes.     Fate  and  I 
So  cunningly  have  framed  this  tragedy. 
The  curious  looker-on,  till  it  be  done, 
Knows  not  which  way  'twill  end,  nor  how  begun. 

iExiL 

SCENE  II.— ^»  Apartment  tn  Tullius'  House, 
Enter  Priladblpba  and  Flavia. 

Phi.  Flavia,  if  Rufinus  come  again, 
Say  I'm  not  well,  abroad,  or  anything. 

Flo,  "Troth,  madam,  you've  ei^oined  me  to  a 
task 
Will  try  me  like  a  pack-horse ;  for  these  courtien 
Will  never  be  said  nay,  but  stand  in't  still, 
Most  if  they  find  me  lying. 

Phi.  Thou  art  still 
In  thy  old  rhetoric :  But,  Flavia, 
I  have  more  serious  cogitations  now 
That  crave  advice  of  my  best  memory ; 
Therefore  let  none  disturb  me. 

Fla.  Not  Armanus,  madam  ? 

Phi.  Yes,  he  may ; 
He  is  my  heart's  companion,  my  soul's  doctor, 
Ministring  heavenly  physic  tiiat  dissolves. 
And  takes  away  my  greatest  maladies. 
Pr'ythee  let  none  press  in. 

Fla.  Let  none  press  in  ? 
I  think  it  were  the  only  way  to  cure 
Your  sickness.    Venus,  I  beseech  thee,  keep  me 
Unmarried  still,  except  I  have  a  man 
Will  come  home  oftener  I  Here's  a  life  indeed  ! 
I  A  viigin  wife  ?  Fie  on't !  But  to  my  charge. 

lExiL 
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P/U,  Why  was  I  bom  a  woman  ?  Nature  sure 
Gave  me  these  lineaments  in  mockery, 
To  tempt  the  world,  and  Envy  joined  with  her 
To  make  my  life  a  scandal  to  my  sex. 
Fortune's  both  kind  and  cruel ;  seats  me  first 
In  highest  honour,  links  me  with  a  man. 
In  my  respect  above  the  world's  esteem. 
Then  plucks  me  from  his  arms  with  iron  hands. 
And  throws  me  in  a  dungeon  :  My  dark  thoughts 
Which  way  to  'scape  the  king's  lust,  make  it  so. 

JEnter  Armanub. 

Jirm,  Still  meditating,  madam  ? 

Phi,  Oh,  Armanus, 
My  sad  fears  still  increase : 
I  have  been  pondering  a  thousand  ways. 
And  clad  my  mind  in  Proteus'  coloured  robe, 
Yet  find  no  remedy  but  my  resolve. 
Which  beyond  death  is  constant. 

Arm,  Hold  it  still, 
My  death  shall  teach  you  how;  but  Heaven,  I 
Will  find  a  fairer  dissolution.  [hope, 

I  have  bethought  some  means  (sit,  Philadelpha,} 
To  ease  our  doubts  :  I  will  delate  'em  to  you. 

Fla,  [  Within.]  She's  not  within,  in  troth. 

Learchus,  [  Within.]  We  know  she  is. 

Arm.  What  interruption's  this  ? 

Phi,  Some  visitants  belike  whose  impudence 
Will  not  be  answered  with  a  fair  repulse. 

Enter  Flavia. 

What  are  they,  Flavia  ? 

Fla.  Serpents,  madam,  I  think,  they  have  such 
stinging  tongues  in  their  mouths ;  if  their  tails  be 
such  there's  no  meddling  with  'em :  Courtiers  they 
say  they  are :  they  have  made  me  swell  above  the 
girdle-stead.     I  cannot  keep  'em  out 

Phi,  Alas,  good  Flavia,  thou  art  troubled  still. 

Fla.  Nay,  I  have  had  a  hundred  more,  I  think. 
First  comes  a  senator :  I  denied  him ;  the  very 
sight  of  his  scarlet  gown  made  me  blush  as  red  as 
a  turkey-cock ;  but  the  grave  gentleman,  knowing 
what  a  virtue  it  was  in  a  woman  to  keep  counsel, 
rewarded  my  modesty  and  departed.  Next  comes 
a  lawyer;  he  was  so  used  to  lying  himself,  he 
would  hardly  believe  me ;  I  put  the  case  to  him, 
which  he  not  being  able  to  stand  in  long,  let  fall 
his  suit,  and  snesJced  away  again.  After  him,  a 
citizen,  your  jeweller,  madam,  asked  if  you  wanted 
any  precious  stones  ;  I  made  choice  of  a  couple  of 
his  fairest,  and  said  he  should  have's  payment  next 
time  he  came.  Then  comes  a  page:  the  saucy 
jacket-wearer  stood  upon's  pantables  with  me,  and 
would  in  ;  but  I  think  I  took  him  down  ere  I  had 
done  with  him,  and  bade  him  go  and  rub  his  lady's 
roses.  But  now  these  courtiers, — there's  no  doing 
with  'em. 

Phi,  Why,  Flavia.— 

Arm,  Let  'em  come, 
'Can  be  no  prejudice ;  we  may  beget 
Something  from  their  intelligenoe  may  befiriend  us. 

Phi,  Your  will's  my  law  in  all  things. — ^Bring 
'em  in. 

Enter  Ljbabcbus  and  Lsontius. 

Leareh,  Why  how  now,   my  close  counting* 
house  ?  Do  you  stand  ITo  Flavia. 

So  strict  upon  your  office,  not  a  man 
Admitted  without  money  ? 

Fla.  Money  ?  Marry,  gip  !  You  night  have 
stood  there  till  moss  had  grown  o'  your  heels,  ex- 


cept some  friend  had  lent  it.    Such  gay  dothes 
seldom  have  silver  linings. 

Lean,  A  plaguy  biting  wench !     I  think  she 
Our  pockets.  [searched 

Arm.  Noble  lords. 

Leareh.  Worthy  Armanus, 
We  are  bold  visitants  to  see  this  widowed  virgin. 

Arm.  Oh,  your  loves  :  she's  much  indebtod  to 
You  come  in  best  time,  she  was  sadly  fixed,  [yon ; 

Phi,  Such  entertainment  as  the  house  affords, 
The  owner  being  absent,  shall  be  stretched 
To  bid  your  lordships  welcome ;  but  as  yet 
We  know  not  well  whether  a  bridal  feast. 
Or  funeral  banquet,  best  befits  ye  : 
Excuse  then  what  is  wanting. 

Leareh,  You're  all  bounty. 
Have  you  received  no  news  then  from  the  camp  ? 

Phi,  Not  the  least  tidings  yet. 

Leareh,  'Tis  hot  at  court 
Your  happy  lord  has  got  the  victory. 
Repulsed  the  foe,  and  ta'en  their  strongest  bold— 
And  there,  I  hope,  is  perished.  {AtHf. 

Phi.  Your  news  brings  life :  Truth  liTe^vitb 
you  for  ever ! 

Leon,  The  king  for  joy  proclaims  a  festival, 
Triumphs,  and  masques,  rich  courtly  revellings, 
And  celebrates  withal  his  royal  birth-day. 

Arm.  When  is  this  happy  jubilee  solemnized  ? 

Leon.  The  ensuing  morn,  yon  shall  have  notke 
doubtless. 

Enter  Rvntfva. 

Ruf,  Before  me,  gallantx  ?  you  have  then  made 
known 
This  preparation. — From  my  soTereign's  month, 
Lady,  yon  are  invited,  the  diief  guest  : 
His  edict  bears  command,  but  kind  entreaty 
Summons  your  lovely  presence. 

Phi,  His  command, 
Whate'er  our  hearts  be,  must  not  be  denied. 

R^f.  You  have  best  cause  to  come ;  'tis  oclf 
done 
In  honour  of  your  lord  and  your  high  grace. 
Which  all  Rome  does  rejoice  at 

Phi.  We  are  vassals  unto  Rome  and  him. 

Ruf,  You  must  cast  off  this  veil  of  widowhood; 
It  ill  becomes  a  beauty  of  your  years, 
A  married  viqpn  too  :  Your  bridal  robes 
I  think  ne'er  saw  as  yet  a  second  sun. 

Phi.  We  shall  appear  as  best  befits  the  time, 

Ruf.  A  time  oft  wished  for  by  Martins,  m^*B* 

Phi,  A  banquet  and  some  wine  !— Please  joa^ 
my  lords. 
To  taste  such  homely  cates  as  the  honae  yields. 

Ruf,  You  are  prodigal  in  all  things  but  m  risf' 

Arm.  [vlpar/.]  This  man's  malevolent  in  bs 
aspect; 
I  look  to  hear  the  raven  croak  some  news 
That's  baleful  ere's  departure ;  'tis  strange  else. 

Enter  Servants  witX  a  Banquet. 

Phi.  Pray,  seat  you,  lords ;  we'll  bearyoa  coo- 
But  with  snuill  stomach  to  taste  any  food,   [paaf* 

Arm.  Thou  art  all  goodness,  virtoe's  patters 
Shews  love  e'en  to  her  greatest  enemies,      [n^ 

Leareh,  Will  not  you  sit,  Armanus  ? 

Arm,  No,  my  lords, 
I  am  my  friend's  sole  steward,  and  my  care 
Consists  in  your  free  welcome. 

Rt{f.  X^u  Are  kind,  sir. 
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And  worthy  such  a  fnend, — here  and  in  heUr 
WMther  I'll  quickly  send  you.  lAtide. 

Enter  Flatia. 

Fia.  News,  news,  news  ! 

PhL  Thou  never  com'st  without ;  good,  there's 

Ruf.  What  is  it,  Flavia  ?  [no  question. 

Fia.  A  fool,  and  like  your  lordship,  a  mere  ass, 
That  thinks  himself  a  wonderous  wise  man, 
A  politician  too* 

Arm.  Gramercy,  wench ; 
That  jest  shall  purchase  a  new  gown  from  me. 

Fia.  It  is  Sir  Pergamus  returned  from  camp 
Ere  he  was  half  way  there,  holding  up's  snout 
Like  a  sow  smelling  the  wind  ;  his  mighty  dwarf 
;  Loaded  with  all  his  spoils  and  Tictories, 
!  Which  most  hang  up  for  trophies. 

Leareh.  And  he  hy  'em. 

Flo.  If  honour  take  not  place,  'tis  like  he  may. 

I      Ruff'  I  pr'ythee  bring  him  in  :  His  mirth  may 

Better  digestion  than  a  doctor's  pill.  [prove 

Fia.  Bring  him  in  1 
I  warrant  ye  there's  none  can  keep  him  out 
If  he  hears  talk  but  of  a  banquet  once. 

Leon.  We  shall  hear  wondrous  stories,  doubtless. 

Ruff.  The  best  will  be  some  news  of  INiUius, 
That  may  bring  joy  to  you. — The  warrior  comes. 

EMer  Sir  Phroami»  and  DiNDiMtiB,  bearing  Trophies. 

Per.  When  sound  the  drums  and  trumpets  that 
We  are  returned  in  triumph  ?  [should  tell 

Bind.  By  and  by,  sir ; 
They  have  run  so  &8t,  sir,  to  gape  after  us, 
Tbej  have  not  recovered  breath  yet. 

Per.  Dindimus, 
Be  gore  to  second  whatsoe'er  I  say, 
And  swear  it  too  profoundly. 

Dind.  I  warrant  you,  sir ; 
Stamp  you  and  stare,  let  me  alone  to  swear. 

P«-.  AU  hail ! 

Leareh.  He  begins  to  storm  already. 

Ruf.  Sir  Pergamus,  welcome  to  Rome,  brave 
knight. 

Per.  Yea  have  cause  to  bid  us  welcome,  for 
you  see 
We  have  brought  home  the  spoils  of  victory. 

Dind.  They  have  spoil'd  me,  I'm  sure ;  such 
anodier  load 
Would  make  me  a  dwarf  all  days  of  my  life. 

Lean.,  What  honoured  troplues  has  your  valour 
Pray  relate.  Sir  Pergamus.  [won  ? 

Per.  The  first  part 
Of  a  bold  soldier  is  to  eat,  you  know. 

Ruf.  That's  true,  indeed ;  pray  fall  to,  Sir  Per- 

Dind.  I  am  my  master's  second.  [gamus. 

Per.  Forbear  Dindimus, 
We  shall  be  thought  unmannerly ;  therefore,  first 
We'll  finish  our  discourse ;  only  reserve 
A  modicum  to  relish  in  the  interim. 

Leareh.  Nay,  pray  take  all  this  pie,  Sir  Peigamus. 

Per.  By  no  means. 

Leon.  Now  for  your  brave  exploits. 

Per.  Behold  this  shield  ! 

Dind.  [Aside.1  We  bought  it  at  an  amiourer's. 

Ptr,  lliis  from  the  arm  of  bold  Arminius, 
The  stoutest  champion  of  the  Sabinets, 
Wlien  on  my  lance's  point  from  his  hoi^'  back, 
I  bore't  some  three  spears  length,  fell  to  the  ground, 
Which  Dindimus  took  up  ;  in  that  career, 
Ere  I  could  stay  m^  Neapolitan  steed, 
Unhorsed  some  fifteen  more. 


All.  Oh,  wonderfiil ! 

Dind.  Nay,  this  is  nothing  yet. 

Per.  See  you  this  tail  ? 

Dind.  lAHde.'l  1  cut  it  from  a  dead  horse  that 
can  now 
Neither  wigher  nor  wag  taiL 

Per.  This,  with  my  scymitar,  having  deft  a  man 
Down  to  the  saddle,  my  blade  glanced  along. 
And  pared  it  off  by  the  stump ;  which  shall  adorn 
The  crest  of  Dindimus,  that  men  may  say, 
Speaking  of  *b  honour,  thereby  hangs  a  tale. 

Dind.  Thanks,  noble  and  renowned  Sir  Per- 
gamus. 

Per.  But  here,  view  this  the  standard  of  the  foe. 

Dind.    [Aside."]    It  cost  ten  drachmas    at  a 
painter's  shop. 

Per,  This  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  host, 
I,  with  my  page  before  me-^ 

Dind.  I  went  first. 

Per.  Made  such  a  lane  amongst  the  thickest 
troops. 
That  twenty  men  abreast  might  follow  me. 
And  brought  this  ensign  thence  by  force  of  arms. 

All.  Is't  possible  ? 

Dind.  By  Mars'  great  toe,  'tis  true. 

Leareh.  And  yet  you  'scaped  unhurt  ? 

Per.  And  free  as  you  see. 

Leareh.  'Tis  most  horrible  ! 

Rt{f.  But  all  this  while  what  did  the  general  ? 

Per.  He  fought  upon  the  other  side  o'  th'  field ; 
But  when  they  fled  we  met,  and  joined  our  force 
To  beat  'em  into  th'  town ;  they  barred  their  gates, 
Which  we  as  easily  tore  unto  the  earth 
As  I  this  tower  of  marchpane :  So  we  entered. 
We  only  stayed  there  to  refresh  ourselves, 
And  so  came  posting  home  to  bring  the  news. 

Arm.  It  is  a  worthy  story,  and  deserves 
A  recompence  'hove  bounty. 

Per,  Gates  we  scorn. 
Here's  that's  more  worth  than  gold,  or  precious 

stone. 
My  smug-faced  Flavia,  for  whose  lovely  sake 
These  hard  adventures  I  did  undertake. 

Rt^.  She  cannot  but  requite  you.  Is't  a  match? 

Fia.  With  all  my  heart.~The  fool  has  wealth 
enough,  *  lAside. 

Though  he  wants  wit ;   whom  I  like  fares  the 
better. 

Jit^f.  I  will  add  something  to't  for  our  good 
mirth. 

Arm.  I'll  see  thou  shalt  not  want,  sweet  Flavia* 

Per,  And  are  we  met  ?  Ring  bells,  and  bonfires 
flame ! 
Go,  Dindimus,  this  nuptial  straight  proclaim  ! 
Come  they  that  will  unto  our  wedding  feast, 
For  there  will  be  a  hundred  geese  at  least. 

lEseunt  Sir  Pbroamub,  Dindimus,  and  Flavia. 

Leareh.  Lady,  I  fear  we  are  too  long  trouble- 
Thanks  for  our  entertain.  [some. 

Phi.  Welcome,  that's  alL 

Arm.  This  fool  speaks  comfort.     Learchus  here 
Says  there  is  some  speech  of  his  victory. 

Ri{f.  Yes,  over  death,  lApart  to  Amuahvb. 

'Tis  true ;  he  has  won  that  fort,  Armanus. 

Arm,  How? 

Ruf.  Upon  my  life,  most  certain,  he  is  slain  ; 
But  none  dares  whisper  it  unto  the  king. 
Nor  would  I  have  your  tongue  the  doleful  bell 
To  ring  it  in  her  ears  ;  but  seek  some  way 
In  smoothest  terms  which  way  to  publish  it. 
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I'm  studying  how  to  break  it  to  the  king ; 
But  not  before  to-morrow's  triumph's  end. 

Arm,  [Aside.']  Rufinus  is  a  Tillaint  and  I  fear 
This  is  some  hellish  stratagem  of  his 
Aiming  at  Tullius'  life,  thus  to  diyulge 
His  death  ere  it  be  acted.    Swift  as  thought 
I'll  fly  unto  the  camp  :  If  there  be  plots 
My  notice  may  prerent  [his]  treachery.         IBjeit. 

Phi.  Whither's  Armanus  posted  in  such  haste  ? 

Ei^,  Unto  the  court,  where  we  must  after  him  ; 
There's  some  important  business  of  state 
To  be  debated  on.    Madam,  adieu ; 
Small  thanks  must  now  suffice  for  your  great  love. 
Think  of  to-morrow's  triumph.  iSxiU 

Phi.  To  my  death 
I'd  go  triumphantly.    Oh,  Tullius, 
This  is  the  latest  night  that  thou  canst  stay : 
Be  it  for  ever  night  ere  day's  bright  eye 
See  me  disrobed  of  my  pure  chastity.  iSxit 


I 


SCENE  lU.Sefore  the  Gates  of  the  StUnne 
City.  The  Tent  0/ Tullius  on  one  tide  of  the 
Stage. 

Enter  HARcra  Tullius,  MAanm,  and  Lxua,  vfUh  a  Letter. 

M.  Tull.  A  letter,  Janus  ? 

Lei.  Yes. 

M.  Tull.  From  whence  ? 

Lei.  From  Rome. 

M.  Tull.  My  Philadelpha  ?  No. 

Mar.  Armanus? 

M.  Tull.  Neither, 
You  shall  partake  it  presently. 

Mar.  Let's  leave  him.  lExeurU  Mamjm  and  Lmli a. 

M.  Tull.  [Readt]  **  The  king  solicits  your  fair 
bride  to  lust ; 
Armanus  is  his  cunning  instrument. 
And  Philadelpha  makes  but  weak  defence  :• 
If  that  your  bed  be  pure,  'tis  only  want 
Of  opportunity  defers  the  sin." — 
Within  there,  ho ! 

Enter  Bcllario. 

Sell.  My  lord  ? 

M.  Tull.  Where's  he  that  brought  this  letter? 

Bell.  Posted  hence ; 
He  said  it  craTed  no  answer,  and  we  discharged 
him. 

M.  Tull.  I  charge  you  on  your  lives  make  after 
him, 
And  bring  him  back  with  speed !   take  swiftest 
horse  I —  ZExit.  Bsllamo. 

Armanus  I     Philadelpha!    Eyes  drop  forth, 
And  lose  your  light  for  ever !     Oh,  ye  gods, 
How  could  you  find  out  such  a  merciless 
And  murdering  torture  for  an  innocent  man  ? 
What  deed  of  mine  ever  deserved  so  ill 
As  this  inscription  does  inflict  on  me  ? 
Erinnis  sends  her  snakes  in  horrid  clusters 
To  swarm  about  my  breast ;  but  here  they  And 
Such  matchless  torments,  that,  their  stings  unfelt, 
For  shame  they  back  retire.     Oh,  fickle  creatures, 
Euripus'  madding  billows  do  not  rush 
With  half  that  swiftness  on  another's  necks, 
As  do  your  perjuries  and  infinite  sins* 
Your  love  at  best  is  as  an  April  shower ; 
Your  rosy  cheeks  are  shaded  about  with  thorns, 
That  do  not  prick  our  fingers  but  our  hearts. 
Your  pictures  hr  excel  you,  for  they  have 
All  that  is  good  in  you,  your  outward  feature^ 


But  your  infernal  minds  they,  happy, 
Beauty,  at  best,  is  like  a  blooming  tree. 
Fairest  in  bud,  when  it  bears  foulest  firnit. 
Fool  that  I  am  thus  to  invect  a^nst  her  \ 
'Protest  I  had  forgot  she  is  a  woman. 
What  shall  I  do  ?    Like  a  tame  fool  lament 
My  injuries  with  an  unfruitful  sorrow, 
And  still  live  wronged? — What  are  these  last 
black  lines  ?  ISeads. 

"  Use  your  own  will ;  censure  me  how  yon  pkaae. 
What  I  have  writ  my  life  shall  justify  : 
No  Mend's  a  friend  till  [he  shall]  prove  a  friend." 
I  am  resolved :  Grief,  I  discard  thee  now. 
Anger  and  friry  in  thy  place  must  enter.   . 
King,  it  is  thee  on  whom  my  rage  must  light. 
And  that  best,  worst  of  men,  a  fidthlesa  friend. 
Just  Vengeance,  bear  me  on  thy  vi<dent  wings 
Quickly  to  Rome,  and  arm  me  with  thy  fierceness, 
lliat,  without  fear  or  pity,  I  may  prove 
Heaven's  instrument  to  punish  treachery ! — 

Marcellus* 

Enter  MAMCwuAm. 

Mar.  CaUs  my  lord  ? 

M.  Tull.  Call  Marius  hither,  come  along  with 
him.—'  ZBxit  Maackixxsk. 

Good  gods  !     Armanus  turned  a  villain  too  I 
The  story  of  Orestes  was  a  fable, 
I'll  not  believe  that  ever  friend  was  faithfuL — 

Enter  Marxvs  and  MAncsuAm. 

I  sent  for  you,  and,  captain,  draw  you  near; 
My  suit  is  now  to  both  :  I  do  not  doubt 
Those  protestations  of  your  proffered  loves. 
Of  which  we  have  had  some  trial,  need  again 
A  new  oath  to  confirm  me. — Kind  friendbs,  know 
I  must,  but  for  what  cause  yon  must  not  ask^ 
A  while  forsake  you,  and  must  leave  the  camp 
Wholly  to  your  protection  ;  'tis  my  suit. 
For  fear  my  absence  should  be  dangerous. 
That  you,  till  my  return,  under  my  name 
Would  see  my  place  discharged. 

Mar.  To  yield  to  this 
Is  but  to  accept  my  own  advancement ; 
But,  in  the  mean  space,  should  the  soldierB  find 
I  were  no  general  but  a  counterfeit, 
Their  scoflla  at  least,  if  not  their  violent  rage. 
Would  persecute  me,  and,  with  shame  and  horror. 
Work  my  destruction. 

M.  TulL  No  such  fear  molest  yon. 
For  in  the  field  I  yet  was  never  seen 
But  armed  at  all  points,  and  but  seldom  so. 
Wear  my  coat-armour,  that  diagpuse  alone 
Will  make  us  undistinguished ;  but  widial 
Take  this  rich  scarf  wMdi,  for  her  sake  thmt  gave  it, 
Has  been  my  individual  ornament 
And  chiefest  mark  of  note. — Maroellna, 
Do  you  commend  me  to  my  nearest  friends. 
Entreat  them  wink  at  my  departure ; 
If  adverse  fortune  e'er  chance  to  reveal  it. 
Be  you  my  witness,  that  to  honoured  Marina 
I  thus  resign  «11  my  authority. 

Mar.  Which  I  accept, 
Although  I  know  more  dangers  do  attend  it 
Than  wait  upon  a  hundred  diadems. 

M.  Tull.  Pray  do  not  think  that  fear  or  cowardice 
Incites  my  blood  to  put  these  honours  off, 
This  being  the  day  of  battle :  Let  suffice 
The  affairs  that  urge  me  are  of  such  great  weight 
I  have  scarce  time  to  thank  you.    fire  yon  wpU. 
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Mar.    Goodneas  gnide  thy  actions  whatsoever. 
More.  I  wonder  what's  the  matter  with  the 

general? 
Mar.  I  neither  know,  nor  do  desire  to  know. 
Since  'tia  his  will  I  should  not. — 

Pretty  Janus, 
Ixx>k  not  so  wild,  my  boy,  nor  wonder  not 
At  this  short  transmutation,  for  anon 
Thoa  shalt  partake  it  all ;  for  thy  discourse 
And   countenance   too,  next  her  that  keeps  my 

heart, 
Hold  it  in  their  possession  :  thy  lord's  safe. 

ts€l.  But  from  your  tongue  I  would  not  credit 
TUi  I  beheld  him  so.  [truth 

EnUr  Bkxxaiuo. 

BeU,  Where  is  the  general  ? 

Mar,  The  news  with  thee  ? 

Bell.  The  drums  beat  up,  the  enemy  comes  on ; 
They  buTc  forsook  the  town,  and  march  in  rank 
As  if  they'd  give  us  battle. 

Mar.  Let  'em  come ! 
Order  our  troops,  and  bring  'em  near  us :  the  foe 
Shall  see  against  what  odds  they  striye. — 

\_Exii  BSLLABIO. 

Now,  Marcellos 
The  first  scene  of  a  bloody  act  begins ; 
The  chief  part  I  must  play,  and  till  my  bones 
And  sinews  crack,  I'll  stretch  my  utmost  strength 
That  I  may  truly  imitate  his  worth 
Whooi  I  now  represent.    Tis  my  desire 
To  bresJc  a  spear,  the  soldier's  compliment, 
With  stoat  Sabinus,  for  I  emulate 
His  daring  valour. — ^Janus,  keep  my  tent, 
\  strong  ^oard  shall  attend  thee,  for  I  vow 
There's  something  in  thee  takes  my  fancies  so 
I  would  not  have  thee  perish  for  a  world. 

Lei.  Whate'er  that  unknown  charm  be,  which 
Is  hidden  as  the  cause  that  merits  it,  [to  me 

By  that  love  I  entreat  you,  let  these  hands 
Bear  to  the  field  your  target  and  your  lance, 
And  share  with  you  this  day  your  destiny 
In  all  that  shall  be  dangerous.     Know,  dear  sir. 
My  father  was  a  soldier,  and  that  blood 
I  took  finom  him  which  flows  within  this  breast^ 
Not,  swallow-like,  foreseeing  of  a  storm 
Flags  to  the  ground,  but  soars  up  higher  still. 
There's  not  a  man,  methinks,  that  dares  touch  you 
But  this  weak  arm  can  strike  him  to  the  earth. 
Good  sir,  deny  me  not. 

Mar.   Haye  thy  desire ; 
Yet  I  protest,  if  by  untimely  fete 
These  eyes  should  see  thee  sink,  it  would  abate 
All  that  18  man  within  me.  C^>iouri#A. 

Hark  !  they  come. 

Bnier  BsLLARto. 

Bell.  To  parley,  not  to  fight. 
There  is  a  herald  sent  out  fn>m  their  army 
That  craTCS  admittance. 

Mare.  Liet  him  have  it.  {Exit  Bbllamo. 

EnUr  a  Sabine  Herald. 

Her.  To  the  great  general  of  the  Roman  host 
Sabinos  wisheth  happiness. 

Mar.  liVc  scarce  credit  it 

Her.  I  f  from  his  own  mouth  you  desire  to  hear  it, 
He's  marching  hitherward,  and  crayes  a  parley. 

Mar.  Tell  him  we  shall  expect  him,  and,  on 


That  do  not  jar  with  honour,  should  be  glad 
To  entertain  his  friendship.     So  return. — 

lEjeit  Herald. 
Though  his  high  pride  did  fly  aboye  his  reach 
Making  a  daring  challenge,  I  commend  him. 
The  princely  eagle,  when  she  means  to  soar 
The  highest  pitch,  raises  her  lofty  flight 
From  lowest  yalley ;  and  if  smooth-faced  Peace 
Yet  step  betwixt  us,  for  hu  resolute  spirit 
I  must  both  love  and  honour  him. 

EnUr  BaiXARio. 

BeU.  My  lord, 
Sabinus  is  at  hand,  but  brings  with  him 
Not  past  a  dozen  gentlemen,  and  they, 
Instead  of  weapons,  in  their  unarmed  hands 
Bear  oliye  branches,  signals  of  calm  peace. 

JIfar.  'Tis  wonderful  that  he  who  yesterday 
Like  a  Leonidas  stood  for  his  country, 
Out-threatening  death  and  danger,  should  so  soon 
Change  his  determined  course  ;  but  I'll  suspend 
My  censure  till  the  eyent  make  known 
The  certain  cause.     Like  number  meet ;  the  rest 
Fall  off  again. 

Enter  Sabiitub,  Armtkivb,  and  other  Sabines,  vHth  Olive 
Branches  in  their  Hands,  and  Colours  wrapt  up.  A 
slow  March, 

Sab,  Renowned  Tnllius, 
The  yaliant  general  of  a  warlike  people. 
Thus  have  we  left  our  walls  that  might  haye 

scorned 
Joye's   battering   thunder,   or  disjointing  earth- 
quakes, 
Sent  from  the  depth  of  hell ;  and  in  our  hands 
Bear  the  true  emblem  of  our  hearts,  now  filled 
With  a  desire  of  peace ;  but  on  what  terms 
We  entertain  it,  that  can  best  resoWe  yon. 

'  iOJers  a  paper. 

Mar.  A  herald ! 

Enter  a  Roman  Herald. 

Read  those  articles  aloud. 
That  all  may  hear  on  what  conditions 
Great  Martins  frees  his  subjects'  liyes  from  peril. 

Herald.  [Readt.]  **  Titus  Martins,  king  of  the 
Romans,  to  Sabinus,   captain   of   the    Sabines, 
greeting. 
Incited  by 

A  religious  care,  wherewith  the  gods  endued  us, 
To  save  the  blood  of  our  dear  countrymen, 
Desiring  rather  to  put  up  injury 
Than  right  onrselyes  by  too  much  cruelty. 
We  are  contented  not  to  cast  our  eye 
Severely  on  those  misdemeanours  past, 
That  we  may  call  them  by  so  mild  a  name. 
Our  mercy  may  remit  them ;  which  but  yiewed 
Severely,  would  pull  on  too  great  a  ruin : 
Wherefore,  once  more,  not  as  impotent,  but  with 

arm'd  hands 
We  offer  peace  on  these  conditions  : 
First,  as  a  yearly  tribute  you  shall  pay 
Seven  hundred  sestertias  to  the  Roman  crown  ; 
Next,  whene'er  we  have  occasion, 
Either  of  foreign  or  domestic  wars, 
You  aid  us  with  six  thousand  armed  men ; 
And,  lastiy,  you  shall  keep  within  your  bounds, 
Not  suffering  any  upon  pain  of  death 
To  rob  and  spoil  upon  our  Latin  confines  : 
If  you  consent  unto  these  articles. 
In  all  respects  your  liberty  shall  be 
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As  large  and  free  as  in  the  days 
Of  our  loved  predecessor  Tacitus  ; 
If  otherwise,  expect  the  encrease  of  plagues 
That  war  and  Rome  hath  often  laid  on  you ; 
But  these  confirmed,  let  Tullius  our  general 
Enter  your  city  with  a  competent  number 
Of  well-armed  men,  and  take  the  oaths  of  you 
And  your  chief  senators.    Farewell." 

Mar,  Sir,  we  have  heard 
What  we  much  wonder  at ;  yet  I  rejoice 
For  your  sake  that  Martins  is  gracious 
To  yield  to  what's  here  written.  Let's  join  hands  ; 
This  knot  of  true-loved  peace  banish  all  former 
discords ! 

[Within,^  Whoo! 

Mar,  How  the  glad  soldiers  do  applaud  this 
league  ! 
Singing  the  same  panegyric  of  peace ! 
Then  let's  avoid  delay. — Bellario, 
You,  with  some  few  of  our  chief  officers. 
Shall  to  the  city  vrith  us,  where  this  league 
Before  the  gods  we  must  see  ratified. 
Our  other  soldiers  now  may  rest  themselves. 
For  those  that  will  depart,  give  them  their  pay. 
And  let  them  take  their  pleasures. 

Sab,  Come,  brave  Tullius. 

\JThetf  marcA  together,  and  at  th€  entrance  of  the  gate 
Mariub  is  stabbed. 

Mar.  Oh,  I  am  slain !  iFaUs. 

Lei.  Treason !  murder !  help  I 

iSia6.  Shut  up  the  gates,  and  suffer  none  to  enter  ! 
He  falls  that  Ufto  a  hand  1 

Lei.  Villains,  tyrants  ! 

Sab.  Bind  fast  that  boy  1 

Lei.  Sanguivolent  murderers ! 
Can  soldiers  harbour  such  damned  treachery  ! 

Sab.  Tullius,  thy  pardon.    By  a  soldier's  faith, 
I  much  lament  thy  too  hard  fate,  for  see, 

[Throwe  down  a  Utter. 

There  is  the  crimson  tyrant.     'Tis  thy  blood 
From  unknown  feet  frees  our  affrighted  country, 
Which  shed,  Titus  Martins,  by  the  gods  of  Rome, 
The  powers  of  Heaven,  of  earth,  of  sea,  of  heU, 
And  the  infernal  shades,  has  bound  himself 
With  ancient  liberty  to  r^se  again 
Our  gorgeous  buildings,  battered  down  by  war, 
And  seat  us  high  as  ever. 

Mar,  He  the  man  ?    Oh  I 

Lei.  Accursed  fiend  !  barbarous,  inhuman  king  ! 
Sabinus,  see,  behold  the  wretched  wife  of  Tullius  ! 
Look  what  a  woeful  widow  you  have  made ! 
Our  loves  scarce  measured  a  short  hour  in  essence. 
But  in  expectancy  it  was  eternal. 
And  so  my  grief  must  be,  vrithout  a  period ; 
For  as  the  day  ends  with  the  setting  sun, 
So  with  thy  death  my  happy  days  are  done. 
For  I  am  lost  for  ever. 

Siib.  Matchless  woman. 
Witness  the  gods  how  much  I  pity  you  I— 
Oh,  gentlemen,  why  do  you  fix  your  eyes 
So  firmly  upon  me  ?     I  know  the  strangeness 
Of  this  sad  act  may  make  my  truth  suspected ; 
I'll  use  no  airy  protestations  now 
To  clear  myself;  but  if  you  please  to  enter. 


After  our  oaths  are  taken  to  preserve 

Those  articles  of  peace  inviolate, 

The  funeral  obsequies,  and  true  shed  tears, 

Which  to  his  everlasting  bed  shall  bring 

All  that  remains  of  this  unfortunate, 

I  know  not  what  to  call  him,  shall  express 

How  dear  I  prized  his  goodness :  but  the  love 

We  bear  our  country  beats  all  pity  back. — 

Take  up  the'  body. 

Lei.  Touch  him  not,  you  furies  ! 
No  blood-stained  hands  shall  dare  to  toach  the 
On  which  I  sacrifice  these  virgin  tears,  [altar 

Which  shall  outlast  the  marble  which  is  laid 
To  cover  his  fair  corpse.     Stand  off,  I  say ! 
Myself  will  see  him  coffined  and  embalmed, 
And  in  one  tomb  rest  with  him — ^Dear  Tolliiis ! 

iS^a6.  Cross  her  in  nothing,  let  her  use  her  will : 
She 'has  had  too  much  wrong.      Pray  enter,  liords, 
For  by  our  hearty  sorrow  you  shall  find 
In  all  but  this  we  bore  a  godlike  mind. 

lExeunt  aU  but  Lkua  and  Hahc^. 

Lei,  Oh,  Marina,  I  have  wronged  thy  bkssed 
spirit 
To  mourn  thy  death  by  a  contrary  name. 
But  'twas  a  sister's  love ;  then  pardon  me. 
If  any  life  remain,  fix  but  thine  eye 
Upon  thy  Lelia's  sorrow,  crying  now 
On  Marius,  Marius,  breathing  nothing  eke 
Till  my  loathed  breath  expire.     Oh,  Marius ! 

Mar,  What  life-restoring  balm  those  true  lore  s 
tears 
Pour  in  my  bleeding  wounds,  able  to  free 
A  dying  soul  from  death's  strongest  cfaarad-hooK ! 
But  I  am  well,  far  distant  from  that  place: 
This  shirt  of  mail  worn  near  my  akin 
Rebated  their  sharp  steel  and  killing  points 
Were  darted  at  my  breast.     My  greatest  hart 
Is  but  a  scratch  compared  to  mortal  vroonds. 
Yet  I  have  changed  my  life,  my  life  of  woe. 
And  am  transported  into  paradise. 
Rapt  above  apprehension  to  behold 
My  dearest  Lelia's  sight :  Hast  thou  been  desd 
To  aU  men's  knowle^  since  I  first  left  Rome, 
And  dost  survive  to  be  my  life's  preserver  ? 

Lei,  I  lived  not  else  at  all :  But  dangen  now 
Surround  us  everywhere ;  some  sudden  mesns 
Must  further  our  swift  flight,  or  we  are  lost  sgain 
Past  remedy. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Here  comes  a  trusty  friend,  Bellaria— 
Oh,  good  Bellario,  help  me  to  convey 
This  habit  where  it  may  be  hid  for  ever. 
And  lend  us  any  garments  $  Marius  lives ; 
Throw  it  into  any  pool.    Thy  coat  and  hat ! 
Nay  quickly  dear  Bellario.       ISke  dUguisa  Matts. 

Mar.  Thy  reward  for  this. 
Whene'er  we  see  thee  next,  wants  precedent 
Of  what  thy  trust  hath  gained  thee.     Fare  tbM 
Commend  me  to  Marcellus  :  thou  and  he    [well ! 
Appease  the  mutinous  soldiers,  and  make  head. 
You  shall  with  speed  hear  from  tts.~CoiDe,  mj 

bliss, 
Never  had  man  a  happineas  like  thia.        [£rv«' 
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£Mcr  A&MAinn. 
Arm.  Tluioe  has  my  hone  o'ertlirown  me ;  the 
last  time 
Fen  stark  dead  under  me :  ominouB  signs  I 
The  scorching  beams  too  weaken  and  make  faint 
M  J  bmiaed  limbs,  that  I  of  force  most  rest, 
If  rest  dares  steal  into  the  dwelling  place 
Of  grief  and  care. 
If  Tnllius  fell  bj  damned  practices, 
And  not  bj  honourable  dint  of  sword, 
I  take  a  solemn  vow  ne'er  to  return, 
Or  lire  'mongst  other  creatures  willingly 
Than  wolves  and  tigers,  studying  bow  to  learn 
Their  savage  fierceness,  and  to  practise  it 
Upon  their  hearts  were  causers  of  his  death. 
My  weariness  overmasters  me,  and  fills 
My  head  writh  strange  distemp'rature ;  sleep  weighs 

down 
My  eyelids.  ISUepi. 

Bnter  liAncos  Tuujus. 

M.  TuU.  I  would  have  no  one  marry,  for  it  is 
A  foolishy  vain,  and  idle  ceremony ; 
Let  every  woman  choose  the  man  she  likes 
To  pkasiire  her,  and  after  him  another. 
Changing  as  often  as  the  subtle  wind,    [thoughts  : 
The  pale-fued  moon,  or  their  own  wandering 
Twere  better  fkr  than  thus  with  breach  of  iaith^ 
To  fill  the  world  with  sin  and  bastard  births. 
Oh,  Philadelpha,  if  thou  dost  prove  false. 
Betwixt  the  parched  Indians,  short-breathed  men, 
Aud  longest-lived,  cold  Hyperboreans, 
lives  not  a  constant  woman.    But,  Armanus  I 
To  lee  the  antipathy  'twixt  love  and  friendship  ! 
As  if  it  were  ingraftiBd  in  the  soul, 
la  which  there  is  more  pleasure  than  desire, 
la  will  and  in  affection ;  like  two  hearts 
Closed  up  both  in  a  mold,  that  if  one  die 
The  poisonous  infection  kills  the  other. 
I  would  I  could  forget  thee,  for  methinks 
1  un  ne'er  alone  when  I  remember  thee  : 
Such  sympathy,  conditions,  manners,  speech, 
In  studies,  pkwnires,  inclinations 
Bearing  continual  one  thought  and  motion, 
For  such  are  perfect  friends — I  am  o'erheard ; 
A  ad  yet  I  am  not.    There's  a  happy  man  ; 
No  politic  devices  keep  him  waking 
For  mines  of  gold :  my  mad  and  mutinous  thoughts 
Win  not  afford  me  such  a  minute's  rest. 
These  three  daya  have  these  eyelids  kept  asunder. 
And  stiU  unfiiendly  they  deny  to  meet. 
Yet  I  will  lay  me  down  by  this  blest  creature ; 
It  ouy  be  his  example  may  teach  me 
How  to  b^;aile  fond  passions.  \,Lapa  down. 

Arm.  Forgive  me,  [  Jn  hit  tUep. 

I  win  revenge  thy  death,  by  Heaven  I  will. 

M,  TuU.  Alas,  poor  soul,  he  is  afflicted  too. 
Methinks  thait  Cue  should  be  no  stranger  to  me  : 
Armanus! 

Oh,  see  the  spring  from  whence  comes  all  my  woe, 
^^lioae  flattering  bubbles  show  like  crystal  streams, 
Bat  I  have  found  'em  full  of  Lemean  poison. 
How  sound  he  sleeps  !  He  is  so  used  to  sin, 
Kot  the  black  furies  that  still  hover  about  him. 
Nor  his  own  guilt  that's  ever  calling  him. 
Can  waken  huu ;  but  here  is  that  can  do't.  IDrawa. 

VOL.    tl. 


Just  Nemesis,  tiiat  sit'st  on  sharpest  thorns, 
Twisting  thy  iron  whips  for  perjured  man. 
Behold  thy  priest  offer  a  sacrifice 
That  will  be  pleasing  to  thee  ! — My  hand  shakes. 
Revenge  and  f^  guard  me  round  about. 
And  force  calm  pity  and  compassion  back  !— 
Once  more  have  at  thee.— Still  my  arm  wants 
And  cannot  hold  my  wei^n.  [strength. 

Arm.  Sacred  spirit,  \^Awiket, 

That  from  the  ever-springing  fields  art  come 
To  this  unhallowed  ground,  why  dost  thou  shake 
Thy  threatening  sword,  and  so  austerely  bend 
Thy  incorporeal  brow  against  the  man 
That  ever  loved  and  honoured  Tullius'  name 
So  dear,  the  natural  antipathy 
Betwixt  my  frail  and  thy  immortal  substance, 
Which  guilty  creatures  tremble  to  behold. 
And  drives  their  cold  blood  through  their  shaking 

joints, 
Nothing  dismays  me ;  but  with  open  arms 
Run  to  embrace  thy  shadow.    Shun  me  not  I 
By  all  my  hopes  of  future  happiness 
Tell  me  but  who  they  were  contrived  thy  death. 
And  though  the  Cyclops  guard  them,  or  the  race 
That  from  his  kingdom  durst  attempt  to  drive 
The  star-crowned  monarch,  yet  my  vengeful  flame 
Shall  strike  'em  down  to  hell,  where  thou  shalt 

hear. 
To  those  bless'd  shades  where  all  the  worthies  live. 
Their  tortured  souls  with  anguish  howl  and  yelL 
Then  do  not  fly  my  arms. 

M.  TuU.  Villain,  keep  off  ! 
Thou  art  mad ;  a  pandar,  nay,  what's  worse, 
A  traitor  to  thy  friend. 

Arm.  Devil,  or  ghost, 
Spirit  of  earth,  of  air,  of  active  fire 
(For  Tullius  thou  art  not ;  he  never  used 
Such  barbarous  language  to  a  faithful  friend) 
Therefore  whate'er  thou  art  that  dar'st  assume 
The  blessed  shape  of  my  dear  murdered  friend 
Where  goodness  so  long  dwelt,  prepare  thyself ; 
My  anger  thus  salutes  Uiee.  IDramt, 

M.  Tuli.  What  dream's  this  ? 
What  spirit  or  what  murder  talks  he  of? 
This  is  a  fetch  past  man's  capacity. 
Armanus,  thou  hast  lost  thyself  too  far : 
I  am  no  deluding  goblin,  nor  false  firiend, 
But  real  as  thysdf. 

Arm.  Lives  Tullius  then  ? 
With  joy  and  wonder  thus— 

M.  TulL  Keep  distance,  slave  I 
Yesy  I  do  live,  and  only  live  to  be 
A  terror  to  thy  fakehood. 

Arm,  These  are  words 
I  must  not  live  to  hear. 

M.  TuU.  Villain,  read  tiiat :  lOivet  him  the  Utter. 
So  long  I'll  spare  my  justice,  which  shall  fail 
As  horrid  as  thy  fact.     Does*t  startle  you  ? 

Arm.  Whoever  writ  these  black  lies  is  a  devil, 
Which  are  as  false  and  enrious  as  himself: 
Yet,  if  you  can  believe  *em,  'tis  high  time 
That  I  were  turned  to  earth.  See,  there's  my  sword, 
And  thus  my  breast  flies  open  to  your  fury : 
Strike,  and  strike  home,  and  when  my  guiltless 

blood 
Shall  dye  this  green  grass  crimson,  you  shall  see 
How  free  'twas  from  corruption. 
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M.  Tull.  I  am  strack 
With  deep  Bstonishment :  If  that  were  false, 
To  what  end  should  that  man,  whatever  he  were, 
Engage  himself  so  dreadfully  ?     'Tis  a  reach 
Beyond  my  understanding.    By  the  truth 
And  forepast  protestations  tied  our  hearts 
In  bonds  of  amity,  (a  greater  oath 
Sin  cannot  think  upon)  resolve  my  fear : 
Has  not  my  Philadelpha  'filed  her  faith  ? 

Arm,  She  is  as  pure  as  the  unspotted  sun 
Shining  in  brightest  glory. 

At.  TulL  Does  not  the  king  solicit  her  ? 

Arm,  He  does ; 
And  politic  Rufinus  haunts  her  hourly, 
Like  an  ill  spirit,  striving  to  seduce  her 
To  what  she  most  abhors ;  'twas  he  possessed 
Me  with  your  credulous  death, 
And  has  by  this  divulged  it  to  the  king : 
Which  rumour  winged  me  on  to  fly  to  th'  camp. 
Doubting  some  dangerous  plot  laid  'gainst  your  life 
That  he  so  confidently  spoke  you  dead. 
By  all  my  comforts  hoped  for,  and  those  plagues 
Which  perjury  would  tremble  to  recite, 
By  our  past  friendship  and  unwrinkled  truth, 
Which  hitherto  I  ever  have  adored, 
What  I  have  spoken  is  as  free  from  blot 
As  is  the  firmament. 

M.  Tull.  And  I,  as  true,  believe  it.  Pardon  me; 
Thus  will  I  beg  it  from  thee.     Jealousy       \Kne€lt. 
And  frantic  rage,  which  from  these  lines  took  life, 
And  had  their  black  original,  bereft 
And  put  me  past  myself.    Now,  I  conceive 
Rufinus'  damn'd  intent,  to  draw  me  from 
The  eamp  unto  my  death,  or  execute 
Some  hellish  treason  there.     Heaven  keep  Marius 

Arm,  Speak  low,  here*8  company.  [safe ! 

Enter  Martto  disguised,  and  Lblia  like  a  Pcwi-boy. 

Mar,  Let's  rest  a  while,  sweet  Lelia,  we  have 
rid  hard, 
And  whilst  our  horses  graze,  refresh  ourselves ; 
These  pleasant  groves  yield  comfortable  shades. 

Lei,  Marius ! 

Mar,  Ha  I  what  affrights  my  love  ? 

Lei,  Saw  you  that  face  ? 

Mar,  'Tis 

Lei,  Tullius,  my  dear  brother ;  that,  Armanus. 

Mar,  Oh,  everlasting  comfort !  Tullius 

M,  Tull,  Amazement !  Marius !  loving  Janus 
Joy  and  sad  fear  both  struggle  in  my  breast:  [too  ! 
Your  sights  are  Heaven,  but  the  sudden  cause 
Forced  you  to  leave  the  camp,  and  thus  disguised. 
Begets  in  me  a  wonder  beyond  thought. 

Mar,  And  well  it  may.   Oh,  noble  worthy  lord, 
I  shall  amaze  you  with  strange  stratagems. 
Titus  is  a  tyrant ;  bloody  snares 
And  horrid  treasons  do  begirt  thee  round ; 
But  I  was  trapt  with  'em,  yet  hate  to  think 
Thy  virtue  knew  of  them. 
Behold  a  warrant  granted  for  thy  death. 
Upon  condition  of  a  feigpaed  league, 
Signed  with  his  own  hand  and  commanding  seal. 
Which  I  observed  in  all  things  void  of  fear, 
And  as  I  entered  through  their  flattering  gates, 
Which  stood  wide  open  to  receive  us  in, 
Going  to  take  their  oaths  of  fealty, 
I  fell  by  their  sharp  weapons ;  witness  these. 

l&ietes  his  wmnds. 
But  how  I  was  restored  and  'scaped  with  life 
Will  wonder  you  far  more :  here  is  the  hand 
That  under  heaven  was  my  only  safety. 


M.  Tull.  Who  ?  pretty  Janus  ? 

Mar,  No,  thy  sister  Tullius, 
And  my  dear  Lelia,  that  all  this  while 
Like  my  good  angel  hath  protected  me : 
The  manner  now's  too  tedious  to  rehetne, 
For  I  could  ever  sit  recounting  it. 

M,  Tull.  Is't  possible,  sweet  sister,  tboa  shonldst 
live 
Thus  long  disguised,  and  serve  me  as  my  page. 
And  these  eyes  ne'er  descry  thee,  that  hsTc  took 
Such  infinite  delight  to  gaze  upon 
The  splendour  of  thy  beauty  ?  nay,  I  vow, 
Wert  not  my  sister,  even  doted  on  thee. 

Arm.  Is  this  your  post  ?     Was  she  your  happr 
I  could  fast  ever  to  kiss  such  a  post.         [guide  ? 

M.  Tull,  Surcease  a  while  this  explicating  joy, 
And  let  us  study  how  to  be  revenged 
On  this  injurious  king,  King  MachiaveL 

Mar,  For  such  a  plot  no  fury  ever  fonned. 

M.  Tull.  Were  all  these  honours  and  the  gilded 
He  heaped  upon  my  head  against  my  will,    [tidfis 
Laid  on  my  shoulders  for  to  weigh  me  doini, 
And  sink  me  with  black  obloquy  ?    Well,  king, 
The  moon  may  dim  the  sim,  and  so  may  I 
Wrap  up  thy  blazing  pride  in  a  red  ckmd, 
And  darken  thee  for  ever.    Come  to  Rome: 
We'll  yet  determine  nothing ;  what  we  do 

Occasion  must  present  us.     Oa  to  Rome. 

[ExfuJ. 


SCENE  II Brfore  the  Temple, 

Enter  in  a  <fym6  Show,  two  Ftamoui ;  t^/Urtkem  cm  Wir- 
ing an  Offitrinp  for  the  King ;  Vhm  fow  SouUars;  afirr 
them  Tms  Mamtito,  talking  to  RtTrtirus ;  Lkabcbgi  •»i 
Lbortiub  /oHowing  ;  then  Phujidjblpha  rJdUjr  alti<Y4. 
her  Train  home  up  bg  Virgins,  all  carrging  in  Aeir 
Sands  several  kinds  qf  Sacr^lce :  so  pass  over  thtSi^ 


SCENE  III — A  Banguetmff^RoommAePaUtt. 

8t(fl  Music  strikes.  A  Banquet  being  get /or»,fftttrfTm 
and  PRILADBLPBA ,  who  sit  down  at  each  end  ^fant  f^f 
then  at  another  Side-tabU  sit  down  Mjtw.M!W»  »i 
other  Senators,  and  Old  Tuluto  ;  then  Uvnam,  U*»- 
CHi»,  and  Laoirrius,  who  wait  on  the  King. 

Titus.    Sit,   glorious  Philadelpha,  there's  tbj 
chair, 
To  which  thou'lt  add  more  beauty  than  the  an 
Can  to  his  golden  chariot.     ReTcrend  TuUinSt 
Yon  have  been  long  a  stranger ;  this  approach 
Adds  to  your  double  welcome :  There,  sit  there. 
And  you,  Lucius  Marcellanus,  take  your  pUoe; 
'Tis  for  you  and  your  fellow  senators. 

O.  Tull.  The  king  is  full  of  aacred  couittse- 

THtus.  Sit,  my  dear  beauteous  guest;  methink 
As  we  are  placed  in  opposition,  thou,  like  tbit 
Eternal  soul  of  nature,  which  can  give 
Or  take  at  pleasure  every  ezceUenoe, 
Add'st  or  depriv'st  me  of  perfection. 
Methinks  ail  dread,  all  reverenoe,  majesty,  [tB» 
With  which  kings  shake  their  footstools,  like  i 
Leaves  me  to  lodge  in  thy  bright  countensoce. 

Phi.  If  there  he  such  a  wonder,  'tu  year  grace 
And  favour  which  creates  it ;  that  withdnvn. 
I  am  dark  and  nothing,  only  but  your  haodmv^ 

Titus,  Thou  art  all  man's  wish  can  dimb  to  - 

Fill  some  wine  J  i^^"^ 

Here's  to  thee,  sweetness,  and  a  solemn  heiltH 

To  noble  Tullius  and  his  victories ! 
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You  are  all  engaged,  my  lords ;  this  must  go  round ; 
'Us  the  king's  friend,  nay,  his  companion. 

[The  health  goet  about. 

1  Sen,  Sir,  you're  a  happy  man  that  does  enjoy 
A  son  of  this  rare  merit. 

O.  Tuii.  Rather  blest 
To  have  a  king,  whose  judgment  can  infuse 
Merit,  where  merit's  wanting. 

2  Sen,  Noble  sir, 

Ytm.  are  not  short  in  this  felicity 
To  have  a  daughter  past  all  parallel : 
In  brief  you're  both  true  maps  of  happiness 
In  having  such  rare  children. 

Afareellan,  They're  the  gifts 
Of  Heaven,  not  of  Nature. 

O.  TulL  Mine,  alas. 
Is  what  the  king  hath  made  him  ;  so  &r  good 
A  a  goodness  sparkles  in  his  actions ; 
Though  grief  be  my  remembrancer,  I  must 
Confess  I  have  lost  ten  sons,  in  every  part 
As  hopeful,  good,  though  not  so  fortunate, 
In  loss  of  my  dear  LeUa. 

Ruf,  How  iain  the  old  man  would  be  flattered, 
And  yet  not  seem  to  catch  it ! 

Lear,  Oh,  it  is 
A  modesty  which  strives  how  to  conyert 
Praise  into  adoration. 

Leon,  Rather,  sir, 
Your  ooy  whore's  rhetoric,  ever  to  deny 
'V^'hat  they  would  swallow  with  most  greediness. 

Ruf,  May  superstition  dioak  them  1  What's 
Or  idol  they  so  rererence,  but  a  spunge  [this  toy, 
FlU'd  with  the  king's  waste  moisture,  or  a  bag 
Blown  with  the  breath  of  greatness  ?  When  the 
Of  wrath  shall  squeeze  it,  or  a  little  pin  [hand 
Prick  bat  the  windy  outside,  down  falls  all. 
And  lesTes  him  nought  but  despised  emptiness. 

Lear.  Come,  you're  too  bitter.     See,  how  the 
king  sits  gazing  1 

TUue,  Whence  is  this  music  ?        IMutU  wUkin, 

Ruf,  'Tis,  as  I  conceive, 
A  warning  of  the  masquers'  readiness. 
Prepared  to  attend  your  triumphs. 

Tihu.  Let  them  come. 
Qmckly  remove  these  tables ! — Here's  your  place. 
For  all  things  this  night  strive  to  honour  you. — 
More  lights  and  more  attendants  ! — Sit,  my  lords, 
Revels  ask  elbow-room  at  all  times.     So. 

Enter  the  Masque,  in  which  U  Young  Tdluus,  Mariis. 
and  ABMAirus,  dreued  at  Furies,  teith  Torches,  and 
LsuA  im  Ladp^t  Habit  /  thep  dance  with  the  Ladies. 

Toa  have  done  to  the  height  of  motion ;  yet  I'll 
DiiDcing  a  greater  glory :  'Tis  but  lame  [give 

When  ^sauty  shares  not  in  it ;  here  are  they 
Can  give  life  unto  measure.     Hand  her,  lonls. 
Kay,  you  must  not  excuse  it ;  for  but  you. 
Perfection  hath  no  crown  to  triumph  in. 

Phi,  Your  majesty  will  make  me  to  disclose 
Errors  I  would  have  hidden.  IShe  dances. 

Titus,  S^y  not  so,' 
'on  can  shew  art  rules  to  astonish  her. 
How  like  the  nimble  winds,  which  play  upon 
^  >e  tender  grass,  yet  press  it  not,  or  fly 
Ker  the  crystal  face  ot  smoothest  streams, 
iring  no  curl  behind  them ;  or  how  like 
xe  yellow-feathered  Hymen  when  he  treads 
iVpon  the  soft  air's  bosom,  doth  she  pass 
I  Observed  by  admiration  !     Why,  she  makes 
piition  the  god  of  every  excellence, 
1  And  what  the  muses  would  vrith  study  find. 


She  teaches  in  her  dancing ;  'tis  indeed 
A  school  to  teach  all  we  call  liberal. 
I  cannot  give  her  worth  a  name ;  to  me 
It  must  suffice  only  to  say,  'tis  she. 

IThe  Dance  ends. 

Lear,  This  is  no  rich  idolatry. 

Ruf.  Yes,  sure, 
And  set  out  to  the  foil  height;  there  nor  wants 
Imbosture  nor  embroidery :  What  dull  eye 
But  sees  the  swelling  boscage,  and  your  trails 
How  they  do  hug  and  stifle  flattery  ? 

Leon.  No  more,  the  king  observes  us. 

Titus.  Blessed  thing. 
Come,  I  have  wronged  thy  sweetness,  and  I  know 
Thou'rt  weary ;  but  I'll  make  a  recompence. 
See,  that  a  stately  banquet  be  prepared 
To  entertain  the  masquers ;  they've  this  night 
Tied  to  their  king  a  strange  beboldingness, 
And  I  am  all  your  debtors.     Call  for  lights  ! 
We'll  to  our  diamber  straight.    Madam,  your  rest 
Must  be  to-night  in  the  court,  that  and  I 
Are  both  proud  you  will  grace  it.    Rufinus,  'tis 
Your  honour  to  attend  her.     So  to  all 
Good  night  and  best  repose.    Reverend  Tulliua, 
Thou  good  old  man,  much  peace. — But  thousand 

happy  rests 
Dwell  on  thy  noble  bosom.  [To  Philadblpha. 

Phi.  Ten  times  those, 
Doubled  in  myriads,  live  with  my  sovereign. 
lExeunt  all  but  Rcrnras,  Philaduj'ha,  Habcds  Tvl- 
uus,  Armanub,  and  Marius. 

M,  Tuil.  Marius,  Armanus,  as  you  are  noble 
friends. 
Go  to  the  privy  garden,  and  in  the  walk, 
Next  to  the  stillatory,  stay  for  me, 
I  must  adventure  something.  Give  me  that  torch. 

Mar,  Arm,  Dispose  yourself,  we  will  attend 
your  coming.  lExeunt. 

Ruf,  Who  waits  there  ?   Lights  for  the  noble 
Udy! 

M,  Tuil,  They  are  ready,  and  attend  you. 

Ruf.  Away  before  then. 
Lead  to  the  chamber  called  Elysium.         ^Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV.— ^  Bed  Chamber   ependidiy 

furnished. 

Enter  Tulliyts  disguised,  with  a  Torch  ;  Philadblpra, 
RvriNUs,  and  Ladies. 

M.  TuU.  This  is  the  lodging  called  Elysium. 

Ryf,  It  is  your  lodging,  madam  ;  here  the  king 
Prays  you  may  sleep  with  comfort. 

Phi.  Sir,  I'm  bound 
To  his  respect  and  your  most  noble  trouble.* 

Ruf,  Avoid  the  chamber,  and  put  out  your  torch. 

M.  Tuil.  Is  this  the  devil's  chamber  ? — I  am 
But  not  so  far  as  mischief  wishes  me ;       [gone, — 
I  must  attend  your  night-spells.  Arras,  thou 
Shalt  hide  my  body,  but  light  my  understanding. 
{Puts  out  the  Torch,  and  steps  behind  the  Arras. 

Phi,  Sir,  I  beseech  you  let  my  women  stay, 
They  must  thu  night  attend  me. 

Ruf.  Oh,  not  these ! 
These  to  attend  your  person  ?     Madam,  know, 
The  greatest  dames  of  Rome  and  Italy, 
Nay,  the  altezzas  and  their  sovereigns. 
Must  this  night  do  you  service ;  as  for  these. 
They  mast  spare  their  duties. 

Phi.  Good  my  lord, 

Let  mine  own  creatures  serve  me ;  others  will 
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In  this  work  supererogate,  and  I 
Shall  think  their  diligence  a  mockery. 

Rt^f.  Nothing  80, 
You  shall  find  virtue  in  their  services. 
Come»  ladies,  you  must  vanish. 

i^Bxit  vtith  PuLADBLPHA's  Womeo. 

Phi,  I  do  not  like  this  courtship. — Ha  1  the  door 
Locked  up  and  bolted  ?  in  the  name  of  truth, 
What  differs  this  from  strong  imprisonment  ? 
Virtue,  thou  art  my  mistress,  and  I  sit 
Under  thy  shade  so  safely,  that  methinks 
Dishonour  dare  not  touch  me.    Yet,  alas, 
Man  is  an  untamed  creature,  and  dare  broJc 
Through  any  fence  of  goodness :  Help  me,  then. 
Oh,  sacred  Virtue,  and  mine  innocence  1 

Bnitr  Tttub  MAanus. 

Tittu,  They  will,  believe  it ;  never  didst  thou  ask 
What  piety  denied  thee. 

Phi,  Now  I  see  I'm  ruined : 
In  the  name  of  wonder,  sir,  what  make  you  here  ? 

Tittu,  To  tell  thee  trudi,  not  wonders,  for  no 
eye 
Sees  thee  but  stands  amased,  and  would  turn 
His  crystal  humour  into  atomies 
Ever  to  play  about  thee. 

Phi,  Sacred  sir. 
Oh,  let  me  understand  you  I — Yet,  sir,  hold, 
Let  me  not  understand  you :  let  me  be 
Dull  as  the  earth,  more  ignorant  than  fools. 
Rather  than  know  you  are  dishonourable. 

Tittu,  Let  not  suspicion  scare  you,  or  respect 
Of  that  which  is  but  nothing  make  you  run 
From  the  height  of  all  great  fortunes.     Plainly, 

sweet, 
I  love  you,  dearly  love  you ;  love  you  so 
As  no  speech  can  express  it,  and  have  by  art 
And  such  discretion  shaped  opportunity. 
That  malice  cannot  toudi  you  in  your  honour. 
Come,  you  must  be  kind. 

Phi,  Great  sir,  keep  fiurther  distance !  you  speak 
poison. 

M,    TuU,    Hal  here  is   some   hope   in   her 
goodness. 

Tiiua,  Do  not  with  coyness  cast  that  fortune  off 
You  would  with  torments  purchase ;  be  to  me 
The  sweetness  which  I  long  for,  and  to  all 
Thy  thoughts,  thy  wishes,  and  thine  actions, 
No  power  shall  put  a  girdle ;  thou  shalt  be 
Greater  than  greatness    thinks  on,    sway  more 

hearts, 
Have  more  eyes  hanging  on  thee,  and  command 
More  glorious  titles  and  more  sovereignty 
Than  is  spoke  of  Egypt  and  Assyria. 

AT.  Tutt,  Now  do  I  see 
The  devil's  a  cunning  book-thief,  and  hath  robbed 
The  honest  schools  of  their  best  rhetoric 
To  tempt  poor  virgins'  weakness. 

Titui,  Poppsea,  when  she  met  her  emperor 
Clad  in  the  wealth  of  many  monarchies, 
Nor  rich  PauUna  that  out-braved  the  sun, 
And  made  him  dark  with  sparkling  jewelry, 
Compared  with  thee  shall  be  as  poor  and  dull 
As  wasted  dross  or  baser  excrements, 
Only  let  me  enjoy  thee. 

M.  TulL  Hold  now  or  never  I 

Phi,  I  took  you,  sir,  to  be  the  only  thing 
The  earth  could  caU  her  good  one,  and  no  doubt 
You  are  no  less,  only  now  seek  to  prove 
How  an  iU  tiling  would  scare  me.  Pray,  sir,  think 


These  foul  ingredients  cannot  alter  me. 
Trust  me,  I  prise  poor  virtue  with  a  rag 
Better  than  vice  with  both  the  Indies. 

M.  TulL  This  is  some  comfort,  if  it  have  con- 
stancy. 

THtus.  Be  not  a  fool  for  custom,  know  my  worth, 
And  who  I  am  that  do  solicit  yon  ; 
Think  of  the  crowns  hang  o'er  you,  crowns  of  joy. 
Honour  and  reputation  ;  if  they  ful. 
Think  of  the  swords  I  carry,  swords  of  shame. 
Contempt,  disgrace,  slander,  and  infiuny. 
And  think  with  these  how  I  can  torture  yon. 
Nay,  whip  you  to  obedience ;  and  by  Heaven 
I'll  spare  nought  to  afliict  you. 

M.  Tutt.  ^Stepping  forward.']  Yes,  yon  will. 
Virtue  I  know  must  be  no  instrument. 

Tiiut.  How's  this?    surprised?   oh   me!    'tis 
TulHus. 

M.  Tuil.  Yes,  it  is  Tullius,  Tnlliua  tiie  unfiDr- 
Are  you  a  god,  a  king,  nay,  but  a  man,      [tnnate. 
And  dare  commit  this  outrage  ?  Do  you  know 
A  good  thought  and  dare  speak  thus  ?    Good  sir, 

think, 
Although  I  am  your  subject,  and  do  view 
Each  beam  that  shines  about  you,  and  conceive 
How  dear  you  are  to  the  gods,  to  angels,  saints. 
The  world,  and  mankind ;  though  I  know  you  are 
A  temple  so  divine  and  hallowed. 
That  put  to  dream  ill  of  you  were  to  plunge 
Men's  souls  into  damnation  ;  yet,  to  it 
Think  what  this  woman  is :    My  wife,  sir,  die's 

my  wife, 
My  chaste  dear  wife,  a  word  that's  precioos. 
Self  of  myself,  nay,  such  a  sdf  beyond. 
That  where  she  fidls  my  fame  is  periah'd ; 
Mine  did  I  say  ?  nay,  my  posterity, 
Mine  utter  generation,  all  my  name 
Lost  and  undone  to  all  eternity  ! 
How  this  will  tempt  a  good  man,  oh,  air,  ttdnk, 
Tremble  and  fear  to  think  it. 

Tiitu.  Be  not  jealous. 

3i,  Tutt.  Not  jealous,  and  have  heard  yosr 
blasphemy  ? 
What  slave  can  be  so  stupid  ?    Sir,  if  yon 
Have  raised  me  for  this  merit,  or  built  up 
My  low  foundations  witii  strs^e  ptnnades 
Higher  than  other's  buildings  ;  if  you  have 
Made  me  a  glittering  outside,  but  within 
Store  nothing  but  duhonour,  cast  me  down. 
Beat  me  to  dust ;  my  ashes  will  appear 
A  monument  more  glorious  than  your  palace. 

Titus.  On  my  life, 
Thou  dost  mistidce  me  straogdy. 

M,  Tutt.  'Would  I  did. 
So  I  might  perish  for  it ;  but  my  eyes 
And  own  ears  are  my  witness. 

Titus.  Come,  no  more  : 
They  have  told  you  a  false  message,  and  your  heirt 
Seduced  by  them  is  much  too  credulous ; 
For  I  protest  by  aU  that's  good  or  holy. 
Never  did  I  conceive  'gainst  her  or  thee 
A  thought  of  so  much  bsseuess.     What  is  dose 
Was  done  for  special  caution ;  first,  to  stop 
Their  poisoned  months  I  know  do  envy  yon, 
Next  to  convert  their  malice  to  this  gtmuid 
Which  else  had  touched  thy  person ;  next  to  try 
The  temper  of  her  goodness,  sod  how  Cur 
Corruption  might  work  on  her,  whidi  I  find 
Past  praise  and  past  example,  and  she  is 
The  jewel  I  renosmed  her,  and  indeed 
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Worthy  the  lore  of  noble  Tulliiu : 

'Twu  thu  design  that  led  me ;  by  my  life, 

>7o  other  thought  came  near  me. 

M.  TuU.  It  was  a  coarse  pious  and  foil  of  virtae, 
A  deed  for  which  I  ever  owe  a  debt 
Of  terror  and  affliction :  Fearfiil  king, 
Xay,  impudent  transgressor,  now  thou  seest 
Thy  lustful  breast  lie  bare  to  my  revenge 
Coin'st  these  apparent  falsehoods ;  but  I  have 
Strange  and  undoubted  causes :  witness  this, 
This  warrant  for  my  murder ;  besides  that, 
The  articles  of  peace  you  sent  the  rebels 
Sabinus  and  Arminius,  but  the  cause 
^Waa  written  in  a  bloody  character, 
Sach  as  I  think  had  never  precedent ; 
This  can  speak  how  firm  is  your  affection. 

lOives  him  th€  VDarrant, 

J*hi»  I  am  lost  in  my  amazement :   Dearest, 
What  warrant  for  thy  miurder  ?  [speak, 

JH.  TuU.  Oh,  my  love. 
Time  will  not  now  permit  me  to  relate 
The  cruel  circumstance ;  thou  shalt  partake  it. 

Titug^  What  slave  or  hell-hound  has  abused  my 
truth, 
And  forged  this  slanderous  writ  ?   Oh,  my  Tullius, 
I  cannot  blame  thee  now  had  thy  just  rage 
Fk>wn  oat  above  man's  temper.   This  would  move 
A  creature  without  gall.  Who  should  be 
This  angry  billow  that  thus  seeks  to  drown 
The  fair  bisurk  I  would  nourish  ?    By  dread  Jove, 
I  will  sift  out  this  swelling  sycophant, 
And  beat  him  down  so  flat,  so  low,  so  dead. 
Make  him  so  smooth  and  calm,  that  but  his  shame 
There  shall  be  nothing  to  remember  him. 
TuUins,  by  this  embracement  credit  me 
I  am   sound  in  all  thoughts  to  thee.     Do  not 

neither 
Beliere  nor  them  nor  me ;  but  as  short  time 
Shall  prove  this  lie  most  odious,  so  let  truth 
Shine  in  my  other  actions.  With  all  speed 
We'll  call  a  present  council,  and  send  post 
For  proud  Sabinus, 

Who  dreadless  in  his  artides  may  come ; 
If  not,  vre'U  force  him  hither ;  you,  disguised. 
Shall  hear  our  strange  proceedings  ;  thou  shalt  see 
How  quaintly  I  shall  trip  'em.     Love  this  sweet. 
She  is  a  thing  for  Heaven  to  envy  at, 
And  tell  thyself  thou  hast  all  the  joys  of  life, 
A  perfect  royal  friend  and  faithful  wife.  lExit. 

M.  TulL  'Would  I  could  hope  the  first,  the 
last  is  sure. 
And  both  I'll  seek  to  perfect. — Come,  my  love, 
Thou  hast  played  the  part  of  goodness  royally, 
And  I'Q  strive  to  deserve  it    Yet,  since  things 
Lie  but  at  half  discovered,  for  a  time 
In  some  strange  shape  I'll  shroud  me. 
Free  from  the  knowledge  of  the  king  or  any, 
Until  these  tares  be  weeded ;  when  they're  ripe, 
ru  be  mjrs^f  &o<i  shine  unlimited. 

PM,  Your  will  is  my  direction,  and  I'll  move 
Only  by  your  commandment  and  your  love. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE  y.^A  Temple. 

Enter  B»  Pskoamus,  the  foolith  Knight,  like  a  Bride- 
grotnn,  leading  Flatia,  his  Bride  ;  Bbllario,  the  sing- 
ing Soldier/   Blacksmout    the    Smith,    Snipsnap   the 

I  Tailor,  and  Calvbskik  the  Shoemaker.— An  Altar  to  be 
set  forth  vpUk  the  Image  qfMars  .•  DiivDTMim  the  Jhearf 

I      hearing  Bol  PxaflAMVS'  hanu  and  Shield,  which  are 


hung  up  for  Trophies,  and  Bn  Pxroamdb  vows,  for  the 
Lw>t  (I^FlavU,  never  to  hear  Arms  again  /  the  like  does 
"BhAfxsoMxn,  who  hangs  up  his  Sword,  and  takes  his 
Hammer,  vowing  to  Ood  Vulcan  never  to  use  another 
Weapon.  The  Tailor  and  the  Shoetnaker  do  vow  the 
like  to  Ood  Mereurp.  Then  Bbllaaio  sings  a  Song  how 
thep  wiU  faU  to  their  old  Trades.  A  Clap  tf  Thunder, 
and  all  run  qf.    Finis  4  AeL 

Per.  There  hang,  thou  fatal  engine  of  my  wrath. 
Thou  great  divorcer  of  the  soul  and  body. 
Which  three-score  princes,  emperors,  and  kings, 
Besides  some  thousand  lords,  captains  sans  number. 
One  lance-prisado  and  a  sutler's  wife. 
Hast  sent  to  Erebus  and  dismal  lake ; 
Hang  there,  I  say,  and  this  the  worid  shall  grant 
None  e'er  shaU  use  the  like  but  John  of  Gaunt 

All,  Oh,  rare,  rare  Pergamus ! 

Per.  Now  give  me  that !  [Tote*  the  Shield. 

Come  thou,  thou  faithful  bulwark  to  my  breast. 
Thou  that  keep'st  oflf  the  cannon-shot  like  hail, 
Cut  through  and  through  some  four-score  inches 

deep 
With  direful  strokes  and  dreary  hardiment ; 
Whose  wide-mouthed  trenches  keep  imprisoned 
Five  thousand  captains  couchant  to  thy  mercy. 
Which  must  yield  Pergamus  a  world  for  ransom, 
Terror,  hang  there  !  no  Guildhall  shews  the  like, 
Bloody  in  peace,  but  in  war  politic. 

Dind.  Go  on,  brave  Pergamus,  the  son  of  fame, 
The  child  of  fortune ;  all  men  know  the  same. 

Fla.  A  periphrasis  of  a  fool  that  fortunes  favour. 

Per.  Hang  there,  ye  instruments  of  blood  and 
rust  I 
Hence,  fighting  vain !  My  Flavia  must  be  bnss'd. 
Yet  thus  far,  Mars,  I  wiU  thy  soldier  be, 
And  valiantly  in  thy  great  quarrel  strike. 
When  Flavia  teaches  me  to  raise  the  pike. 

Black,  BUcksnout  the  like  doth  vow,  and  in  a 
Into  a  hammer  I'll  convert  my  sword.  [word 

Though  Venus  Vulcan  horn,  I'll  wive :  our  hall 
Increased  by  us  may  grow  a  capital. 
I  am  for  Vulcan  now,  for  Mars  no  more ; 
If  my  wife  scold,  my  bout-hammer  shall  roar. 

Snip.  Turn  garment,  tailor,  too,  and  be  not 
I'U  marry  and  betake  me  to  my  yard,        [barr'd : 
And  if  my  trade  then  prove  not  worth  a  dodkin, 
Curse,  curse  o'  women,  both  my  yard  and  bodkin ! 

Calve,  Then,  shoemaker,  the  last  of  all  the  rout, 
Of  tailor,  Pergamus,  or  fair  Blacksnont : 
By  Mercury  I  swear  it  is  my  draught 
To  take  a  wife  and  use  the  gentle  craft. 

BONO  bg  Bbllasio. 

Then  fareweU  the  dram,  pike,  gnn,  and  the  fife ! 
If  a  man  loves  Jarring  and  plenty  of  strife, 
To  try  his  valour  let  him  take  a  wife. 

And  to  our  old  trades  again* 
Chorus,  And  to  our  old  trades  again. 

Come,  Pergamns,  tailor,  and  Blacksnont  too. 

The  ahoemaker  will  teach  your  wives  all  what  to  do, 

For  if  you  tread  awry  they'll  underlay  you : 

Then  to  our  old  trades  again ! 
Chorus.  Then  to  our  old  trades  again  i 

So,  furioua  MaFs,  we  hid  thee  adieu. 

We  care  not  for  killing,  it's  a  life  for  a  Jew : 

Bo  let  us  be  Jogging  with  our  Jovial  crew. 

And  to  our  old  trades  again  ! 
Chorus.  And  to  our  old  trades  again  ! 

IThunder. 

Bell.  Oh,  the  gods  are  angry  !  Let's  begone. 
All.  Oh,  oh,  oh  !  lExeunl  running. 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE  I Before  the  Palace. 


Enter  Lsabchub  and  Lsontius  wutting,  mv^ffUd  up  in 

Cloa/u. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Leon.  Why  dost  thou  laugh,  Learchas  ? 

Lear.  To  see  ub  two  walk  thoa  like  Satomiflts 
Muffled  up  in  a  condensed  cloud. 
Why  art  thou  sad,  Leontius  ? 

Leon.  'Troth,  I  know  not. 
Why  art  thou  melancholy  ? 

Lear.  Hang  me  if  I  can  telL     Oh,  now  I  re- 
meir.ber : 
The  king  is  discontented,  and  we  courtiers 
Are  like  the  Macedonian  humourists, 
'Cause  Philip  had  a  wry  neck  they  wore  theirs  so, 
And  said  'twas  all  the  fashion  :  yet,  methinks, 
'Tis  something  more  than  strange 
To  see  this  sudden  alteration  ; 
Last  night  he  was  unbounded  and  profiise 
In  mirth  and  jo?ialty,  but  looks  this  mom 
As  if  he  had  drunk  Lethe. 

Enter  Rurimn. 

Rnf.  Plotting  still  ? 
You  think  to  outdo  me  now  in  some  rare  springe 
To  catch  this  green-head  general ;  but  you  shall 

not. 
Nay,  you  cannot :  know,  brave  spirits,  'tis  done  ; 
Our  stratagem  has  taken  rare  effect, 
The  peace  is  made,  the  articles  confirmed. 
The  execution  past,  and  TuUius  sunk 
Lower  than  policy  can  ever  search. 
Or  plumb  the  unfathomed  bottom. — 
W^hat  means  this  silence?  Do  not  your  glad  hearts 

leap 
Into  your  bosom  to  bear  this  brave  revenge  ? 
Have  you  thus  far  mingled  your  bloods  with  mine. 
And  waded  hand  in  hand  through  death  and  hell, 
And  do  you  now  repent  ? 

Lear.  Leon.  Repent  1 

Euf.  What  then  portends  this  sadness  ? 

Lear.  Understand  it : 
Saw  you  the  king  to-day  ? 

Et^f,  No.    What  succeeds  your  question  ? 

Lear.  He  is  wondrous  discontented. 

Ruf.  What  of  that  ? 

Leon.  Think  you  he  has  not  caught  intelligence 
Of  Tullius'  murder,  or  this  feigned  truce  ? 

Ri^.  Why,  say  he  have,  do  you  shrink  or  shud- 
der at  it  ? 
We  have  ventured  too  far  in  to  retire  now  : 
But  I'll  take  off  that  doubt,  'tis  no  such  thing. 
Neither  does  grief  or  anger  make  him  show 
A  wrinkled  front  or  a  dejected  look ; 
'Tis  rather  too  much  joy,  surfeit  of  pleasure, 
And  those  sweet  delights  with  whicn  he  has  been 

sated 
This  last  night  in  the  arms  of  Philadelpha ; 
Tullius'  fair  hoard  was  made  his  cradle 
In  which  the  devil  and  lust  sate  rocking  him. 

Lear.  Is't  possible  ?  is  TuUius'  mounted  higher  ? 

Ruf.  Yes,  on  the  horn  of  greatness. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

jRiff.  And  being  fixed,  perchance, 
In  meditation  of  these  sugared  sins. 
He  did  not  greatly  mind  ye ;  there's  Ms  sadness : 
But  when  we  come  in  presence  you  shall  see 


Another  change  of  countenanoe,  for  I  am 
The  served-up  instrument  whoee  tearing  brnn 
Gives  motion  to  his  actions. — 

f nter  Menenger. 

Sent  to  me  ? 

Mess.  And  all  your  honours. 
The  senate  sits  this  morning  instantly. 
The  king  in  person  too,  but  for  what  cause 
None  but  himself  yet  knows. 

Ri{f.  'Tis  a  short  summons :  well,  we  shsll  it- 
tend  him.  [Exit  XoKoicr. 

Lear.  What  thinks  Rufinua  now  ? 

Ri^.  By  Jove,  I  am  puzzled ;  yet,  now 
To  forge  or  study  for  replies  would  show 
A  shallow  brain.    Let  not  our  timorous  giiflt 
Betray  ourselves  ;  and  scorn  the  worst  event ; 
If  we  must  down  let  us  like  cedars  fidl. 
And  make  an  earthquake  tumbling,  that  our  fime 
May  live  to  after-ages,  and  our  acts 
By  all  rare  politicians  be  eternized : 
'Tis  nobler  far  than  live  in  such  a  state 
Where  worth  hath  no  reward,  merit  no  grace. 
Can  virtue  spring  where  true  r^ard  is  wanting  ? 
It  is  impossible :  Thus  join  we  then. 
And  let  our  fates  be  like  the  elements. 
So  linked  and  chained  that  none  can  break  tbe 

twine 
But  they  that  twisted  it    This  knot,  methinks, 
Resembles  just  the  trinal  sisterhood 
That  spun  our  thread  of  life :  make  much  on't  tben. 
Before  the  destinies  do  wind  it  up 
They  shall  have  many  turnings.     But  when  joa 
There  is  no  remedy,  let  one  stroke  divide  us.  [«e 

Lear.  Leon,  'Tis  resolved. 

IC^rneU  ping  •  Lttm^ 

Ruf.  The  senate's  coming,  fidl  into  the  train. 


SCENE  II.— r>^  CapUol. 

Enter  BiARcsLLAmm,  Old  Tnixzos,  and  tm»  <aher  Sen- 
tort  /  then  Trrua  MAanvs,  Rvfinus,  Lbabcscs.  Lb»- 
TiUB,  and  other  Attendanlt;  Mabcus  Toluub  tn  Ditpfhtt, 
■among  other  Petitionera. 

M.  Tuli.  I  hope  this  habit's  ondiicoverBble, 
In  which,  as  in  a  perspicle,  I  shall  see         [Anit 
Tbese  hidden  furies  tread  the  devitfto  maze; 

Tiitu.  Grave  fathers, 
You  in  whose  wisdom  rest  the  states  of  kings. 
Whose  prudent  and  discreet  directions 
Uphold  and  govern  all  things  next  the  gods, 
To  you  I  now  appeal,  and  shall  in  brief 
Declare  the  motive  that  incited  ua 
To  call  this  sudden  council.    I  must  first 
Confess  my  rashness,  that,  without  advice 
Of  your  sage  judgments  and  a  general  voice. 
We  made  a  general  thy  son,  Ti^ns, 
And  him  sent  forth  without  a  full  conaent 
Against  the  Sabines  that  invaded  us ; 
The  error  is  acknowledged,  yet,  my  lords. 
The  strong  necessity  considered. 
The  fierceness  of  the  insurrection, 
And  devastation  which  the  rebels  used. 
Was  cause  sufficient  for  a  present  choice 
Without  deliberate  council. 

2  Sen.  'Twas  moat  fit. 

HhT.  a  policy  both  good  and  requisite. 
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TUtu.  We  are  excused  for't  then.  Bat|  reverend 
senate, 
Having  since  weighed  by  weighty  circnmstancey 
Groaoded  on  reason,  that  the  opinions 
And  several  censures  of  the  commonalty, 
A  nd  some  of  our  great  peers  too,  may,  perchan<^, 
Out  of  their  ignorance  raise  a  mutiny 
That  might  in  time  work  a  conspiracy 
Against  young  Tullius, 
Not  being  elected  by  a  public  Toice, 
(For  what  they  do  without  all  malice  moves, 
Bat  thousands  envy  where  a  king  once  loves) 
These  known  examples  make  us  cautelous 
(>f  future  dangers  :  therefore,  once  more,  lords, 
Deliver  your  minds  freely ;  if  you  think 
His  youth  or  judgment,  strength  or  discipline, 
Debilitate  bis  person,  or  his  birth 
Make  him  unfit  to  undergo  a  place 
So  eminent  and  powerful,  call  him  home, 
Choose  a  more  Me,  more  experienced  man. 
That  thirsts  for  such  an  honour,  and  let  him 
ReTel  at  home  here  with  his  beauteous  bride : 
Poor  soal !   She  has  the  most  wrong ;  such  a  war 
Were  far  more  pleasing  to  a  courtier. 
One  so  complete  and  young  as  Tullius  is. 
And  questionless  she'll  thank  ye.     Now,  you  hear 
The  canse  of  your  assembly,  speak  your  thoughts, 
And  let  your  hearts  and  tongues  so  sympathise 
That  truth  may  write  the  comments. 

O.  TuU.  Royal  sir, 
I  humbly  crave  I  may  be  pardoned, 
And  licensed  to  suspend  my  censure  yet, 
Until  that  their  opinions  be  all  passed : 
A  father's  doom  vriU  be  thought  partial. 
Though  the  gods  record  it. 

Titus.  Use  your  wilL 

Marceilan.  I  beg  like  liberty,  dread  sovereign : 
We  two  are  equal  sharera  in  his  honours ; 
'Twould  ill  beseem  us  to  detract  from  him. 

Titus.  Shall  one  man  speak  for  all,  then  ? 

AU,  Willingly. 

1  Sen.  And  whom  your  majesty  shall  please  to 
His  voice  shall  give  a  general  approbation,     [call, 

Titus.   Rufinus,  you  are  he  then. 

Ruf.   I.  my  liege  ? 

Titus.  Rufusal  is  in  vain,  we'll  have  it  so. 

Ruf.  The  most  unworthiest  creature. 

Titus,  Wrong  not  your  worth,  we  know  your 
merits,  sir. 
You  have  done  good  service  in  the  like  affairs, 
And   know  best  what    belongs    to't:    I'herefore 

Ruf.   With  pardon  then  1  shall.  [speak. 

Your  highness  might  have  made  a  surer  choice 
or  an  approved  soldier ;  but  a  man 
More  daring  and  more  valiant,  Rome  contains  not ; 
For  what  he  wants  in  years  and  discipline, 
His  industry  and  spirit  countervails  ; 
He's  mild  and  courteous  to  the  people  too, 
Which  is  the  chain  that  ties  the  soldiers*  hearts 
And  general's  together  ;  last  and  chief. 
He's  fortunate,  crying  as  Caesar  did. 
Who,  being  tossed  in  a  small  boat  at  sea 
In  a  tempestuons  storm,  cheared  up  the  mariners 
With,  '  On,  brave  hearts !    Think  not  of  fear,  you 
Me  and  my  fortunes  ;*  [bear 

Which  ahorws  that  resolution  is  the  crovm 
Of  all  a  soldier's  honours,  and  brings  in 
A  happy  conquest :  All  this  Tullius  has. 
No  doubt  need  to  be  made  then  of  his  worth, 
But  that  be  still  eigoy  it. 


All.  'Tis  confirmed* 

Lear.  Stand  away, 
I  pr'ythee  let  me  hug  him ;  by  this  hand, 
Leontius,  the  devil's  a  novice  to  him. 

M.  Tull.    [Apart.]   I  am   swallowed  in  this 
quicksand  :  all  my  thoughts 
Again  are  quite  diverted :  He  speak  thus  I 

Titus.  Rufinus,  you  have  given  a  noble  verdict. 
We  are  become  your  debtor- 

Lietor.    [Within,']    Back  there,   back  I    keep 
back. 

Ruf.  What  uproar*s  that,  disturbs  the  senate  $ 

Enter  a  lictor. 

Lietor.  A  captain  post  from  the  camp. 
Titus.  Admit  him  straight 

Enter  Mabcsllus. 

Lietor,  Your  sword. 

Mare.  No,  sir,  'tis  kept  for  ^  far  better  use. 
Than  cut  his  roaster's  throat. 

Ruf.  A  guard ! 

Mare.  Ten  guards!    There  are  some  penons 
Ten  millions  cannot  shelter.  [here 

1  Sen.  What  means  this  ? 

Mare.  King,  king !   senate  ! 
Oh,  that  1  coi3d  speak  to  you  in  a  tone 
Would  drown  the  voice  of  thunder,  that,  the  sound 
Being  echoed  by  this  marble  capitol. 
Each  syllable  were  doubled  in  your  ean, 
Or  that  you  had  more  hearts,  for  those  weak 

strings 
Will  crack  at  the  first  entrance.    Tullius  is 

All.  What? 

Marc.  Dead;   (does  that  damp  you?)  he  is 

All.  Ha !  Murdered  !  [murdered. 

M.  Tull,  [Apart.]  Now  it  begins  to  work. 

Mare.  Yes,  murdered. 
Butchered  by  most  inhuman  slaughter,  treachery. 

O.  Tull.  Forgive  me,  Jupiter  !    When  he  said 
dead 
I  had  almost  shed  a  tear,  but  murder  straight 
Caused  fiery  rage  to  dry  it  up  again. 

Marcellan.  The  manner,  good  Marcellus,  or  by 

Mare.  By  Titus  Martins.  [whom  ? 

All.  The  king ! 

Marc.  Yes. 

Titus.  Traitor ! 

Marc.  Tyrant ! — He,  'twas  he,  grave  lords. 
That  by  damn'd  feigned  articles  of  peace 
Conspired  our  general's  ruin.    To  this  truth 
I  here  give  up  my  body  to  more  torments 
Than  can  by  man  be  thought  on,  and  rejoice 
To  lose  my  life  so  meritoriously, 
As  to  discover  this  black  treachery. 

Ruf  [Apart.]  Beyond  our  wishes  published. 

Titus.  Villain,  thy  death  shall  be  more  terrible 
Than  ever  time  could  pattern. 

O.  TuU.  Except  thine.  IRues. 

Off  vrith  these  robes  of  peace  and  clemency. 
And  let  us  hoop  our  aged  limbs  with  steel, 
And  study  tortures  for  this  tyranny. 

Marc.  'Tis  needless,  sir ;  vengeance  is  near  at 
Lord  Marius  and  Armanus  are  conjoined,    [hand : 
And  vow  for  their  dear  friend's  untimely  fall 
To  lay  his  palace  level  vrith  the  dust, 
And  kill  the  tyrant  in  the  capitol, 
In  the  very  throne  he  has  polluted  so. 

Ruf.  Desperate  traitora  !    See  you  now,  dread 
sir. 
This  brood  of  vipen  !    Who  can  suffer  this  ? 
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Leontios  and  Learchos,  let's  to  arms ! 
Give  us  three  leave,  my  liege :  We'll  raiie  nich 
To  guard  Rome  and  your  person,  [force 

That  Marina  and  Armanus  shall  as  soon 
Grasp  lightning  as  bnt  touch  a  hair  of  yon. 

Leon.  [Aside.]  Excellent  villain  I— Oh  that  we 
were  gone  once. 

T^UtM.  Stir  not.   I  do  entreat  yon  let  'em  come. 
If  1  be  guilty  of  these  practices, 
Let  me  with  shame  and  horror  suffer  for't. 
There's  the  arch-wreath  ;  thus  we  disthrone  our- 
And,  as  a  private  man,  will  answer  here         [self, 
'Gainst  all  objections.     Only  let  me  crave 
Sabinus  may  be  sent  for  with  all  speed, 
Who,  dreadless  in  his  articles,  may  come : 
The  law  of  arms  does  warrant  him. 

2  Sen.  See  it  done. 

JBnUr  a  Llotor. 

Liei.  Reverend  lords, 
There  is  a  pilgrim  sent  from  the  SabineSi 
That  craves  admittance  into  th'  capitol. 

Titus.  Bring  him  with  speed  to  th'  senate. 

At^.  On  my  life. 
Some  strange  confession  of  this  stratagem 
And  penitent  submission. 

Enter  Babinub  <n  a  Patmef*§  HabU,  v^ick  he  thro¥>s  q^Ti 

ipiM  a  Postmaster. 

Sab.  The  gods  of  Rome  protect  ye. 

AU.  Ha,  Sabinus  1 

Sab.  Yes.    Do  you  wonder  ?    Though  a  native 
Caused  a  transgression  to  regain  our  own,      [love 
We  now  are  Titus'  substitute,  and  come 
In  peace  and  duty  to  acknowledge  it. 
There  is  my  warrant. 

Titus.  For  thy  death,  damn*d  rebel ! 
No  warrant,  nor  no  articles  of  mine. 
From  whom  didst  thou  receive  it  ? 

Sab.  What  matters  that  ?  Suppose  I  have  foigot, 
There's  thy  own  hand  to  witness  it 

Titus.  Thou  art  deceived,  Sabinus ;  'twas  a  trick 
To  train  thee  to  the  block ;  'tis  counterfeit ; 
Therefore,  if  thou  hast  hope  of  any  mercy, 
Confess  firom  whom  thou  hadst  it 

Sab,  I  shall  disclose  your  plot  if  I  talk  thus. 

Titus.  SUve,  what  plot  ? 

Sab.  Young  Tullius  murder ;  the  caution,  sir, 
Of  these  sworn  articles,  delivered  me 
fiy  this  chief  Postmaster,  whom  I  have  brought 
To  testify  as  much. 

Rt^f.  Now  we  are  caught :  lAsids. 

Hell  and  damnation  strike  him  dumb  for  ever! 

O.  TulL  From  whom  received  you  this .' 

Postm.    Oh,  pardon — 

jRhT.  Peace,  fearful  slave  I 


Thou  shalt  not  have  the  glory  to  pronoonoe  it  :— 
It  was  from  me. 

Leareh.  Let  us  hare  part  of  it ; — ^"tvas  froiB  « 
three. 

Ruf.  It  is  confessed;  give  senteDoe.  Hs,ha,ba! 
Could  you  imagine,  dotuds,  that  our  spirits 
Could  Drook  an  upstart  stripling  to  be  iMnie 
Up  to  the  clouds  with  pomp,  and  we  rqectod, 
But  we  would  check  your  peacock? 

Sen.  Lictorsy  seiie  him.  [3Vr«v«tMi 

Leareh*  Come,  come,  quick,  dispiitch : 
Now  we  have  reached  the  pitch  of  our  desira, 
'Tis  hell  to  hold  life  longer. 

M.  TuU.  [Throwmg  off  his  Disguise.]  Intliat 
hett 
Your  conscience  shall  torment  ye.    '  On  my  knee 
I  beg  that  for  their  sentence.' 

AU.  TuUius! 

Leareh.  Death  now  were  heaven. 

Ruf.  What  incantation's  this  ? 

O.  TuU.  O  blessed  metamorphofis ! 

MarceUan.  This  capitol  appears  a  new  Elysnn. 

M.  Tull.  Sacred  sir,  let  me  adore  your  goodnne, 
That  aro  in  all  things  so  unnuitehabie. 

Titus.  Thy  virtues  make  it  so.     Rise,  Tnlliu, 
And  be  thy  own  judge  of  these  impious  criioes. 

M.  TuU.  The  doom  is  passed  already.    If  yosr 
grace 
And  fevour  will  permit  it,  they  ehaO  live. 

TUus.  live,  TuUius? 

M.  TuU.  Yes,  dearsir; 
Their  own  bloods  cannot  wish  away  their  6et, 
'Tis  so  infectious  ;  but  their  conscience  msy, 
Touched  with  this  mercy,  purge  the  sin  away. 

Titus.    Thou  still   transcend'st  in  goodnea: 
Have  thy  wish. 
Let  'em  still  live,  bnt  never  near  the  court 

Rt^f.  The  fartiier  thence,  the  fiarther  firon  mj 
pain. 
Parched  Afric's  desarts  will   more  plesse  thai 
Rome. 

IBxetaU  Ruraius,  LBAacaos,  and  lmsna% 


Enter  Pim.AnBi.pHA,  MAaraa.  Lbua»  and  AaMixi-k 

Titus.  Welcome  to  thy  huaband'a  noble  triumph, 
Where  he  has  vanquished  his  domestic  foes, 
As  he  has  done  his  country's  Ibes  abroad. 
Here,  TuUius,  take  her,  worOij  of  thy  virtoo, 
And  worthy  the  imperial  seat  of  Rome, 
When  thou  shalt  gain  her  voices  to  be  king, 
As  I  foresee  thou  wilt     Marios,  and  Lelia  too, 
Eiqoy  the  harvest  of  your  ripened  loves ; 
I  have  tried  you  aU,  and  find  yon  worthy  (avoor ; 
For  whilst  I  reign,  on  virtue  wUI  I  smilOt 
And  honour  only  with  me  stiU  prevaiL      [XnnL 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Thmsub,  Duke  of  Athens, 

Palamoit,  )  the  Two  Noblk  Kthsmbn,  in  Love 

Arcitx,     )     with  Emiua. 

PnuTHouB,  an  Athenian  Oenerai, 

AKrwnm,  a  Captain. 

Talbiuds,  a  Theban  Nobleman. 

Bix  vaiiant  KnJgfata. 

Herald. 

Jailor. 

Wooer  to  the  JaUor^  Dauffhter, 


Brother) 

Friends  f'«»«J«««'"- 

OsMiOLD,  a  Sehooimaeter. 

A  Tabotett  Countrymen,  Soldiers,  4'^ 

HiPFouTA,  Bride  to  THaaaos. 

Emilia,  her  Sitter, 

Thru  Queens. 

Jailor's  Daughter,  in  Love  with  Pai.ahon. 

Serrant  to  Emilia. 

Nymphs,  Wenches,  i^c. 


SCENE, — Athens,  and  in  Part  of  tbb  Fiast  Act,  Thoks. 


PROLOGUE. 


IFlourith, 
Nbw  plays  and  maidenheads  are  near  a-kin  ; 
Much  foUow'd  both,  for  both  much  money  gi'en, 
If  they  stand  sound,  and  well :  And  a  good  play, 
(Whose  modest  scenes  blush  on  his  marriage-day. 
And  shake  to  lose  his  honour)  is  like  her 
That  alter  holy  tie,  and  first  night's  stir. 
Yet  stiU  is  modesty,  and  still  retains 
More  of  the  maid  to  sight  than  husband's  pains. 
We  pray  our  play  may  be  so  ;  for  I'm  sure 
It  has  a  noble  breeder,  and  a  pure, 
A  learned,  and  a  poet  never  went* 
More  famous  yet  twixt  Po  and  silver  Trent : 
Chaucer  (of  all  admired)  the  story  gives  : 
There  constant  to  eternity  it  lives ! 
If  we  let  fall  the  nobleness  of  this. 
And  the  first  sound  this  child  hear  be  a  hiss. 
How  will  it  shake  the  bones  of  that  good  man, 


And  make  him  cry  firom  under-ground,  "  Oh,  fan 

From  me  the  witless  chaff  of  such  a  writer 

That  blasts  my  bays,  and  my  £uned  works  makes 

lighter 
Than  Robin  Hood!"  This  is  the  fear  we  bring  ; 
For,  to  say  truth,  it  were  an  endless  thing. 
And  too  ambitious,  to  aspire  to  him. 
Weak  as  we  are,  and  almost  breathless  swim. 
In  this  deep  water,  do  but  you  hold  out 
Your  helping  hands,  and  we  will  tack  about. 
And  something  do  to  save  us :  you  shall  hear 
Scenes,  though  below  his  art,  may  yet  appear 
Worth  two  hours'  traveL     To  his  bones  sweet 

sleep ! 
Content  to  you ! — If  this  play  do  not  keep 
A  little  dull  time  from  us,  we  perceive 
Our  losses  (bM  so  thick,  we  must  needs  leave. 

IFUmriih, 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I.— Athens.    Biffore  the  Temple. 

Mutie,  Enter  Hymen  with  a  Torch  burning  ;  a  Boy,  in 
a  ««A<t«  robe  b^ore,  tinging  and  ttrewingjtowert  t  after 
Htmbn,  a  Nymph,  encompaeted  in  her  trestet,  bearing 
a  «he(Uen  Garland  j  (hen  Tiuubub,  between  two  other 
Kymph8,«oaJb  wheaten  ehapiett  on  tMr  heads  i  then 
HiproLiTA,  Ml  bf  Perithous,  and  another  ;  holding"  a 
Borland  over  her  head,  her  tresses  likewise  hanging  / 
<^/ter  her  Emilia,  holding  up  her  train.  AarBaius  and 
Attendants. 

BONO. 

Roses  their  sharp  spines  being  gone. 
Not  royal  in  their  smells  alone. 
But  in  their  hue ; 


Maiden  pinks,  of  odour  faint. 
Daisies  smell-leas,  yet  most  quaint. 
And  sweet  thime  true ; 

Primrose,  first-born  child  of  Ver, 
Merry  spring-time's  harbinger. 

With  her  bells  dim : 
Oxlips  in  their  cradles  growing. 
Marigolds  on  death-beds  blowing. 

Lark-heels  trim ; 

All,  dear  Nature's  children  sweet. 
Lie  fore  bride  and  brid^;room'8  feet, 

BlffSHlng  their  sense  !  IStrewingJIowers, 

Not  an  angel  of  the  air, 
Bird  melodious  or  bird  fair. 

Be  absent  hence ! 
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The  crow»  the  slanderous  cuckoo,  nor 
The  boding  raven,  nor  chough  hoar, 

Nor  ohatt'ring  pie. 
May  on  our  bridehouse  perch  or  sing. 
Or  with  them  any  discord  bring. 

But  from  it  fly  I 

Enter  thrte  Queens,  m  black,  ufith  veils  stained,  with  im- 
perial Crowns.  The  first  Queen  faUs  down  at  the  foot 
<t/'THS8Kus  /  the  second  falls  down  at  the  foot  of  Hipfo> 
UTA  ;  the  third  before  Emilia. 

1  Queen,  For  pity's  sake,  and  true  gentility's. 
Hear  and  respect  me  1 

2  Queen.  For  your  mother's  sake, 
And  as  you  wish  your  womb  may  thrire  with  fair 
Hear,  and  respect  me !  [ones, 

3  Queen.  Now  for  the  lo?e  of  him  whom  JoTe 
hath  marked 

The  honour  of  your  bed,  and  for  the  sake 
Of  clear  yirginity,  be  advocate 
For  us,  and  our  distresses !  This  good  deed 
Shall  raze  you  out  o*  the  book  of  trespasses 
All  you  are  set  down  there. 

Thes.  Sad  lady,  rise ! 

Hip*  Stand  up ! 

Emi,  No  knees  to  me !  What  woman  I 
May  sted,  that  is  distress'd,  does  bind  me  to  her. 

Thes.  What's  your  request  ?  Deliver  you  for  alL 

1  Queen.  We  are  three  Queens,  whose  sove- 
reigns fell  before 
The  wrath  of  cruel  Creon ;  who  endured 
The  beaks  of  ravens,  talons  of  the  kites. 
And  pecks  of  crows,  in  the  foul  fields  of  Thebes, 
i    He  will  not  suffer  us  to  bum  their  bones. 
To  urn  their  ashes,  nor  to  take  th'  offence 
Of  mortal  loathsomeness  from  the  blest  eye 
Of  holy  Pheebus,  but  infects  the  winds 
With  stench  of  our  slain  lords.     Oh,  pity,  duke ! 
Thou  purger  of  the  earth,  draw  thy  fear'd  sword 
That  does  good  turns  to  th'  world ;  give  us  the 

bones 
Of  our  dead  kings,  that  we  may  chapel  them  ! 
And  of  thy  boundless  goodness,  take  some  note 
That  for  our  crowned  heads  we  have  no  roof 
Save  this,  which  is  the  lion's  and  the  bear's, 
And  vault  to  every  thing  1 

Thes.  Pray  you  kneel  not ! 
I  was  transported  with  your  speech,  and  suffer'd 
Your  knees  to  wrong  themselves.     I  have  heard 

the  fortunes 
Of  your  dead  lords,  which  gives  me  such  lamenting 
As  wakes  my  vengeance  and  revenge  for  'em. 
King  CapanSus  was  your  lord :  The  day 
That  he  should  marry  you,  at  such  a  season 
As  now  it  is  with  me,  I  met  your  groom 
By  Mars's  altar ;  you  were  that  time  fair, 
Not  Juno's  mantle  fairer  than  your  tresses, 
Nor  in  more  bounty  spread  her;  your  wheaten 

wreath 
Was  then  nor  thresh'd  nor  blasted ;  Fortune  at  you 
Dimpled  her  cheek  with  smiles;    Hercules  our 

kinsman, 
(Then  weaker  than  your  eyes)  laid  by  his  club, 
He  tumbled  down  upon  his  Nemean  hide, 
And  swore  his  sinews  thaw'd  :  Oh,  Grief  and  Time, 
Fearful  consumers,  you  will  all  devour ! 

1  Queen.  Oh,  I  hope  some  god. 
Some  god  hath  put  his  mercy  in  your  manhood, 
Whereto  he'll  infuse  power,  and  press  JQ^  forth 
Our  undertaker! 

Thee,  Oh,  no  knees,  none,  widow ! 


Unto  the  helmeted  Bellona  use  them. 
And  pray  for  me,  your  soldier. — ^Troubled  I  am. 

[IVnu  meaf. 

2  Queen,  Honour'd  Hippolita, 
Most  dreaded  Amazonian,  that  hast  slain 
The  scythe-tusk'd  boar ;  that,  with  thy  srm  as   . 

strong 
As  it  is  white,  wast  near  to  make  the  male 
To  thy  sex  captive ;  but  that  this  thy  lord 
(Bom  to  uphold  creation  in  that  honour 
First  Nature  styled  it  in)  shrunk  thee  into 
The  bound  thou  wast  o'er-flowing,  at  once  fab- 
Thy  force,  and  thy  affection  ;  soldieress,       [doisf 
That  equally  canst  poise  sternness  with  pity, 
Who  now,  I  know,  hast  much  more  power  on  \m 
Than  e'er  he  had  on  thee ;  who  ow'st  his  streo^ 
And  his  love  too,  who  is  a  servant  to 
The  tenor  of  thy  speech ;  dear  glass  of  ladiei. 
Bid  him  that  we,  whom  flaming  War  doth  scorch, 
Under  the  shadow  of  his  sword  may  cool  us ! 
Require  him  he  advance  it  o'er  our  heads ; 
Speak't  in  a  woman's  key,  like  such  a  woman 
As  any  of  us  three ;  weep  ere  you  fedl ; 
Lend  us  a  knee  ; 

But  touch  the  ground  for  us  no  longer  time 
Than  a  dove's  motion,  when  the  head's  pluck'dof- 
Tell  him,  if  he  i'  th'  blood-sized  field  lay  svoln. 
Shewing  the  sun  his  teeth,  grinning  at  the  moon, 
What  you  would  do ! 

Hip.  Poor  lady,  say  no  more  ! 
I  had  as  lief  trace  this  good  action  with  you 
As  that  whereto  I  am  going,  and  never  yet 
Went  I  so  willing  way.    My  lord  is  taken 
Heart-deep  with  yoar  distress :  Let  him  consider; 
I'll  speak  anon. 

3  Queen.  Oh,  my  petition  was  ITb  Ewlu. 
Set  down  in  ice,  wUch  by  hot  grief  uncandied 
Melts  into  drops  :  so  sorrow  wanting  form 

Is  press'd  with  deeper  matter. 

j^ffit.  Pray  stand  up ; 
Your  grief  is  written  in  your  cheek. 

8  Queen.  Oh,  woe  1 
You  cannot  read  it  there ;  there  tikrough  ray  tens 
Like  wrinkled  pebbles  in  a  glassy  stream. 
You  may  behold  *em !  Lady,  lady,  alack. 
He  that  will  all  the  treasure  know  o'  th*  eirth 
Must  know  the  centre  too ;  he  that  vrill  fish 
For  my  least  minnow,  let  him  lead  his  line 
To  catch  one  at  my  heart.     Oh,  pardon  me ! 
Extremity,  that  sharpens  sundry  wits, 
Makes  me  a  fool. 

Emi.  Pray  you  say  nothing ;  pray  you ! 
Who  cannot  feel  nor  see  the  rain,  being  in't. 
Knows  neither  wet  nor  dry.     If  that  you  were 
The  ground-piece  of  some  painter,  I  would  buj  yon. 
To  instruct  me  'gainst  a  capital  grief  indeed ; 
(Such  heart-pierced  demonstration  !)  but,  slas. 
Being  a  natiural  sister  of  our  sex, 
Your  sorrow  beats  so  ardently  upon  me. 
That  it  shall  make  a  counter-reflect  'gainst 
My  brother's  heart,  and  warm  it  to  some  pit? 
Though  it  were  made  of  stone :   Pray  have  fooJ 
comfort ! 

Thes.  Forward  to  th'  temple !  leave  not  out  ajc: 
O'  th'  sacred  ceremony. 

1  Queen.  Oh,  this  celebration 
Will  longer  last,  and  be  more  costly,  than 
Your  suppliants'  war  !  Remember  that  your  f»s^ 
Knolls  in  the  ear  o'  th'  world :  What  you  do  quicUr 
Is  not  done  rashly ;  your  first  thought  is  more 
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Than  others'  Ubonr'd  xneditance ;  your  piemedi- 

tatinff 
More  than  their  -actxoDB ;  bat,  (oh,  Jore  I)  jour 

actions. 
Soon  as  thej  more,  as  osprays  do  the  fish, 
Sobdae  before  they  touch :   Think,   dear  duke, 
What  beds  our  slain  kings  ha?e !  [think 

2  Queen.  What  griefs  our  beds. 
That  oar  dear  lords  haye  none  I 

3  Queen.  None  fit  for  the  dead : 

Those  that  with  cords,  kmyes,  drams,  precipitance, 
Weary  of  this  world's  light,  ha?e  to  themselves 
Been  Death's  most  horrid  agents,  human  gracs 
Affords  them  dust  and  shadow. 

1  Queen.  But  our  lords 
Lie  blistering  'fore  the  yisitating'Suny 
And  were  good  kings,  when  living. 

Tket.   It  is  true ; 
And  I  will  give  you  comfort, 
To  give  your  dead  lords  graves : 
The  which  to  do  must  make  some  work  with  Creon. 

1  Queen.  And  that  work  [now]  presents  itself 

to  the  doing :  . 

Nov  'twill  take  form ;  the  heats  are  gone  to-mor- 
Then  bootless  Toil  must  recompense  itself,    [row ; 
With  its  own  sweat ;  now  he's  secure. 
Not  dreams  we  stand  before  your  puissance^ 
Hiosing  our  holy  begging  in  our  eyes, 
To  make  petition  clear. 

2  Queen.  Now  you  may  take  him. 
Drunk  with  his  victory. 

3  Queen.  And  his  army  full 
Of  bread  and  sloth. 

Thes.  Artesius,  that  best  know'st 
How  to  draw  out,  fit  to  this  enterprise 
The  prim'st  for  this  proceeding,  and  the  number 
To  carry  such  a  business ;  forth  and  levy 
Our  worthiest  instruments ;  whilst  we  dispatch 
This  grand  act  of  our  life,  this  daring  deed 
Of  fate  in  wedlock  ! 

1  Queen.  Dowagers,  take  hands ! 
Let  us  be  widows  to  our  woes !     Delay 
Commends  us  to  a  famishing  hope. 

Ali  the  Queena.  Farewell ! 

2  Queen.  We  come  unseasonably;   but    when 

could  Grief 
(^oil  forth,  as  unpang'd  Judgment  can,  fit'st  time 
For  best  solicitation. 

Thes.  Why,  good  ladies. 
This  is  a  service,  whereto  I  am  going. 
Greater  than  any  war ;  it  more  imports  me 
Than  all  the  actions  that  1  have  foregone, 
Or  futnrely  can  cope. 

1  Queen.  The  more  proclaiming 
Our  suit  shall  be  neglected :  When  her  arms. 
Able  to  lock  Jove  from  a  synod,  shall 
hy  warranting  moon-light  corslet  thee,  oh,  when 
Her  twinning  cherries  shall  their  sweetness  fall 
Upon  thy  tast^nl  lips,  what  wilt  thou  think 
Of  rotten  kings,  or  blubber'd  queens  ?  what  care 
For  what  thou  feel'st  not,  what  thou  feeVst  being 

able 
To  make  Mars  spurn  his  drum  ?  Oh,  if  thou  couch 
But  one  night  with  her,  every  hour  in*t  will 
Take  hostage  of  thee  for  a  hundred,  and 
Thou  shalt  remember  nothing  more  than  what 
That  banqaet  bids  thee  to. 

Hip.  Though  much  unlike  [Knedi. 

You  should  be  so  transported,  as  much  sorry 
I  should  be  such  a  suitor ;  yet  1  think 


Did  I  not,  bv  th'  abstaining  of  my  joy, 
Which  breeds  a  deeper  longing,  cure  the  surfeit. 
That  craves  a  present  medicine,  1  should  pluck 
AU  ladies'  scandal  on  me :  Therefore  sir. 
As  I  shall  here  make  trial  of  my  prayers. 
Either  presuming  them  to  have  some  force, 
Or  sentencing  for  aye  their  vigour  dumb, 
Prorogue  this  business  we  are  going  about, 
And  hang 

Your  shield  afore  your  heart,  about  that  neck 
Which  is  my  fee,  and  which  I  freely  lend 
To  do  these  poor  queens  service  I 

AU  Queens.  Oh,  help  now  I  [7o  Emilia. 

Our  cause  cries  for  your  knee. 

Emi.  If  you  grant  not 
My  sister  her  petition,  in  that  force. 
With  that  celerity  and  nature,  which 
She  makes  it  in,  from  henceforth  I'll  not  dare 
To  ask  you  anything,  nor  be  so  hardy 
Ever  to  take  a  husband. 

Thet.  Pray  stand  up  I 
I  am  entreating  of  myself  to  do 
That  which  you  kneel  to  have  me. — Perithous, 
Lead  on  the  bride  !     Get  you  and  prey  the  gods 
For  success  and  return  ;  omit  not  anything 
In  the  pretended  celebration*    Queens, 
Follow  your  soldier. — As  before,  hence  yon. 
And  at  the  banks  of  Aulis  meet  us  with 
The  forces  you  can  raise,  where  we  shall  find 
The  moiety  of  a  number,  for  a  business 
More  bigger  look'd ! — [Exit  Artbsius.]      Since 

that  our  theme  is  haste, 
I  stamp  this  kiss  upon  thy  currant  lip ; 
Sweet,  keep  it  as  my  token !  Set  you  forward ; 
For  I  will  see  you  gone. 

lExeunt  towards  the  Temple  aU  but  Pbsithocs,  Tamuxm, 
and  Queens. 
Farewell,  my  beauteous  sister !     Perithous, 
Keep  the  feast  full ;  bate  not  an  hour  on't  I 

Per.  Sir, 
I'll  follow  you  at  heels  :  Tlie  feast's  solemnity 
Shall  want  till  your  return. 

Thes.  Cousin,  I  charge  you 
Budge  not  from  Athens  ;  we  shall  be  returning 
Ere  you  can  end  this  feast,  of  which  I  pray  you 
Make  no  abatement.    Once  more,  farewell  all ! 

1  Queen.  Thus  dost  thou  still  make  good  the 

tongue  o'  th'  world. 

2  Queen.  And  eam'st  a  deity  equal  with  Mars. 

3  Queen.  If  not  above  him  ;  for 

Thou  being  but  mortal,  mak'st  affections  bend 
To  godlike  honours ;  they  themselves,  some  say, 
Groan  under  such  a  mastery. 

The*.  As  we  are  men. 
Thus  should  we  do  ;  being  sensually  subdued. 
We  lose  our  humane  title.    Good  cheer,  ladies  ! 

IFlouritk. 
Now  turn  we  towards  your  comforts.         lExeunt. 


SCENE  II.— Thbbss.    The  Court  of  the  Palace. 

Enter  Pajlamom  and  Aacm. 

Are.  Dear  Palamon,  dearer  in  love  than  blood, 
And  our  prime  cousin,  yet  unharden'd  in 
The  crimes  of  nature  ;  let  us  leave  the  city 
Thebes,  and  the  temptiogs  in't,  before  we  further 
Sully  our  gloss  of  youth  ! 
And  here  to  keep  in  abstinence  we  shame 
As  in  incontinence  :  For  not  to  swim 
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I'  th'  ud  o'  th'  current,  were  almost  to  sink. 
At  leut  to  frustrate  striTing ;  and  to  follow 
The  common  stream,  'twoold  bring  us  to  an  eddy 
Where  we  should  turn  or  drown ;  if  labour  through, 
Our  gain  but  life,  and  weakness* 

Pal.  Your  advice 
Is  cried  up  with  example :  What  strange  ruins. 
Since  first  we  went  to  school,  may  we  perceive 
Walking  in  Thebes !     Scars,  and  bare  weeds. 
The  gain  o*  th'  martialist,  who  did  propound 
To  his  bold  ends,  honour,  and  golden  ingots, 
Which  though  he  won  he  had  not ;  and  now  flurted 
By  Peace,  for  whom  he  fought  I     Who  then  shall 

offer 
To  Mars's  so-soom'd  altar  ?    I  do  bleed 
When  such  I  meet,  and  wish  great  Juno  would 
Resume  her  ancient  fit  of  jealousy, 
To  get  the  soldier  work,  that  Peace  might  purge 
For  her  repletion,  and  retain  anew 
Her  charitable  heart,  now  hard,  and  harsher 
Than  Strife  or  War  could  be. 

Are,  Are  you  not  out  ? 
Meet  you  no  ruin  but  the  soldier  in 
The  cranks  and  turns  of  Thebes  ?  Yon  did  begin 
As  if  you  met  decays  of  many  kinds : 
Peroeiye  you  none  that  do  arouse  your  pity, 
But  th'  unoonsider'd  soldier  ? 

Pal.  Yes  s  I  pitr 
Decays  where-e*er  I  find  them  ;  but  such  most 
That,  sweating  in  an  honourable  toil, 
Are  paid  with  ice  to  cool  'em. 

Are.  'Tis  not  this 
I  did  begin  to  speak  of ;  this  is  virtue 
Of  no  respect  in  Thebes  :  I  speak  of  Thebes, 
How  dangerous,  if  we  will  keep  our  honours. 
It  is  for  our  residing ;  where  every  evil 
Hath  a  good  colour ;  where  every  seeming  good's 
A  certain  evil ;  where  not  to  be  even  jump 
As  they  are,  here  were  to  be  strangen,  and 
Such  things  to  be  mere  monsters. 

Pal.  "Hs  in  our  power 
(Unless  we  fear  that  apes  can  tutor  us)  to 
Be  mastera  of  our  mannera :  What  need  I 
Affect  another's  gait,  which  is  not  catching 
Where  there  is  faith  ?  or  to  be  fond  upon 
Another's  way  of  speech,  when  by  mine  own 
I  may  be  reasonably  conceived ;  saved  too. 
Speaking  it  truly  ?  Why  am  I  bound 
By  any  generous  bond  to  follow  him 
Follows  his  tailor,  haply  so  long,  until 
The  foUow'd  make  pursuit  ?    Or  let  me  know, 
Why  mine  own  barber  is  unbless'd,  with  him 
My  poor  chin  too,  for  'Us  not  scissar'd  just 
To  such  a  favourite's  glass  ?  What  canon  is  there 
That  does  command  my  rapier  from  my  hip, 
To  dangle't  in  my  hand,  or  to  go  tip-toe 
Before  the  street  be  foul  ?     EiSier  I  am 
The  fore-horse  in  the  team,  or  I  am  none 
That  draw  i'  th'  sequent  trace  !    These  poor  slight 

sores 
Need  not  a  plantain ;  that  which  rips  my  bosom, 
Almost  to  th'  heart,  'g 

Are.  Our  unde  Creon. 

Pal.  He, 
A  most  unbounded  tyrant !  whose  successes 
Make  Heaven  unfear'd,  and  villainy  assured. 
Beyond  its  power  there's  nothing ;  almost  puts 
Faith  in  a  fever,  and  deifies  alone 
Voluble  chance :  who  only  attributes 
The  flKcalties  of  other  instruments 


To  his  own  nerves  and  act;   oonmiands  moi'i 

service. 
And  what  they  win  in't,  boot  and  ffmj  too ; 
That  fears  not  to  do  harm  ;  good  dares  not :  Let 
The  blood  of  mine  that's  sibbe  to  him,  be  sack'd 
From  me  with  leeches ;  let  them  break  and  fsU 
Off  me  with  that  corruption  I 

Are.  Clear- spirited  cousin. 
Let's  leave  his  court,  that  we  may  nothing  share 
Of  his  loud  infiimy !  for  onr  milk 
Will  relish  of  the  pasture,  and  we  must 
Be  vile,  or  disobedient ;  not  his  kinimisn 
In  blood,  unless  in  quality. 

Pal.  Nothing  truer  I 
I  think  tiie  echoes  of  his  shames  have  deaf  d 
The  ears  of  heavenly  justice :  Widows'  cries 
Descend  again  into  their  throats,  and  have  not 
Due  audience  of  the  gods. — ^Valerins  I 

£Mcr  Valsbzus. 

Vol,  The  king  calls  for  yon;  yet  be  leaden- 
footed. 
Till  his  great  rage  be  off  him  !  Phoebus  when 
He  broke  his  whipstock,  and  ezdaim'd  againit 
The  horses  of  the  sun,  but  whispered,  to 
The  loudness  of  his  fiiry. 

Pal.  Small  winds  shake  him  : 
But  what's  the  matter? 

Vol.  Theseus  (who  where  be  threats  appall) 
hath  sent 
Deadly  defiance  to  him,  and  pronounces 
Ruin  to  Thebes  ;  who  is  at  hand  to  sesl 
The  promise  of  his  wrath. 

Are.  Let  him  approach ! 
But  that  we  fear  the  gods  in  him,  he  brings  not 
A  jot  of  terror  to  us  :  Yet  what  man 
Thirds  his  own  worth  (the  case  is  each  of  oors) 
When  that  his  action's  dregg'd  with  mind  tssani 
*Tis  bad  he  goes  about  ? 

Pal.  Leave  that  unreason'd  I 
Our  services  stand  now  for  Thebes,  not  Creon. 
Yet,  to  be  neutral  to  him,  were  didionoor. 
Rebellious  to  oppose  ;  therefore  we  must 
With  him  stand  to  the  mercy  of  our  Fate, 
Who  hath  bounded  our  last  minute. 

Are.  So  we  must. 
Is't  said  this  war's  afoot  ?  or  it  shall  be. 
On  fail  of  some  condition? 

Vol.  'Tis  in  motion ; 
The  intelligence  of  state  came  in  the  instant 
With  the  defier. 

Pal.  Let's  to  the  king !  who,  were  he 
A  quarter  carrier  of  that  honour  which 
His  enemy  comes  in,  the  blood  we  venture 
Should  be  as  for  our  health  ;  which  were  ootipcBtt 
Rather  laid  out  for  purchase :  But,  alas, 
Our  hands  advanced  before  our  hMrts,  what  viU 
The  fall  o'  th'  stroke  do  damage  ? 

Are.  Let  th'  event. 
That  never-erring  arbitrator,  tell  us  ' 

When  we  know  Sn  ourselves  ;  and  let  us  foDov 
The  becking  of  our  chance  !  iE*o«^ 


SCENE  lU.^B^ore  the  Gain  f^  AAem. 
Alter  PsaiTBOVB,  Uippouta,  amd  Bvilu. 

Per,  No  further ! 

Hip,  Sir,  farewell !  Repeat  my  wishes 
To  our  great  lord,  of  whose  success  I  dare  doc 
Make  any  timorous  question ;  yet  I  wish  bin 
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Excess  and  oyerflow  of  power,  an't  might  be. 
To  dure  ill-dodiog  Fortune.  Speed  to  him  I 
Store  never  huts  good  gOTemors. 

Per.  Though  I  know 
His  ocean  needs  not  my  poor  drops,  yet  they 
Must  yield  their  tribute  there.  My  precious  maid, 
Those  beat  affections  that  the  heavens  infuse 
In  their  best-temper'd  pieces,  keep  enthroned 
In  your  dear  heart  I 

Ewd,  Thanks,  sir !  Remember  me 
To  our  all-royal  brother !  for  whose  speed 
The  great  fiellona  TU  soUcit :  And 
Since,  in  our  terrene  state,  petitions  are  not 
Without  gifts  understood,  I'll  offer  to  her 
Whmt  I  shall  be  advised  she  likes*     Our  hearts 
Are  in  his  army,  in  his  tent ! 

/Tip.  lu's  bosom ! 
We  have  been  soldiers,  and  we  cannot  weep 
When    our   friends    don  their  helms,  or  put  to 


Or  fcell  of  babes  broach'd  on  the  lance,  or  women 
That  hare  sod  their  infants  in  (and  after  eat  Uiem) 
The  brine  they  wept  at  killing  'em  :  Then  if 
Yoa  stay  to  see  of  us  such  spinsters,  we 
Should  hold  you  here  for  ever. 

Per,  Peace  be  to  yon. 
As  1  puivue  this  war  I  which  shall  be  then 
Beyond  farther  requiring.  \JBxiU 

Bmu  How  his  longing 
Follows  hts  friend !  Since  his  depart,  his  sports, 
Thoogfa  craving  seriousness  and  skill,  past  slightly 
His  cnrelfiss  execution,  where  nor  gain 
Made  him  regard,  or  loss  consider !  but 
PUying  one  business  in  his  hand,  another 
Direction  in  his  head,  his  mind  nurse  equal 
To  these  so  differing  twins !  Have  you  observed 
Since  our  great  lord  departed  ?  [him 

Hip.  With  much  labour, 
And  I  did  love  him  for't     They  two  have  cabin'd 
In  many  ma  dangerous,  as  poor  a  comer, 
Peril  and  want  contending,  they  have  skiff'd 
Torrents*  whose  roaring  tyranny  and  power 
r  th'  lemat  of  these  was  dreadful ;  and  they  have 
Fought    ont    together,   where    Death's   self  was 

lodged. 
Yet  Fate  bath  brought  them  off.    Their  knot  of 

love 
Tied,  wesiT'd,  entangled,  with  so  true,  so  long, 
And  vrith  a  finger  of  so  deep  a  cunning, 
May  be  onC-wom,  never  undone.     I  think 
Theseos  cannot  be  umpire  to  himself, 
Cleavini^  bis  oonsdenoe  into  twain,  and  doing 
Esch  side  like  justice,  which  he  loves  best. 

£m$.  Doubtless, 
There  is  a  best,  and  reason  has  no  manners 
To  say  it  is  not  you.    I  was  acquainted 
Once  with  a  time,  when  I  enjoy'd  a  playfellow  ; 
You  were  at  wars  when  she  the  grave  enrich'd. 
Who  made  too  proud  the  bed,  took  leave  o'  th' 

moon 
(Which   then  look'd  pale  at  parting)  when  our 
Was  each  eleven.  [count 

Jfip.   'Twas  Flavins. 

Emi.  Yes. 
Yoa  talk  of  Perithous'  and  Theseus'  love : 
Theirs    baa    more    ground,    is    more    maturely 

season'd. 
More   buckled  with  strong  judgment,  and  their 
The  one  of  th'  other  may  be  said  to  water    [needs 
Their  intertangled  roots  of  love ;  but  I 


And  she  (I  sigh  and  spoke  of)  were  things  innocent, 

Loved  for  we  did,  and  like  tiie  elements 

That  know  not  what  nor  why,  yet  do  effect] 

Rare  issues  by  their  operance  $  our  souls 

Did  so  to  one  another  :  What  she  liked, 

Was  then  of  me  approved ;  what  not,  condemn'd. 

No  more  arraignment;  the  flower  that  I  would 

pluck 
And  put  between  my  breasts,  (oh,  then  but  begin- 
ning 
To  swell  about  the  blossom)  she  would  long 
Till  she  had  such  another,  and  commit  it 
To  the  like  innocent  cradle,  where,  phoeniz-like, 
They  died  in  perfume ;  on  my  head  no  toy 
But  was  her  pattern  ;  her  affections  (pretty. 
Though  happily  her  careless  wear)  I  foUow'd 
For  my  most  serious  decking ;  had  mine  ear 
Stol'n  some  new  air,  or  at  adventure  humm'd  on 
From  musical  coinage,  why,  it  was  a  note 
Whereon  her  spirits  would  sojourn,  (rather  dwell 
And  sing  it  in  her  slumbers  :  This  rehearsal  [on) 
(Which  every  innocent  wots  well,  comes  in 
Like  old  Importment's  bastard)  has  this  end. 
That  the  true  love  'tween  maid  and  maid  may  be 
More  than  in  sex  dividuaL 

Hip.  You  are  out  of  breath ; 
And  this  high-speeded  pace  is  but  to  say, 
That  you  shall  never,  like  the  maid  Flavins, 
Love  any  that's  call'd  man. 

Emi.  I  am  sure  I  shall  not. 

Hip.  Now,  alack,  weak  sister, 
I  must  no  more  believe  thee  in  this  point 
(Though  in't  I  know  thou  dost  believe  thyself) 
Than  I  will  trust  a  sickly  appetite. 
That  loaths  even  as  it  longs.    But  sure,  my  sister. 
If  I  were  ripe  for  your  persuasion,  you 
Have  said  enough  to  slmke  me  from  the  arm 
Of  the  all-noble  Theseus ;  for  whose  fortunes 
I  will  now  in  and  kneel,  with  great  assurance, 
That  we,  more  than  his  Perithous,  possess 
The  high  throne  in  his  heart. 

Emi.  I  am  not 
Against  your  faith ;  yet  I  continue  mine.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  W.—The  Field  of  Battle  b^oreTRMBMS. 

A  Battle  itruck  wUhin,-  then  a  Retreat ;  Jtouritk.  Then 
enter  Tuaasus  (victor)  ;  the  three  Queens  meet  him,  eutd 
faU  on  their  Face*  b^ore  him, 

1  Queen.  To  thee  no  star  be  dark ! 

2  Queen.  Both  Heaven  and  earth 
'Friend  thee  for  ever ! 

3  Queen.  All  the  good  that  may 

Be  wish'd  upon  thy  head,  I  cry  amen  to't ! 

Thes.  The  impartial  gods,  who  from  the  mounted 
Heavens 
View  us  their  mortal  herd,  behold  who  err. 
And  in  their  time  chastise.    Go,  and  find  out 
The  bones  of  vour  dead  lords,  and  honour  them 
With  treble  ceremony !  rather  than  a  gap 
Should  be  in  their  dear  rites,  we  would  supply  it. 
But  those  we  will  depute  which  shall  invest 
You  in  your  dignities,  and  even  each  thing 
Our  haste  does  leave  imperfect :  So  adieu. 
And  Heaven's  good  eyes  look  on  you ! — ^What  are 
those  ?  lEjceunt  Queens. 

Herald.  Men  of  great  quality,  as  may  be  judged 
By  their  appointment ;  some  of  Thebes  have  told  us 
They  are  sister's  children,  nephews  to  the  king. 
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Thet.  By  the  helm  of  Mara,  I  saw  them  in  the 
Like  to  a  pair  of  lions,  smear'd  with  prey,      [war, 
Make  lanes  in  troops  aghast :  I  fix'd  my  note 
Constantly  on  them ;  for  they  were  a  mark 
Worth  a  god's  view !     What  prisoner  was't  that 
When  I  enqnired  their  names  ?  [told  me. 

Herald.  With  leave,  they  are  called 
Arcite  and  Palamon. 

Thet,  'Tis  right ;  those,  those. 
They  are  not  dead  ? 

Herald.  Nor  im  a  state  of  life :  Had  they  been 
taken 
When  their  last  hurts  were  given,  'twas  possible 
They  might  have  been  recovered ;  yet  they  breathe, 
And  have  the  name  of  men. 

Thes.  Then  like  men  use  'em ! 
The  very  lees  of  such,  millions  of  rates 
Exceed  the  wine  of  othera ;  all  our  surgeons 
Convent  in  their  behoof ;  our  richest  balms. 
Rather  than  niggard,  waste  1  their  lives  concern  us 
Much  more  than  Thebes  is  worth.     Rather  than 

have  'em 
Freed  of  this  plight,  and  in  their  morning  state, 
Sound  and  at  liberty,  I  would  'em  dead ; 
But,  forty  thousand  fold,  we  had  rather  have  'em 
Prisoners  to  us  than  Death.     Bear  'em  speedily 
From  our  kind  air  (to  them  unkind),  and  minister 
What  man  to  man  may  do !  for  our  sake,  more  ! 
Since  I  have  known  frights,  fury,  friends'  behests. 
Love's  provocations,  zcm&I,  a  mistress'  task, 
Desire  of  liberty,  a  fever,  madness^ 
'T  hath  set  a  mark  which  Nature  could  not  reach  to 
Without  some  imposition,  sickness  in  will, 


Or  wrestling  strength  in  reason.    For  our  love, 
And  great  Apollo's  mercy,  all  our  best 
Their  best  skill  tender ! — Lead  into  the  city ; 
Where,  having  bound  things  acatter'd,  we  will  post 
To  Athens  'fore  our  army.        [-4/«»ri«».  BstnM. 


SCENE  \.— Another  part  qf  the  tame. 

Enter  the  Queens,  with  the  Hearue  ^  IMr  Kniglkti,  n  a 
Funtral  Solemnity,  ^e. 

80N0. 

Urns  and  odours  bring  awrny, 

Yspors,  sighs,  darken  the  day ! 
Our  dole  more  deadly  lodes  than  dying ! 

Bahns,  and  gums,  and  heavy  cheeis, 

Saored  rials  fiU'd  with  tears, 
And  clamours,  through  the  wild  air  flyisg : 

Come,  all  sad  and  solemn  shows. 

That  are  quiek-eyed  Pleasure's  foes! 

We  convent  nought  else  but  woes. 
We  convent,  4co. 

3  Queen.  This  funeral  path  brings  to  your  hoan- 
hold  graves : 
Joy  seize  on  you  again  !     Peace  sleep  with  him ! 

2  Qtieen,  And  this  to  yours ! 

1  Queen.  Yours  this  way !     Heavens  lend 
A  thousand  differing  ways  to  one  sure  end  1 

3  Queen.  This  world's  a  dty  lull  of  strajio^ 

streets; 
And  death's  the  market-place,  where  eicfa  oae 
meets.  lExemnt  imraSji. 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I. — ^Athens.    A  Garden,  with  a  Tower 
in  the  Baek'ffround. 

Enter  Jailor  and  Wooer. 

Jailor.  I  may  depart  with  little,  while  I  live ; 
something  I  may  cast  to  you,  not  much.  Alas,  the 
prison  I  keep,  though  it  be  for  great  ones,  yet  they 
seldom  come :  Before  one  salmon,  you  shall  take 
a  number  o'  minnows.  I  am  given  out  to  be  bet- 
ter lined,  than  it  can  appear  to  me  report  is  a  true 
speaker.  I  would  I  were  really,  that  1  am  delivered 
to  be  I  Marry,  what  I  have  (be't  what  it  will)  I 
will  assure  upon  my  daughter  at  the  day  of  my 
death. 

Wooer.  Sir,  I  demand  no  more  than  your  own 
offer ;  and  I'll  estate  your  daughter,  in  what  I  have 
promised. 

Jailor.  Well,  we  will  talk  more  of  this,  when 
the  solemnity  is  past.  But  have  you  a  full  pro- 
mise of  her  ?  When  that  shall  be  seen,  I  tender 
my  consent. 

Enter  DAuoHTsa,  wUk  ruekes. 

Wooer.  I  have,  sir.    Here  she  comes. 

Jailor.  Your  friend  and  I  have  chanced  to  name 
you  here,  upon  the  old  business :  But  no  more  of 
that  now !  So  soon  as  the  court-hurry  is  o'er, 
we'll  have  an  end  of  it :  I'  th'  mean  time,  look 
tenderly  to  the  two  prisoners  I  I  can  tell  you  they 
are  princes. 

Daugh.  These  strewings  are  for  their  chamber. 
'Tis  pity  they  are  in  prison,  and  'twere  pity  they 


should  be  out  I  do  think  they  have  patiencf  to 
make  any  adversity  ashamed :  The  prison  itsdf  b 
proud  of  them ;  and  they  have  all  the  worid  in  tbrJ 
chamber. 

Jailor.  They  are  famed  to  be  «  pair  of  absolute 
men. 

Daugh.  By  my  troth,  I  think  Fame  bat  itiir- 
mers  'em ;  they  stand  a  grief  above  the  resch  of 
report. 

Jailor.  I  heard  them  reported,  in  the  bsttlf  to 
be  the  only  doers. 

Daugh.  Nay,  most  likely ;  for  they  are  vkk 
suffierers.  I  marvel  how  they  would  hare  lock'd, 
had  they  been  victors,  that  with  such  a  consunt 
nobility  enforce  a  freedom  out  of  bondage,  maku^ 
Misery  their  mirth,  and  Affliction  a  toy  to  j«a< 
at. 

Jaiior.  Do  they  so  ? 

Dough.  It  seems  to  me,  they  have  no  more  m-« 
of  their  captivity,  than  I  of  ruling  Athens :  Tbey 
eat  well,  look  merrily,  discourse  of  manythi&K>« 
but  nothing  of  their  own  restraint  and  disastr^. 
Yet,  some  time,  a  divided  sigh,  martyr*d  as  'tv^ 
in  the  deliverance,  will  break  from  one  of  thea : 
when  th'  other  presently  gives  it  so  sweet  a  rebake. 
that  I  could  wish  myself  a  sigh  to  be  so  chid,  or  it 
least  a  sigher  to  be  comforted. 

Wooer.  I  never  saw  'em. 

Jailor.  The  duke  himself  came  privatdj  in  tbr 
night,  and  so  did  they ;  what  the  reason  of  it  is.  I 
know  not. 
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PALA3«m  and  ARan  appear  at  the  Window  qf  their 

Prison, 

Look,  yonder  they  are !  that  is  Arcite 

looks  OQt. 

Dauerh.  No,  sir,  no ;  that's  Palamon :  Arcite's 
the  lower  of  the  twain ;  you  may  perceive  a  part  of 
him. 

Jailor,  Go  to,  leave  your  pointing !  They  would 
not  make  us  their  object :  Out  of  their  sight ! 

Dauffh,  It  is  a  holiday  to  look  on  them !  Lord, 
the  difference  of  men !  lExeunt. 

Pal.   How  do  you,  noble  cousin  ? 

Are.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 

Pal.  Why,  strong  enough  to  laugh  at  Misery, 
And  bear  the  chance  of  war  yet.  We  are  prisoners 
I  fear  for  ever,  cousin. 

Arc.  I  believe  it ; 
And  to  that  destiny  have  patiently 
Laid  up  my  hour  to  come. 

Pai.  Oh,  cousin  Arcite, 
Where  is  Thebes  now  ?  where  is  our  noble  country  ? 
Where  are  our  friends,  and  kindreds  ?  Never  more 
Mast  we  behold  those  comforts  ;  never  see 
The  hardy  youths  strive  for  the  games  of  honour, 
Hang  with  the  painted  favours  of  their  ladies, 
Like  tall  ships  under  sail ;  then  start  amongst  *em, 
And,  as  an  east  wind,  leave  'em  all  behind  us 
Like  laxy  clouds,  whilst  Palamon  and  Arcite, 
Even  in  the  wagging  of  a  wanton  leg, 
Oot-stript  the  people's  praises,  won  die  garlands. 
Ere  they  have  time  to  wish  'em  ours.     Oh,  never 
Shall  we  two  exercise,  like  twins  of  Honour, 
Oar  arms  again,  and  feel  our  fiery  horses, 
Like  proud  seas  under  us !  our  good  swords  now, 
(Better  the  red>eyed  god  of  war  ne'er  wore) 
Rarish'd  our  sides,  like  age,  must  run  to  rust. 
And  deck  the  temples  of  those  gods  that  hate  us ; 
These  hands  shall  never  draw  em  out  like  light- 
To  blast  whole  armies,  more  1  [ning. 

Are.  No,  Palamon, 
Those  hopes  are  prisoners  with  us :  Here  we  are. 
And  here  the  graces  of  our  youths  must  wither. 
Like  a  too-timely  spring ;  here  Age  must  find  us, 
And,  which  is  heaviest,  Palamon,  unmarried  ; 
The  sweet  embraces  of  a  loving  wife 
Loaden  with  kisses,  arm'd  with  thousand  Cupids, 
Shall  never  clasp  our  necks !  no  issue  know  us, 
No  figures  of  ourselves  shall  we  e'er  see. 
To  ^Ud  our  age,  and  like  young  eagles  teach  'em 
Boldly  to  gaze  against  bright  arms,  and  say 
Remember  what  your  fathera  were,  and  conquer ! 
The  fair-eyed  maids  shall  weep  our  banishments, 
And  in  their  songs  curse  ever-blinded  Fortune, 
Till  she  for  shame  see  what  a  wrong  she  has  done 
To  Youth  and  Nature  :   This  is  all  our  world  ; 
We  shall  know  nothing  here,  but  one  another ; 
Hear  nothing,  but  the  clock  that  tells  our  woes ; 
The  vine  shall  grow,  but  we  shall  never  see  it ; 
Sammer  shall  come,  and  with  her  all  delights. 
But  dead-cold  Winter  must  inhabit  here  still  \ 

Pal.  'Tis  too  true,   Arcite!    To  our  Theban 
hounds. 
That  shook  the  aged  forest  with  their  echoes, 
No  more  now  must  we  halloo  ;  no  more  shake 
(hir  pointed  javelins,  whilst  the  angry  swine 
Flie^  like  a  Parthian  quiver  from  our  rages. 
Struck  with  our  weU-steel'd  darts !   All  valiant 

uses 
.The  food  and  nourishment  of  noble  minds) 
in  OS  two  here  shall  perish  ;  we  shall  die, 


(Which  is  the  curse  of  Honour !)  lastly, 
Children  of  Grief  and  Ignorance. 

Are.  Yet,  cousin, 
Even  from  the  bottom  of  these  miseries, 
From  all  that  Fortune  can  inflict  upon  us, 
I  see  two  comforts  rising,  two  mere  blessings. 
If  the  gods  please  to  hold  here  ;  a  brave  patience, 
And  the  enjoying  of  our  griefs  together. 
Whilst  Palamon  is  with  me,  let  me  perish 
If  I  think  this  our  prison  ! 

Pal.  Certainly, 
Tis  a  main  goodness,  cousin,  that  our  fortunes 
Were  twined  together :  'Tis  most  true,  two  souls 
Put  in  two  noble  bodies,  let  'em  suffer 
The  gall  of  hazard,  so  they  grow  together. 
Will  never  sink  ;  they  must  not ;  say  they  could, 
A  willing  man  dies  sleeping,  and  all's  done. 

Arc.  Shall  we  make  wordiy  uses  of  this  place. 
That  all  men  hate  so  much  ? 

Pal.  How,  gentle  cousin  ? 

Arc.  Let's  think  this  prison  a  holy  sanctuary. 
To  keep  us  from  corruption  of  worse  men  1 
We  are  young,  and  yet  desire  the  ways  of  Honour ; 
That,  liberty  and  common  conversation, 
The  poison  of  pure  spirits,  might,  like  women. 
Woo  us  to  wander  from.     What  worthy  blessing 
Can  be,  but  our  imaginations 
May  make  it  ours  ?  and  here  being  thus  together. 
We  are  an  endless  mine  to  one  another ; 
We  are  one  another's  wife,  ever  begetting 
New  births  of  Love ;  we  are  father,  friends,  ac- 
We  are,  in  one  another,  families ;        [quaintance  ; 
I  am  your  heir,  and  you  are  mine ;  this  place 
Is  our  inheritance ;  no  hard  oppressor 
Dare  take  this  from  us:  Here,  with  a  little  pa- 
tience. 
We  shall  live  long,  and  loving ;  no  surfeits  seek  us ; 
The  hand  of  War  hurts  none  here,  nor  the  seas 
Swallow  Uieir  youth ;  were  we  at  liberty, 
A  wife  might  part  us  lawfully,  or  business  ; 
Quarrels  consume  us ;  envy  of  ill  men 
Crave  our  acquaintance  ;  I  might  sicken,  cousin. 
Where  you  should  never  know  it,  and  so  perish 
Without  your  noble  hand  to  close  mine  eyes. 
Or  prayers  to  the  gods :  A  thousand  chances. 
Were  we  from  hence,  would  sever  us. 

Pal.  You  have  made  me 
(I  thank  you,  cousin  Arcite  !)  almost  wanton 
With  my  captivity :  What  a  misery 
It  is  to  Uve  abroad,  and  eveij  where  I 
'Tis  like  a  beast  methinks  I  I  find  the  court  here, 
I  am  sure  a  more  content ;  and  all  those  pleasures 
That  woo  the  wills  of  men  to  vanity, 
I  see  through  now  ;  and  am  sufficient 
To  tell  the  world,  'tis  but  a  gaudy  shadow. 
That  old  Time,  as  he  passes  by,  takes  with  him. 
What  Ijad  we  been,  old  in  the  court  of  Creon, 
Where  sin  is  justice,  lust  and  ignorance 
The  virtues  of  the  great  ones  ?  Cousin  Arcite, 
Had  not  the  loving  gods  found  this  place  for  us, 
We  had  died  as  they  do,  ill  old  men  unwept. 
And  had  their  epitaphs,  the  people's  curses  ! 
Shall  I  say  more  ? 

Are.  1  would  hear  yon  still. 

Pal.  You  shaU. 
Is  there  record  of  any  two  that  loved 
Better  than  we  do,  Arcite  } 

Arc.  Sure  there  cannot. 

Pal.  I  do  not  think  it  possible  our  friendship 
Should  ever  leave  us. 
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Are,  Till  our  deaths  it  cannot ; 
And  after  death  our  spirits  shall  be  led 
To  those  that  loye  eternally.    Speak  on,  sir  I 

Enter  Emiua,  and  her  Benrant,  bdcw, 

Emi.  This  garden  has  a  world  of  pleasures  in't. 
What  flower  is  this  ? 

Serv,  'Tis  call'd  Narcissus,  madam. 

Emi,  That  was  a  fair  boy  certain,  but  a  fool 
To  love  himself;  were  there  not  maids  enough  ?— 

Arc,  Pray,  forward ! 

PeU.  Yes.— 

Emi,  Or  were  they  all  hard-hearted  ? 

Serv.  They  could  not  be  to  one  so  fair. 

Emi,  Thou  wouldst  not  ? 

Serv,  I  think  I  should  not,  madam. 

Emi,  That's  a  good  wench  1 
But  take  heed  to  your  kindness  though  I 

Serv,  Why,  maidam  ? 

Emi,  Men  are  mad  things* — 

Are,  Will  you  go  forwai^,  cousin  ?— 

Emi,  Canst  not  thou  work  snob  flowers  in  siUc, 

Serv,  Yes.  [wench? 

Emi,  I'll  ha?e  a  gown  lull  of  'em ;  and  of  these ; 
This  is  a  pretty  colour :  Will't  not  do 
Rarely  upon  a  skirt,  wench  ? 

Serv,  Dainty,  madam. — 

Are.  Cousin !  Cousin  I  How  do  you,  sir  ?  Why, 
PalamonI 

P<U%  NcTer  till  now  I  was  in  prison,  Ardte. 

Are,  Why,  what's  the  matter,  man  ? 

Pal,  Behold,  and  wonder ! 
By  Heaven,  she  is  a  goddess  ! 

Are.  Ha! 

Pal,  Do  reverence  I 
She  is  a  goddess,  Arcite  ! — 

Emi,  Of  all  flowers, 
Methinks  a  rose  is  best. 

Serv,  Why,  gentle  madam  ? 

Emi,  It  is  the  very  emblem  of  a  maid : 
For  when  the  west  wind  courts  her  gently, 
How  modestly  she  blows,  and  paints  the  sun 
With  her  chaste  blushes !  when  the  north  comes 

near  her. 
Rude  and  impatient,  then,  like  Chastity, 
She  locks  her  beauties  in  her  bud  again, 
And  leaves  him  to  base  briers. 

Serv.  Yet,  good  madam. 
Sometimes  her  modesty  will  blow  so  far 
She  falls  for  it :  A  maid. 
If  she  have  any  honour,  would  be  loth 
To  take  example  by  her. 

Emi,  Thou  art  wanton. — 

Are,  She  is  wond'rous  fair ! 

Pal,  She  is  aU  the  beauty  extant ! 

Emi.  The  sun  grows  high ;  let's  walk  in !  Keep 
these  flowers ; 
We'll   see  how  near  Art  can  come  near  their 

colours. 
I  am  wond'rous  merry.hearted ;  I  could  laugh  now. 

Serv,  I  could  lie  down,  I  am  sure. 

Emi,  And  take  one  with  you  ? 

Serv,  That's  as  we  bargain,  madam. 

Emi,  Well,  agree  then.  [.ExU  %pith  Servant. 

Pal.  What  think  you  of  this  beauty  ? 

Are,  'Tis  a  rare  one. 

Pal,  Is't  but  a  rare  one  ? 

Are.  Yes,  a  matchless  beauty. 

Pal.  Might  not  a  man  well  lose  himself,  and 
love  her  ? 


Are.  I  cannot  tell  what  you  have  done ;  I  hsTc, 
Beshrew  mine  eyes  for't!  Now  I  feel  my  sfasckio. 

Pal.  You  love  hcff  then  ? 

Are.  Who  would  not  ? 

Pal,  And  desire  her  ? 

Are.  Before  my  liberty. 

Pai.  I  saw  her  first. 

Are.  That's  nothing. 

Pal,  But  it  shall  be. 

Are.  I  saw  her  too. 

Pal.  Yes;  but  you  must  not  love  her. 

Are.  I  will  not,  as  you  do ;  to  woivhip  her, 
As  she  u  heavenly,  and  a  blessed  goddess : 
I  love  her  as  a  woman,  to  eqoy  her ; 
So  both  may  love. 

Pal,  You  shall  not  love  at  all ! 

Are,  Not  love  at  all  ?  who  shall  deny  me  ? 

Pal,  I  that  first  saw  her;  I,  that  took  poaseaoii 
First  with  mine  eye  of  all  ^oae  beauties  in  her 
Revealed  to  manldnd  1  If  thou  lovest  her, 
Or  entertain'st  a  hope  to  blsst  my  wishes. 
Thou  art  a  traitor,  Arcite,  and  a  feUow 
False  as  thy  title  to  her :  Friendship,  blood, 
And  all  the  ties  between  us,  I  diadaim, 
If  thou  once  think  upon  her  1 

Are,  Yes,  I  love  her ; 
And  if  the  lives  of  all  my  name  lay  on  it, 
I  must  do  so  ;  I  love  her  with  my  aooL 
If  that  will  lose  you,  fitfewell,  PaUunon ! 
I  say  again,  I  love ;  and,  in  loving  her,  maintam 
I  am  as  worthy  and  as  free  a  lover, 
And  have  as  just  a  title  to  her  beanty, 
As  any  Palamon,  or  any  living, 
That  is  a  man's  son. 

Pal,  Have  I  call'd  thee  friend  ? 

Are,  Yes,  and  have  found  me  so.   Why  are  yw 
moved  thus? 
Let  me  deal  coldly  with  you !  am  not  I 
Part  of  your  blood,  part  of  your  soul  ?  yon  hi*t 

told  me 
That  I  was  Palamon,  and  you  were  Ardte. 

PaL  Yes. 

Are.  Am  not  I  liable  to  those  afiectiotts, 
Those  joys,  griefs,  angers,  fears,  my  friend  ibaS 

Pal.  You  may  be.  [«oS^- 

Are.  Why  then  would  you  deal  so  conDUi^^ 
So  strangely,  so  unlike  a  Noble  Kinsmsn, 
To  love  alone  ?  Speak  truly  ;  do  you  think  wt 
Unworthy  of  her  sight  ? 

Pal.  No ;  but  unjust 
If  thou  pursue  that  sight. 

Are,  Because  another 
First  sees  the  enemy,  shall  I  stand  still. 
And  let  mine  honour  down,  and  never  cfasrige? 

Pal,  Yes,  if  he  be  but  one. 

Are.  But  say  that  one 
Had  rather  combat  me  ? 

Pal,  Let  that  one  say  so. 
And  use  thy  freedom  !  else,  if  thou  punvnt  ber, 
Be  as  that  cursed  man  that  hates  his  oountrjt 
A  branded  villain ! 

Are,  You  are  mad. 

Pal,  I  must  be. 
Till  thou  art  worthy,  Ardte ;  it  conoems  me  I 
And,  in  this  madness,  if  I  hazard  thee 
And  take  thy  life,  I  deal  but  truly. 

Are.  Fy,  sir ! 
You  play  the  child  extremdy :  I  will  love  ber, 
I  must,  I  ought  to  do  so,  and  I  dare ; 
And  all  this  justly. 
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PaL  Oh,  tliat  now,  that  now 
Thy  fdse  self,  and  thy  friend,  had  bnt  this  fortune, 
To  be  one  hour  at  liberty,  and  grasp 
Our  good  swords  in  our  hands,  I  would  quickly 

teach  thee 
'What  'twere  to  filch  affection  from  another ! 
Thou  art  baser  in  it  than  a  cutpurse  ! 
Put  but  thy  head  out  of  this  window  more, 
And,  as  I  haye  a  soul,  I'll  nail  thy  life  to't ! 
Are.  Thou  dar'st  not,  fool;  tiiou  can'st  not; 

thou  art  feeble ! 
Put  my  head  out  ?  I'll  throw  my  body  out. 
And  Ifisp  the  garden,  when  I  see  her  next. 
And  pitch  between  her  arms,  to  anger  thee. 

Enter  Jailor. 

Pal.  No  more !  the  Keeper's  coming :  I  shall 
To  knock  thy  brains  out  with  my  shackles,      [live 

j4re.  Do! 

JaMor.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen  ! 

/'a/.  Now,  honest  Keeper  ? 

Jtnlor.  Lord  Arcite,  yon  must  presently  to  the 
The  cause  I  know  not  yet.  [duke : 

Are,  I  am  ready,  Keeper. 

JaUoT,  Prince  Palamon,  I  must  awhile  bereave 
Of  your  fiur  cousin's  company.  [you 

{Exit  voiXk  AaciTB. 

Pal.  And  me  too, 
Even  when  you  please,  of  life  I — ^Why  is  he  sent 
It  may  be,  he  shall  marry  her ;  he's  goodly,  [for  ? 
And  like  enough  the  duke  hath  taken  notice 
Both  of  his  blood  and  body.     But  his  falsehood ! 
Why  should  a  friend  be  treacherous  ?  If  that 
Get  him  a  vrife  so  noble,  and  so  fair, 
Let  honest  men  ne'er  love  again.     Once  more 
I  wonld  but  see  this  fair  one. — Blessed  garden. 
And  firoit  and  flowers  more  blessed,  that  still  blos- 
som 
As  her  bright  eyes  shine  on  ye  !  'Would  I  were. 
For  all  the  fortune  of  my  life  hereafter, 
Yon  little  tree,  yon  blooming  apricot ! 
How  I  would  spread,  and  fling  my  wanton  arms 
In  at  her  window  !  I  would  bring  her  fruit 
Fit  for  the  gods  to  feed  on ;  youth  and  pleasure. 
Still  as  she  tasted,  should  be  doubled  on  her ; 
And,  if  she  be  not  heavenly,  I  would  make  her 
So  near  the  gods  in  nature,  they  should  fear  her ; 
And  then  I  am  sure  she  would  love  me. 

Enter  Jailor. 

How  now.  Keeper  I 
Where's  Arcite  ? 

JaUar.   Banished.    Prince  Perithous 
Obtained  his  liberty ;  but  never  more. 
Upon  his  oath  and  life,  must  he  set  foot 
Upon  this  kingdom. 

Pal.  He's  a  blessed  man  ! 
He  shall  see  Thebes  again,  and  call  to  arms 
The   bold  young  men,  that,  when  he  bids  'em 

charge. 
Fall  on  lilce  fire :  Arcite  shall  have  a  fortune. 
If  he  dsfe  make  himself  a  worthy  lover. 
Yet  in  tbe  field  to  strike  a  battle  for  her ; 
And  if  be  lose  her  then,  he's  a  cold  coward  : 
How  bravely  may  he  bear  himself  to  win  her. 
If  he  be  noble  Arcite,  thousand  ways  ! 
Were  I  at  liberty,  I  would  do  things 
Of  sncb  a  -virtuous  greatness,  that  this  lady. 
This  blnshing  virgin,  should  take  manhood  to  her. 
And  seek  to  ravish  me. 

▼OI..    II- 


Jailor.  Mj  lord,  for  you 
I  have  this  charge  too. 

Pal.  To  discbarge  my  life  ? 

Jailor.  No  ;  but  from  this  place  to  remove  your 
The  windows  are  too  open.  [lordship ; 

Pal,  Devils  take  'em. 
That  are  so  envious  to  me  !  Pr'ythee  kill  me ! 

Jailor.  And  hang  for't  afterward  ? 

Pal,  By  this  go<^  light. 
Had  I  a  sword,  I  would  kill  thee. 

Jailor,  Why,  my  lord  ? 

PaL  Thou  bring'st  such  pelting  scurvy  news 
continually, 
Thou  art  not  worthy  life  !  I  will  not  go. 

Jailor,  Indeed  you  must,  my  lord. 

Pal.  May  I  see  the  garden  ? 

Jailor,  No. 

Pal,  Then  I'm  resolved  I  will  not  go. 

Jailor.  1  must 
Constrain  you  then ;  and,  for  you  are  dangerous, 
I'll  clap  more  irons  on  you. 

Pal,  Do,  good  Keeper  ! 
I'll  shake  'em  so,  you  shall  not  sleep ; 
I'll  make  you  a  new  morris  1  Must  I  go  ? 

Jailor,  There  is  no  remedy. 

Pal,  Farewell,  kind  window  I 

May  rude  wind  never  hurt  tbee  I — Oh,  my  lady, 

If  ever  thou  hast  felt  what  sorrow  was. 

Dream  how  I  suffer  !— Come,  now  bury  me. 

lEseunt 


SCENE  Ih—The  Country, 
Enter  Ascitb. 

Aro.  Banish'd  the  kingdom  ?  'Tis  a  benefit, 
A  mercy,  I  must  thank  'em  for  ;  but  banish'd 
The  free  enjoying  of  that  face  I  die  for, 
Oh,  'twas  a  studied  punishment,  a  death 
Beyond  imagination  !  Such  a  vengeance. 
That  were  I  old  and  wicked,  all  my  sins 
Could  never  pluck  upon  me.     Palamon, 
Thou  hast  the  start  now ;  thou  shalt  stay  and  see 
Her  bright  eyes  break  each  morning  'gainst  thy 

window, 
And  let  in  life  into  tbee;  thou  shalt  feed 
Upon  the  sweetness  of  a  noble  beauty, 
That  nature  ne'er  exceeded,  nor  ne*er  shall ; 
Good  gods,  what  happiness  has  Palamon ! 
Twenty  to  one,  he'll  come  to  speak  to  her ; 
And,  if  she  be  as  gentle  as  she  s  fair, 
I  know  she's  his  ;  he  has  a  tongue  will  tame 
Tempests,  and  make  the  wild  rocks  wanton.  Comt 

what  can  come, 
The  worst  is  death  ;  I  will  not  leave  the  kingdom : 
I  know  mine  own  is  but  a  heap  of  ruins. 
And  no  redress  there ;  if  I  go,  he  has  her. 
I  am  re^plved :  Another  shape  shall  make  me. 
Or  end  my  fortunes ;  either  way,  I  am  happy : 
I'll  see  her,  and  be  near  her,  or  no  more. 

Enter  /our  Country  People ;  one  wiA  a  Garland  htfore 

Vum, 

1  Coun,  Mj  masters,  I'll  be  there,  that's  cer- 

2  Coun,  And  I'll  be  there.  [tain. 

3  Coun.  And  I. 

4  Coun,  Why  then,  have  with  ye,  boys !  'tis 

but  a  chiding ; 
Let  tbe  plough  play  to-day  I  1*11  tickle*t  out 
Of  the  jades'  tails  to-morrow  I 
I  Coun,  I  am  sure 

0  0 
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To  hftve  my  wife  as  jealous  as  a  turkey : 

But  that's  all  one ;  I'll  go  through,  let  her  mumble. 

2  Coun,  Clap  her  aboard  to-morrow  night,  and 
And  all's  made  up  again.  [stow  her, 

3  Coun.  Kjj  do  but  put 

A  feskue  in  her  fist,  and  you  shall  see  her 
Take  a  new  lesson  out,  and  be  a  good  wench. 
Do  we  all  hold,  against  the  maying  ! 

4  Coun,  Hold  ?  what 
Should  ail  us  ? 

3  Coun,  Areas  will  be  there. 

2  Coun,  And  Sennois, 

And  Rycas ;  and  three  better  lads  ne'er  danced 
Under  green  tree;   and  ye  know  what  wenches. 

Hal 
But  will  the  dainty  domtfM,  the  schoolmaster, 
Keep  touch,  do  you  think !  for  he  does  aU,  ye 

know. 

3  Coun,  He'll  eat  a  hornbook,  ere  he  fidl  1  Go 
The  matter  is  too  £ur  driven  between  [to ! 
Him  and  the  tanner's  daughter,  to  let  slip  now ; 
And  she  must  see  the  duke,  and  she  must  dance 

4  Coun.  Shall  we  be  lusty  ?  [too. 
2  Coun,  All  the  boys  in  Athens 

Blow  wind  i'  th'  breech  on  us !  and  here  I'll  be, 
And  there  I'll  be,  for  our  town,  and  here  again. 
And  there  again  i  Ha,  boys,  heigh  for  the  weavers! 

1  Coun,  This  must  be  done  i'  th'  woods. 
4  Coun,  Oh,  pardon  me  1 

2  Coun,'  By  any  means  ;  our  thing  of  leamiug 
Where  he  himself  will  edify  the  duke  [says  so ; 
Most  parlously  in  our  behalfs :  He's  excellent  i' 

th' woods; 
Bring  him  to  th'  plainsyhis  learning  makes  no  cry. 

3  Coun,  Well  see  the  sports ;  then  every  man 

to's  tackle ! 
And,  sweet  companions,  let's  rehearse  by  any 
Before  the  ladies  see  us,  and  do  sweetly,    [means. 
And  God  knows  what  may  come  on't ! 

4  Coun,  Content :  The  sports 

Once  ended,  we'll  perform.  Away,  boys,  and  hold ! 

Are,  By  your  leaves,  honest  finends  I    Pray  you 
whither  go  you  ? 

4  Coun,  Whither  ?  why,  what  a  question's  that ! 

Arc,  Yes,  'tis  a  question,  to  me  that  knows  not 

3  Coun,  To  the  games,  my  friend. 

2  Coun,  Where  were  you  bred,  you  know  it  not  ? 

Arc,  Not  far,  sir. 
Are  there  such  games  to-day  ? 

1  Coun,  Yes,  marry  are  there ; 

And  such  as  you  ne'er  saw :  The  duke  himself 
Will  be  in  person  there. 

Arc,  What  pastimes  are  they  ? 

2  Coun,  Wrestling  and  running.— Tis  a  pretty 

3  Coun,  Thou  wilt  not  go  along  ?  [fellow. 
Arc,  Not  yet,  sir. 

4  Coun,  Well,  sir, 

Take  your  own  time. — Come,  boys  I 

1  Coun*  My  mind  misgives  me 

This  fellow  has  a  vengeance  trick  o'  th'  hip ; 
Mark,  how  his  body's  made  for't ! 

2  Coun,  I'll  be  hang'd  though. 

If  he  dare  venture ;  hang  him,  plumb-porridge ! 
He  wrestle  ?  He  roast  ^ggs.   Come,  let's  be  gone, 
lads  1  [£x«un(  Countrymen. 

Arc,  This  is  an  offer'd  opportunity 
I  durst  not  wish  for.    Well  I  could  have  wrestled. 
The  best  men  call'd  it  excellent ;  and  run, 
Swifter  the  wind  upon  a  field  of  com 
(Curling  the  wealthy  ears)  ne'er  flew !  I'll  venture, 


And  in  some  poor  disguise  be  there :  Who  knoire 
Whether  my  brows  may  not  be  girt  with  gtrlands, 
And  happiness  prefer  me  to  a  place, 
Where  I  may  ever  dwell  in  sight  of  her?      [&». 


SCENE  III.— Athsns.    A  Room  m  Oie  Prium. 

Enter  Jailor^  Daughter. 

Dauffh,  Why  should  I  love  Hom  geDtleman? 
He  never  will  aiffect  me  :  I  am  base,      ['TU  oddi 
My  father  the  mean  keeper  of  his  prison, 
And  he  a  prince :  To  marry  him  is  hopdeai. 
To  be  his  whore  is  witleas.    Out  upon't  I 
What  pushes  are  we  wenches  driven  to, 
When  fifteen  onoe  has  found  ua  1  First,  I  saw  him; 
I,  seeing,  thought  he  was  a  goodly  man ; 
He  has  as  much  to  please  a  woman  in  him, 
(If  he  please  to  bestow  it  so)  aa  ever 
These  eyes  yet  look'd  on :  Next,  I  pitied  him ; 
And  so  would  any  young  wench  o'  my  consdoce, 
That  ever  dream'd,  or  vow'd  her  maideahead 
To  a  young  handsome  man :  Then,  I  loved  him, 
Extremely  loved  him,  infinitely  loved  him, 
And  yet  he  had  a  cousin,  fidr  aa  he  too ; 
But  in  my  heart  was  Palamon,  and  there, 
Lord,  what  a  coil  he  keeps  I  To  hear  him 
Sing  in  an  evening,  what  a  heaven  it  is ! 
And  yet  his  songs  are  sad  ones.     Fairer  spoken 
Was  never  gendeman :  When  I  come  in 
To  bring  him  water  in  a  morning,  first 
He  bows  his  noble  body,  th&i  scutes  me  thus : 
"  Fair,  gentle  maid,  good  morrow  !  may  thy  good* 

ness 
Get  thee  a  happy  husband  1"     Once  he  kisi'd  me ; 
I  loved  my  lips  the  better  ten  daya  after : 
'Would  he  would  do  so  every  day!    He  pie^ 
And  me  as  much  to  see  his  misery :  [mach, 

What  should  I  do,  to  make  him  know  I  lore  him? 
For  I  would  fidn  e^joy  him :  Say  I  ventured 
To  set  him  free  ?  what  says  the  law  then  ? 
Thus  much  for  law,  or  kindred  1  I  will  do  it. 
And  this  night,  or  to-morrow :  He  shall  love  nse ! 

[fint 


SCENE  lV,'-An  open  Place  in  the  CHg,   ^ 
short  Jlourish  qf  comets,  and  shouts  wUhi*. 

Enter  Trkskus,  "BrmuxA,  Pbutbods,  Emxlu,  Aacn 
diiguieed^  with  a  garland,  and  CwxBtajiaai. 

Thes,  You  have  done  worthily ;  I  have  notfeea, 
Since  Hercules,  a  man  of  tougher  sinews : 
Whate'er  you  are,  you  run  the  beat,  and  wrestle, 
That  these  times  can  allow. 

Arc,  I  am  proud  to  please  you. 

Thes,  What  country  bred  you  ? 

Arc,  This ;  but  far  oflf,  prince. 

Thes,  Are  you  a  gentleman? 

Arc,  My  father  said  so ; 
And  to  those  gentle  uses  gave  me  life. 

Thes,  Are  you  his  heir  ? 

Are,  His  youngest,  air. 

Thes,  YourfiUher 
Sure  is  a  happy  sire  then.    What  proves  yoa  ? 

Arc,  A  little  of  all  nobb  qualities : 
I  could  hav9  kept  a  hawk,  and  weU  have  hoQoa'd 
To  a  deep  cry  of  dogs ;  I  dare  not  praise 
My  feat  in  horsemanship,  yet  they  that  kns*  ft' 
Would  say  it  was  my  best  piece  i  last,  and  greitesl, 
I  would  be  thought  a  soldiier. 
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TkM.  Yon  are  perfiBct. 

Per,  Upon  my  loul  a  proper  man  1 

EmL  He  is  so. 

Per,  How  do  yon  like  him,  lady  ? 

Hip.  I  admire  him : 
I  have  not  seen  so  young  a  man  so  noble, 
(If  he  say  tnie)  of  his  sort. 

Emi.  Beliere, 
HU  mother  was  a  wond'rons  handsome  woman ! 
His  face,  methinks,  goes  that  way. 

Hip.  But  his  body, 
And  fiery  mind,  illustrate  a  brave  father. 

Per,  Mark  how  his  virtue,  like  a  hidden  sun. 
Breaks  Uirongh  his  baser  garments* 

Hip.  He's  well  got,  sure. 

Thee.  What  made  you  seek  this  place,  sir  ? 

Are.  Noble  Theseus, 
To  purchase  name,  and  do  my  ablest  service 
To  such  a  weU-fbmid  wonder  as  thy  worth ; 
For  only  in  thy  court,  of  all  the  world, 
Dwells  fair-eyed  Honour. 

Per.  All  his  words  are  worthy. 

Thee.  Sir,  we  are  much  indebted  to  your  travel. 
Nor  shall  you  lose  your  wishes. — Perithous, 
Dispose  of  this  fair  gentleman. 

Per,  Thanks,  Theseus  1 — 
Whatever  you  are,  yon  are  mine ;  and  I  shall  give 
To  a  most  noble  service,  to  this  lady,  [you 

This  bright  young  virgin :  Pray  observe  her  good- 


You  haTe  honour'd  herfiur  birth-day  with  your 

Tirtues, 
And,  as  your  doe,  you  are  hers ;  kiss  her  fair  hand, 

sir. 
Are.  Sir,  you're  a  noble  giver. — Dearest  beauty. 
Thus  let   me  seal  my  vow'd  faith  !  when  your 


(Your  most  unworthy  creature)  but  offends  you, 
Command  him  die,  he  shall. 

Emi.  That  were  too  cruel. 
If  you  deserve  well,  sir,  I  shall  soon  see't : 
You  are  mine;  and  somewhat  better  than  your 
ru  use  yon.  [rank 

Per,  I'll  see  yon  fumish'd :  And  because  you 
Yon  are  a  horseman,  I  must  needs  entreat  you  [say 
This  afternoon  to  ride ;  but  'tis  a  roogh  one. 

Are.  I  like  him  better,  prince ;  I  shall  not  then 
Freeae  in  my  saddle. 

Thee,  Sweet,  you  must  be  ready : 
And  yon,  Emilia ;  and  you,  friend ;  and  all ; 
To-morrow,  by  the  sun,  to  do  observance 
To  flowery  May,  in  Dian's  wood. — ^Wait  well,  sir, 
Upon  your  mistress ! — ^Emily,  I  hope 
lie  shall  not  go  a-foot 

Emi.  That  were  a  shame,  sir, 
While  I  have  horaes. — ^Take  your  choice ;  and  what 
You  want  at  any  time,  let  me  but  know  it : 
If  yon  serve  feithfaUy,  I  dare  assure  you 
Yo'ull  find  a  loving  mistress. 


Are.  If  I  do  not. 
Let  me  find  that  my  father  ever  hated, 
Disgrace  and  blows ! 

Thes,  Go,  lead  the  way ;  you  have  won  it ; 
It  shall  be  so  :  You  shall  receive  all  dues 
Pit  for  the  honour  you  have  won ;  'twere  wrong 

else.-^ 
Sister,  beshrew  my  heart,  you  have  a  servant. 
That,  if  I  were  a  woman,  would  be  master ; 
But  you  are  wise.  iFlourith. 

Emi,  I  hope  too  wise  for  that,  sir.         lExeunt, 


SCENE  V A  Room  in  the  Prison. 

Enter  Jailor's  Daughter. 

Dough.  Let  all  the  dukes,  snd  all  the  devils 

roar. 
He  is  at  liberty  1     I  have  ventured  for  him  ; 
And  out  I  have  brought  him  to  a  little  wood 
A  mile  hence.     I  have  sent  him  where  a  cedar. 
Higher  than  all  the  rest,  spreads  like  a  plane 
Fast  by  a  brook  ;  and  there  he  shall  keep  dose. 
Till  I  provide  him  files  snd  food ;  for  yet 
His  iron  bracelets  are  not  off.     Oh,  Love, 
What  a  stout-hearted  child  Uiou  art !  My  father 
Durst  better  have  endured  cold  iron,  than  done  it. 
I  love  him  beyond  love,  and  beyond  reason. 
Or  wit,  or  safety !  I  have  made  him  know  it : 
I  care  not ;  I  am  desperate  I  If  the  law 
Find  me,  and   then  condemn    me   for't,  some 

wenches. 
Some  honest-hearted  maids,  will  sing  my  dirge, 
And  tell  to  memory  my  death  was  noble, 
Dying  almost  a  mart3rr.  That  way  he  takes, 
I  purpose  is  my  way  too  :  Sure  he  cannot 
Be  so  unmanly  as  to  leave  me  here  ! 
If  he  do,  maids  will  not  so  easily 
Trust  men  again  :  And  yet  he  has  not  thank'd  me 
For  what  I  have  done ;  no,  not  so  much  as  kiss'd 

me  ; 
And  that,  methinks,  is  not  so  weU ;  nor  scarcely 
Could  I  persuade  him  to  become  a  freeman. 
He  made  such  scruples  of  the  wrong  he  did 
To  me  and  to  my  father.    Yet,  I  hope. 
When  he  considers  more,  this  love  of  mine 
Will  take  more  root  within  him  :  Let  him  do 
What  he  will  with  me,  so  he  use  me  kindly  ! 
For  use  me  so  he  shall,  or  I'll  proclaim  him. 
And  to  his  face,  no  man.     I'll  presently 
Provide  him  necessaries,  and  pack  my  clothes  up, 
And  where  there  is  a  path  of  ground  I'll  venture, 
So  he  be  with  me  1  by  him,  like  a  shadow, 
ru  ever  dwell.    Within  tins  hour  the  whoobnb 
Will  be  all  o'er  the  prison :  I  am  then 
Kissing  the  men  they  look  for.     Farewell,  father  1 
Get  many  more  such  prisoners,  and  such  daughters. 
And  shortly  you  may  keep  yourself.    Now  to  him  I 


ACT   III. 


SCENE  I. — A  Forett.  Comett  in  sundry  places. 
Noise  and  halioaing  as  people  a^Maying. 

Enter  Aacira. 

Are.  The  duke  has  lost  Hippolita ;  each  took 
A  several  land.    This  is  a  solemn  rite 


They  owe  bloom'd  May,  and  the  Athenians  pay  it 
To  the  heart  of  ceremony.     Oh,  queen  EmiUa, 
Fresher  than  May,  sweeter 
Than  her  gold  buttons  on  the  boughs,  or  all 
Th'  enamdl'd  knacks  o'  th'  mead  or  garden  !  yea, 
We  challenge  too  the  bank  of  any  nymph, 

o  o  s 
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That  makes  the  atream  seem  flowers ;  thou,  oh, 

jewel 
O*  th'  wood,  o'  th'  world,  hast  likwiae  blest  a  place 
With  thy  sole  presence. — In  thy  rumination 
That  I,  poor  man,  might  eftsoons  come  between, 
And  chop  on  some  cold  thought  I — Thrice  blessed 

chance. 
To  drop  on  such  a  mistress  !     Expectation 
Most  guiltless  of  it  I     Tell  me,  oh,  lady  Fortune, 
(Next  after  Emily  my  sovereign)  how  far 
I  may  be  proud.     She  takes  strong  note  of  me, 
Hath  made  me  near  her,  and  this  beauteous  morn 
(The  prim'st  of  all  the  year)  presents  me  with 
A  brace  of  horses :  two  such  steeds  might  well 
Be  by  a  pair  of  kings  back'd,  in  a  field 
That  their  crowns'  titles  tried.     Alas,  alas. 
Poor  cousin  Paiamon,  poor  prisoner  I  thou 
So  little  dream'st  upon  my  fortune,  that 
Thou  think'st  thyself  the  happier  thing,  to  be 
So  near  Emilia  ;  me  thou  deem'st  at  Thebes, 
And  therein  wretched,  although  free  :  But  if 
Thou  knew'st  my  mistress  breathed  on  me,  and 

that 
I  ear'd  her  language,  lived  in  her  eye,  oh,  coz. 
What  passion  woiUd  enclose  thee  ! 

Enter  Paiamon  out  of  a  Buikt  with  his  ShaekUt  s  bends 
hi*  Fitt  at  Arcot. 

Pal.  Traitor  kinsman  1 
Thou  shouldst  perceive  my  passion,  if  these  signs 
Of  prisonment  were  off  me,  and  this  hand 
But  owner  of  a  sword.     By  all  oaths  in  one, 
I,  and  the  justice  of  my  love,  would  make  thee 
A  confessed  traitor !     Oh,  thou  most  perfidious 
That  ever  gently  look'd  !  the  void'st  of  honour 
That  e'er  bore  gentle  token !  falsest  cousin 
That  ever  blood  made  kin  I  call'st  thou  her  thine  ? 
I'll  prove  it  in  my  shackles,  with  these  hands 
Void  of  appointment,  that  thou  liest,  and  art 
A  very  thief  in  love,  a  chaffy  lord, 
Nor  worth  the  name  of  villain !     Had  I  a  sword 
And  these  house-dogs  away 

Arc,  Dear  cousin  Paiamon 

Pa/.  Cozener  Arcite,  give  me  language  such 
As  thou  hast  shew'd  me  feat  1 

Are.  Not  finding,  in 
The  circuit  of  my  breast,  any  gross  stuff 
To  form  me  like  your  blazon,  holds  me  to 
This  gentleness  of  answer :  'Tis  your  passion 
That  thus  mistakes;    the  which    to  you   being 

enemy, 
Cannot  to  me  be  kind.     Honour  and  honesty 
I  cherish,  and  depend  on,  howsoever 
You  skip  them  in  me ;  and  with  them,  fair  coz, 
I'll  maintain  my  proceedings.     Pray  be  pleased 
To  shew  in  generous  terms  your  griefs,  since  that 
Your  question's  with  your  equal,  who  professes 
To  clear  his  own  way,  with  the  mind  and  sword 
Of  a  true  gentleman. 

Pal.  That  thou  durst,  Arcite ! 

Arc.  My  coz,  my  coz,  yon  have  been  well  ad- 
vertised 
How  much  I  dare :  You  have  seen  me  use  my 

sword 
Against  the  advice  of  fear.     Sure,  of  another 
You  would  not  hear  me  doubted,  but  your  silence 
Should  break  out,  though  i'  th'  sa&ctuary. 

Pal.  Sir, 
I  have  seen  you  move  in  such  a  place,  whidi  well 
Might  justify  your  manhood;  you  were  call'd 


A  good  knight  and  a  bold :  But  the  whole  week's 

not  fair. 
If  any  day  it  rain !    Their  valiant  temper 
Men  lose,  when  they  incline  to  treachery ; 
And  then  they  fight  like  compell'd  betfars,  would  fij 
Were  they  not  tied.  ' 

Arc.  Kinsman,  you  might  as  weQ 
Speak  this,  and  act  it  in  your  glass,  as  to 
His  ear,  which  now  disdains  you ! 

Pal.  Come  up  to  me ! 
Quit  me  of  these  cold  gyves,  give  me  a  sword 
(Though  it  be  rusty),  and  the  charity 
Of  one  meal  lend  me ;  come  before  me  then, 
A  good  sword  in  thy  hand,  and  do  but  say 
That  Emily  is  thine,  I  will  forgive 
The  trespass  thou  hast  done  me,  yea  my  life, 
If  then  thou  carry*t ;  and  brave  souls  in  shadei, 
That  have  died  manly,  which  will  seek  of  me 
Some  news  from  earth,  they  shall  get  none  bit 
That  thou  art  brave  and  noble.  [thist 

^re.  Be  content ; 
Again  betake  you  to  your  hawthom-honse ! 
With  counsel  of  the  night,  I  will  be  here 
With  wholesome  viands  ;  these  impediments 
Will  I  file  off ;  you  shall  have  garments,  and 
Perfumes  to  kill  the  smell  o'  th'  prison ;  after, 
When  you  shall  stretch  yourself,   and  say  bat, 

"  Arcite, 
I  am  in  plight !  "  there  shall  be  at  your  choioe 
Both  sword  and  armour. 

Pal.  Oh,  you  heavens,  dare  any 
So  noble  bear  a  guilty  bumness  ?    None 
But  only  Arcite  ;  therefore  none  but  Ardte 
In  this  kind  is  so  bold. 

Are.  Sweet  Paiamon 

Pal.  I  do  embrace  you  and  your  offer :  For 

Your  offer  do't  I  only,  sir ;  your  person, 

Without  hypocrisy,  I  may  not  wish 

More  than  my  sword's  edge  on't. 

ttFindhcnu^antii^ 

Are.  You  hear  the  horns : 
Enter  your  muse,  lest  this  matcli  between  as 
Be  crost  ere  met.    Give  me  your  hand;  fai«vdl ! 
I'll  bring  you  every  needful  ^ing  :  I  pny  ym 
Take  comfort,  and  be  strong  I 

Pal.  Pray  hold  your  promise. 
And  do  the  deed  with  a  bent  brow  I  most  oeitun 
You  love  me  not ;  be  rough  with  me,  and  pour 
This  oil  out  of  your  language  :  By  tliis  air, 
I  could  for  each  word  give  a  cuff!  my  stomicli 
Not  reconciled  by  reason. 

Arc.  Plainly  spoken  ! 
Yet  pardon  me  hard  language  ?     When  I  spv 
My  horse,  I  chide  him  not ;  content  and  anger 
In  me  have  but  one  face.  iwutdijrti. 

Hark,  sir  I  they  call 

The  scattered  to  the  banquet :  Yon  must  guess 
I  have  an  ofllce  there. 

Pal,  Sir,  your  attendance 
Cannot  please  Heaven ;  and  I  know  yonr  ofioe 
Unjustly  is  atchieved. 

Arc.  I  have  a  good  title, 
I  am  persuaded :  This  question,  sick  between  ss^ 
By  bleeding  must  be  cured.    I  am  a  suitor 
That  to  your  sword  you  will  bequeadi  this  plea, 
And  talk  of  it  no  more. 

Pal.  But  this  one  word : 
You're  going  now  to  gaze  upon  my  mistress; 
For,  note  you,  mine  she  is 

Are.  Nay,  then 
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Pal.  Nay,  pray  you  ! — 

You  talk  of  feeding  me  to  breed  me  strength  : 
\   Yon  are  going  now  to  look  upon  a  sun 

That  strengthens  what  it  looks  on  :  there  you  have 

A  vantage  o'er  me  ;  but  enjoy  it  till 
I    I  may  enforce  my  remedy.     Farewell !        ^Exeunt. 


SCENE  II.— Another  Part  qf  the  Forett. 

Enter  Jailor's  Daughter. 

Dough.  He  has  mistook  the  brake  I  meant ;  is 

gone 
After  his  fancy.    'Tis  now  well-nigh  morning ; 
No  matter  !  'would  it  were  perpetual  night, 
And  Darkness  lord  o'  th'  world  I — Hark  !  'tis  a 

wolf: 
In  me  hath  Grief  slain  Fear,  and,  but  for  one  thing, 
I  care  for  nothing,  and  that's  Falamon  : 
I  reck  not  if  the  wolves  would  jaw  roe,  so 
He  had  this  file.     What  if  I  haUoo'd  for  him  ? 
I  cannot  halloo  :  if  I  whoop 'd,  what  then  ? 
If  he  not  answer'd,  I  should  call  a  wolf. 
And  do  him  but  that  service.    I  have  heard 
Strange  howls  this  live-long  night ;  why  may't  not 

be 
They  have  made  prey  of  him  ?  He  has  no  weapons ; 
He  cannot  run ;  the  jingling  of  his  gyves 
Might  call  fell  things  to  listen,  who  have  in  them 
A  sense  to  know  a  man  unarm 'd,  and  can 
Smell  where  resistance  is.    I'll  set  it  down 
He's  torn  to  pieces  ;  they  howl'd  many  together. 
And  then  they  fed  on  him  :  So  much  for  that  I 
Be  bold  to  ring  the  bell ;  how  stand  I  then  ? 
All's  chared  when  he  is  gone.    No,  no,  I  lie ; 
My  &tber*s  to  be  hang'd  for  his  escape ; 
Myself  to  beg,  if  I  prized  life  so  much 
As  to  deny  my  act ;  but  that  I  would  not, 
Should  I  try  death  by  dozens  ? — I  am  moped  : 
Food  took  I  none  these  two  days ;   sipt  some 

water ; 
I  have  not  closed  mine  eyes,  save  when  my  lids 
Scowered  off  their  brine.     Alas,  dissolve,  my  life  ! 
Let  not  my  sense  unsettle,  lest  I  should  drown, 
Or  stab,  or  hang  myself ! 
Oh,  state  of  Nature,  fail  tc^ther  in  me, 
Since  thy  best  props  are  warp'd ! — So !  which  way 

now? 
The  best  vray  is,  the  next  way  to  a  grave : 
Eadi  errant  step  besides  is  torment.     Lo, 
The  moon  is  down,  the  crickets  chirp,  the  screech- 
Calls  in  Ae  dawn  !  all  offices  are  done,  [owl 

Save  what  I  fail  in :  But  the  point  is  this, 
An  end,  and  that  is  all !  {.Exit. 


SCENB  lU.—The  same  Part  of  the  Forest  at 

before. 

Enter  Abotb,  with  Meat,  Wine,  and  Filet. 

Are.  I  should  be  near  the  place.— Ho,  cousin 
Falamon  I 

Enter  PAumoir. 
Pal.  Ardtc? 

Arc,  The  same :  I  have  brought  you  food  and 
files. 
Come  forth,  and  fear  not ;  here's  no  Theseus. 
Pal.  'Sot  none  so  honest,  Arcite. 
Are.  That's  no  matter ; 


We'll  argue  that  hereafter.     Come,  take  courage  ; 
You  shall  not  die  thus  beastly ;  here,  sir ;  drink  ! 
I  know  you  are  faint ;  then  I'll  talk  further  with 
you. 

Pal.  Arcite,  thou  might' st  now  poison  me. 

Arc.  I  might ; 
But  I  must  fear  you  first.      Sit  down ;  and,  good 
No  more  of  these  vain  parlies  I  let  us  not,     [now. 
Having  our  ancient  reputation  with  us. 
Make  talk  for  fools  and  cowards.    To  your  health  ! 

{Drink*. 

Pal.  Do 

Are.  Pray  sit  down  then ;  and  let  me  entreat  you. 
By  all  the  honesty  and  honour  in  you. 
No  mention  of  this  woman !  'twill  disturb  us ; 
We  shall  have  time  enough. 

Pal.  Well,  sir,  I'll  pledge  you. 

Arc.  Drink  a  good  hearty  draught !    it  breeds 
good  blood,  man. 
Do  not  you  feel  it  thaw  you  ? 

Pal.  Stay  ;  I'U  tell  you 
After  a  draught  or  two  more. 

Arc,  Spare  it  not ; 
The  duke  has  more,  coz.     Eat  now  ! 

Pal.  Yes. 

Are.  I  am  glad 
You  have  so  good  a  stomach. 

Pal.  I  am  gladder 
I  have  so  good  meat  to't. 

Arc.  Is't  not  mad  lodging 
Here  in  the  wild  woods,  cousin  ? 

Pal.  Yes,  for  them 
That  have  wild  consciences. 

Arc.  How  tastes  your  victuals  ? 
Your  hunger  needs  no  sauce,  I  see. 

Pal.  Not  much : 
But  if  it  did,  yours  is  too  tart,  sweet  cousin. 
What  is  this  ? 

Are.  Venison. 

Pal.  'Tis  a  lusty  meat. 
Give  me  more  wine  :  Here,  Arcite,  to  the  wenches 
We  have  known  in  our  days !     The  lord-steward's 

daughter  : 
Do  you  remember  her  ? 

Arc.  After  you,  coz. 

Pal.  She  loved  a  black-hair'd  man. 

Arc.  She  did  so  :  Well,  sir  ? 

Pal.  And  I  have  heard  some  call  him  Arcite ; 

Arc,  Out  with  it,  'faith  !  [and — 

Pal.  She  met  him  in  an  arbour : 
What  did  she  there,  coz  ?  Play  o^  th'  virginals  ? 

Arc.  Something  she  did,  sir. 

Pal.  Made  her  groan  a  month  for't ; 
Or  two,  or  three,  or  ten. 

Are.  The  marshal's  sister 
Had  her  share  too,  as  I  remember,  cousin. 
Else  there  be  tales  abroad  :  You'll  pledge  her  ? 

Pal.  Yes. 

Arc.  A  pretty  brown  wench  'tis  !    There  was  a 
time 
When  young  men  went  a  hunting,  and  a  wood, 
And  a  broad  beech ;  and  thereby  hangs  a  tale.— 
Heigh-ho ! 

Pal.  For  Emily,  upon  my  life  ! — Fool, 
Away  with  this  strain  d  mirth  1     I  say  again. 
That  sigh  was  breathed  for  Emily :  Base  cousin, 
Darest  thou  break  first  ? 

Arc.  You  are  wide. 

Pal.  By  Heaven  and  earth, 
There's  nothing  in  thee  honest ! 
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Are.  Then  I'll  leare  yon : 
You  are  a  beast  now. 

PfU.  As  thoa  mak'st  me,  traitor. 

Are,  There's  all  things  needful ;  files,  and  shirts, 
and  perfumes : 
I'll  come  again  some  two  hours  hence,  and  bring 
That  that  shaU  quiet  all. 

Pal.  A  sword  and  armour  ? 

Arc.  Fear  me  not.  You  are  now  too  foul:  Fare- 
well! 
Get  off  your  trinkets ;  you  shall  want  nought. 

Pal.  Sirrah 

Arc.  I'll  hear  no  more !  {Exit. 

Pal.  If  he  keep  touch,  he  dies  Ibr't  1         iBxit. 


SCENE  lV.^Another  Pari  qfthe  Forest. 

Enter  Jailor's  Daughter. 

Dough.  I  am  Tery  cold ;  and  all  the  stan  are 
out  too, 
The  little  stars,  and  all  that  look  like  aglets: 
The  sun  has  seen  my  folly.     PaUunon  1 
Alas,  no ;  he's  in  Heaven! — Where  am  I  nowF — 
Yonder's  the  sea,  and  there's  a  ship  ;  how't  tum- 
bles ! 
And  there's  a  rock  lies  watching  under  water ; 
Now,  now,  it  beats  upon  it  I  now,  now,  now  I 
There's  a  leak  sprung,  a  sound  one ;  how  they  cryl 
Spoom  her  before  the  wind,  you'll  lose  all  else ! 
Up  with  a  course  or  two,  and  tack  about,  boys ! 
Good  night,  good  night ;   you  are  gone  ! — I  am 

yery  hungry : 
'Would  I  could  find  a  fine  frog  I  he  would  teU  me 
News  from  all  parts  o'  th'  world ;   then  would  I 
A  carrack  of  a  cockle-shell,  and  sail  [make 

By  East  and  North-east  to  the  king  of  Pigmies, 
For  he  tells  fortunes  rarely.    Now,  my  father, 
Twenty  to  one,  is  truss'd  up  in  a  trice 
To-morrow  morning;  I'll  say  neyer  a  word. 

imngt. 

BONO. 

For  111  oat  my  green  ooat,  a  fbot  abOTe  my  knee ; 
And  111  clip  my  yellow  locks,  an  inch  below  mine  0*0. 

Hey,  noimy,  nonny,  nomiy. 
He's  buy  me  a  white  oat,  forth  for  to  ride, 
And  I'll  go  seek  him  through  the  world  that  is  so  wide. 

Hey,  nanny,  nonny,  nonny. 

Oh,  for  a  prick  now  like  a  nightingale, 
To  put  my  breast  against !     I  shall  sleep  like  a  top 
else.  lExU. 


SCENE  v.— ^  Grove  in  the  Forest. 

Enter  Gsiuiold,  Jbur  Oonntrymen,  as  Aforris-danoers, 
(and  the  Bavlan,)  Jive  Wenohee,  with  a  Tabora*. 

Ger.  Py,  fy ! 
What  tediosity  and  disensanity 
Is  here  among  ye  I     Have  my  rudiments 
Been  labour'd  so  long  with  ye,  milk'd  unto  ye, 
And,  by  a  figure,  even  the  very  plumb-broth 
And  marrow  of  my  understanding  laid  upon  ye, 
And  do  ye  still  cry  tahere,  and  how,  and  wher^ore  9 
Ye  most  coarse  freeze  capacities,  ye  jave  judg- 
Haye  I  said  thus  let  be,  and  there  let  be,     [ments. 
And  then  let  60,  and  no  man  understand  me  ? 
Proh  Deum,  mediusfidius  ;  ye  are  all  dunces ! 
For  why  ?  here  stand  I ;  here  the  duke  comes ; 
there  are  you, 


Close  in  the  thicket ;  the  duke  appears,  I  meet  lum, 

And  unto  him  I  uttar  learned  things, 

And  many  figures ;  he  hears,  and  nods,  and  hams, 

And  then  cries  reurel  and  I  go  forward ;  at  kngtb 

I  fling  my  cap  up ;  mark  there!  then  do  you. 

As  once  did  Meleager  and  the  boor. 

Break  comely  out  before  him,  like  true  lovers, 

Cast  yourselyes  in  a  body  decently. 

And  sweedy,  by  a  figure,  trace,  and  turn,  boys! 

1  Coun.  And  sweetly  we  will  do  it,  master  Ger. 

rold. 

2  Coun.  Draw  up  the  company.    Where's  tk 
8  Coun.  Why,  Timothy !  [taborer? 
Tab.  Here,  my  mad  boys :  haye  at  ye ! 
Ger.  But  I  say  where's  their  women? 

4  Coun.  Here's  Friz  and  Maudlin. 

2  Coun.  And  little  Luce,  with  the  white  kgs, 
and  bouncing  Barbery. 

1  Coun.  And  fineckled  Nell,  that  never  fiul'd  ber 

matter. 
Ger,  Where  be  your  ribbands,  maids?   Swin 
with  your  bodies^ 
And  carry  it  sweetly,  and  deliverly ; 
And  now  and  then  a  favour,  and  «  frisk  \ 
Nell.  Let  us  alone,  sir. 
Ger.  Where's  the  rest  o'  th'  music  ? 

5  Coun.  Dispersed  as  you  commanded. 
Ger.  Couple  then, 

And  see  what's  wanting.    Where's  the  Bavian  ? 
My  friend,  carry  your  tail  without  odence 
Or  scandal  to  the  ladies ;  and  be  sure 
You  tumble  with  audacity,  and  manhood  1 
And  when  you  bark,  do  it  with  judgment. 

Sav,  Yes,  sir. 

(rer.  Quo  usque  tandem  9     Here's  a  wqbub 
wanting. 

4  Coun.  We  may  go  whistle ;  all  ^  ftt'i  i' th' 

Ger.  We  have,  [fin! 

As  learned  authors  utter,  wash'd  a  tile ; 
We  have  been  fatuus,  and  labour'd  vainly. 

2  Coun.  This  is  that  scornful  piece,  that  scurry 

hilding, 
That  gave  her  promise  fiuthfblly  she  would  be  here, 
Cicely,  the  sempster's  dan^ter ! 
The  next  gloves  that  1  give  her  ahall  be  dog's  sljo  - 
Nay,  an  she  fiiil  me  once— You  can  teO,  ArcaSt 
She  swore,  by  vrine  and  bread,  she  would  not  bresL 

Ger.  An  eel  and  woman, 
A  learned  poet  says,  unless  by  th'  tsil 
And  vrith  thy  teeth  tho^  hold,  wiU  either  fttl. 
In  manuers  this  was  false  position. 

I  Coun.  A  fire  ill  take  her!  does  ahe  flinch  oov? 

3  Coun.  What 
Shall  we  determine,  sir  ? 

Ger.  Nothing; 
Our  business  is  become  a  nullity, 
Yea,  and  a  wofnl,  and  a  piteous  nullity ! 

4  Coun.  Now,  vrfaen  the  credit  of  our  tovn  \Mf 

on  it, 
Now  to  be  frampal,  now  to  piaa  o*  th'  nettiei 
Go  thy  ways ;  rll  remember  thee.  111  fit  thee ! 

Enter  JaUor's  Dandier,  and  sings. 
Daugh.  The  George  alow  came  tnan  the  Sooth, 
From  the  ooaet  of  Barbarf^ 
And  there  he  met  with  brave  gallants  of  var. 
By  one,  by  two,  by  throe  a. 

WeU  haU'd,  well  hail'd,  you  Jolly  gallaato ! 

And  whither  now  are  yon  bonad-a  ? 
Oh,  let  me  hare  your  oomrany 

Till  [we]  oome  to  the  Sounds ! 
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There  was  tiaree  f oola»  fell  ont  about  an  howlet : 

The  one  aaid  'twas  an  owl. 

The  other  he  said  nay, 
Tlie  third  he  said  it  was  a  hawk. 

And  her  bells  were  cut  away. 

3  Cotsft.  There's  a  dainty  mad  woman,  master, 
As  mad  as  a  March  hare  t  [comes  i'  th'  nick ; 

If  we  can  get  her  dance,  we  are  made  agaili : 
I  warrant  her,  she'll  do  the  rarest  gambols  I 

1  C<mn.  A  mad  woman  ?  We  are  made,  boys ! 
G€r.  And  are  yon  mad,  good  woman  ? 
Ihmffh.  I  wonld  be  sorry  else ; 

Give  me  yonr  hand. 

Ger.  Why? 

DaugK  I  can  tell  yoor  fortune : 
Ton  aje  a  fooL  Tell  ten :  I  have  pos'd  him.  Buz! 
Friend,  yon  must  eat  no  white  bread ;  if  you  do, 
Your  teeth  will  bleed  extremely.     Shall  we  dance, 
I  know  yon ;  you're  a  tinker :  Sirrah  tinker,  [ho  ? 
Stop  no  more  holes,  but  what  you  should  I 

Ger.  Ott  boni! 
A  tinker,  damsel  ? 

Dough.  Or  a  conjurer : 
Raise  me  a  devil  now,  and  let  him  play 
Qw  poMsOr  o*  th'  bells  and  bones ! 

Ger,  Go,  take  her. 
And  flnently  persuade  her  to  a  peace  : 
Aiqtts  opus  ejFegi,  quod  nee  Jwia  tra,  nee  ignU — 
Strike  up,  and  lesid  her  in  1 

2  Caun.  Come,  lass,  let's  trip  it  I 

Dough.  I'll  lead.  IWindkoms. 

3  Coun.  Do,  do. 

Ger.  PersuasiTely,  and  cunningly ;  away,  boys ! 

IBxeunt  aO  but  Gjbbrou). 
I  hear  the  horns :  6i?e  me  some  meditation. 
And  mark  your  cue.    Pallas  inspire  me  ! 

Enter  THcnsuB,  Puuthoto,  Hippolita,  Bmlia,  Ancrrs, 

afki  Train. 

Thee.  Tliis  way  the  stag  took. 

Ger.  Stay,  and  edify  I 

Thes.  What  hare  we  here  ? 

J'er.  Some  coimtry-sport,  upon  my  life,  sir. 

Thes.  WeU,  sir,  go  forwtud ;  we  will  edify. 
L«dies,  sit  down  1  we'll  stay  it 

Ger.  Thou  doughty  duke,  all  hail  I  all  hail,  sweet 

Thet,  This  is  a  cold  beginning.  [ladies  1 

Ger,  If  you  but  fayour,  our  country  pastime 
We  are  a  few  of  those  collected  here,       [made  is. 
That  ruder  tongues  distinguish  villager ; 
And  to  say  verity,  and  not  to  fable. 
We  are  a  merry  rout,  or  else  a  rabble, 
Or  company,  or,  by  a  figure,  chorus. 
That  'fore  Uiy  dignity  will  dance  a  morris. 
And  I  that  am  the  rectifier  of  all, 
By  title  Pedagogus,  that  let  fidl 
The  birch  upon  ttxe  breeches  of  the  small  ones, 
And  humble  with  a  ferula  the  tall  ones. 
Do  here  present  this  machine,  or  this  frame : 
And,  dainty  duke,  whose  doughty  dismal  £une 
From  Dis  to  Dedalns,  from  post  to  pillar. 
Is  blown  abroad ;  help  me,  thy  poor  well-wilier. 
And,  with  thy  twinkling  eyes,  look  right  and 

straight 
Upon  this  mighty  morr—o{  mickle  weight ; 
li — ^now  comes  in,  which  bdng  glew'd  together 
Makes  mcrri$f  and  the  cause  &Bt  we  came  hither. 
The  body  of  our  sport,  of  no  small  study, 
1  first  appear,  though  rude,  and  raw,  and  muddy, 
To  speak  before  thy  noble  grace,  this  tenor : 


At  whose  great  feet  I  offer  up  my  penner. 
The  next,  the  lord  of  May,  and  lady  bright, 
The  chambermaid,  and  serringman  by  night, 
That  seek  out  silent  hanging  :  Then  mine  host, 
And  bis  fat  spouse,  that  welcome  to  their  cost 
The  galled  traveller,  and  with  a  beck'ning 
Informs  the  tapster  to  inflame  the  reck'ning : 
Then  the  beast-eating  clown,  and  next  the  fool, 
The  Bavian,  with  long  tail,  and  eke  long  tool ; 
Cum  midiia  aliis,  thai  mdce  a  dance ; 
Say  ap,  and  all  shall  presently  advance. 

T?ies.  Ay,  ay,  by  any  means,  dear  dommel 

Per.  Produce. 

Ger.  Intraie,  fiiii !    Come  forth,  and  foot  it 

Enter  Countrymen,  Wenches,  ^e.    Thep  dance  a  Morris. 

Ladies,  if  we  have  been  merry, 

And  have  pleased  ye  with  a  derry, 

And  a  derry,  and  a  down, 

Say  the  schoolmaster's  no  clown. 

Duke,  if  we  have  pleased  thee  too. 

And  have  done  as  good  boys  should  do, 

Give  us  but  a  tree  or  twain 

For  a  Maypole,  and  again 

Ere  another  year  nm  out. 

We'll  make  tiiee  laugh,  and  all  this  rout. 

The9.  Take  twenty,  domine. — How  does  my 

Hip.  Never  so  pleased,  sir.  [sweetheart  ? 

Emi.  'Twas  an  excellent  dance ;  and,  for  a  pre- 

I  never  heard  a  better.  [face. 

The*.  Schoolmaster,  I  thank  you. — 
One  see  'em  all  rewarded  I 

Per,  And  here's  something 
To  paint  your  pole  withal. 

Thes.  Now  to  our  sports  again  I 
Ger.  May  the  stag  thou  hunt'st  stand  long. 
And  thy  dogs  be  swift  and  strong ! 
May  they  kill  him  without  letts. 
And  the  ladies  cat's  dowsets  ! 
Come,  we  are  all  made !  [  Wind  hornt. 

Dii  Deoque  omnea  I    ye   have   danced   rarely, 
wenches.  IBxeunL 


SCENE  Yl.'--Anoiher  Pari  qfthe  Forett. 

Enter  PALAMonflrom  the  Bush. 

Pal.  About  this  hour  my  cousin  gave  his  faith 
To  visit  me  again,  and  with  him  bring 
Two  swords,  and  two  good  armours ;  if  he  fail. 
He's  neither  man,  nor  soldier.     When  he  left  me, 
I  did  not  think  a  week  could  have  restored 
My  lost  strength  to  me,  I  was  grown  so  low 
And  crest-fall'n  with  my  wants:   I  thank  thee, 

Ardte, 
Thou  art  yet  a  &ir  foe ;  and  I  feel  myself, 
With  this  refreshing,  able  once  again 
To  out-dure  danger.    To  delay  it  longer 
Would  make  the  world  think,  when  it  comes  to 
That  I  lay  fatting  like  a  swine,  to  fight,    [hearing, 
And  not  a  soldier :  Therefore,  this  blest  morning 
Shall  be  the  last ;  and  that  sword  he  refuses. 
If  it  but  hold,  I  kill  him  with ;  'tis  justice : 
So,  Love  and  Fortune  for  me! — Oh,  good  morrow! 

Enter  Amcttk,  teith  Armours  and  Swordi. 

Are.  Good  morrow,  Noble  Kinsman  I 

Pal.  I  have  put  you 
To  too  much  pains,  sir. 

Are.  That  too  much,  frdr  cousin. 
Is  but  a  debt  to  honour,  and  my  duty. 
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PaL  Would  yon  were  so  in  all,  sir !  I  conld  wish 
As  kind  a  Kinsman,  as  you  force  me  find       [you 
A  beneficial  foe,  that  my  embraces 
Might  thank  you,  not  my  blows. 

Arc,  I  shall  think  either. 
Well  done,  a  noble  recompense. 

PeU,  Then  I  shall  quit  you. 

Arc.  Defy  rae  in  these  fair  terms,  and  yon  shew 
More  than  a  mistress  to  me  :  no  more  anger, 
As  you  love  anything  that's  honourable  I 
We  were  not  bred  to  talk,  man !  when  we  are  armed, 
And  both  upon  our  guards,  then  let  our  fury. 
Like  meeting  of  two  tides,  fly  strongly  from  us  ! 
And  then  to  whom  the  birthright  of  this  beauty 
Truly  pertains  (without  upbraidings,  scorns, 
Despisings  of  our  persons,  and  such  poutings 
Fitter  for  girls  and  schoolboys)  will  be  seen. 
And  quickly,  yours,  or  mine.  Wilt  please  you  arm. 
Or  if  you  feel  yourself  not  fitting  yet,  [sir  ? 

And  lumishM  with  your  old  strength,  I'll  stay, 

cousin. 
And  every  day  discourse  you  into  health, 
As  I  am  spared :  Your  person  I  am  friends  with, 
And  I  could  wish  I  had  not  said  I  loved  her, 
Though  I  had  died  ;  but  loving  such  a  lady, 
And  justifying  my  love,  I  mast  not  fly  from't. 

Pal.  Arcite.  thou  art  so  brave  an  enemy. 
That  no  man  but  thy  cousin's  fit  to  kill  thee : 
I  am  well,  and  lusty ;  chuse  your  arms  1 

Arc.  Chuse  you,  sir ! 

Pal.  Wilt  thou  exceed  in  all,  or  dost  thou  do  it 
To  make  me  spare  thee  ? 

Are.  If  you  think  so,  cousin. 
You  are  deceived ;  for  as  I  am  a  soldier^ 
I  will  not  spare  you  I 

Pal»  That's  well  said  I 

Arc.  You'll  find  it. 

Pal.  Then,  as  I  am  an  honest  man,  and  love 
With  all  the  justice  of  affection, 
rU  pay  thee  soundly  !  This  I'll  take. 

Arc.  That's  mine  then ; 
I'll  arm  you  first.  iF%Ut  on  PAuuioNli  armcur. 

Pal.  Do  pray  thee,  tell  me,  cousin. 
Where  got'st  thou  this  good  armour  ? 

Arc,  'Tis  the  duke's  ; 
And  to  say  true,  I  stole  it.    Do  I  pinch  you? 

Pal.  No. 

Arc,  Is't  not  too  heavy  ? 

Pal.  I  have  worn  a  lighter ; 
But  I  shall  make  it  serve. 

Arc.  I'll  buckle't  close. 

Pal.  By  any  means. 

Arc.  You  care  not  for  a  grand^gnard  ? 

Pal.  No,  no ;  we'll  use  no  horses :  I  perceive 
You  would  fain  be  at  that  fight. 

Are.  I  am  indifferent. 

Pal.  Taith.  so  am  I.    Good  cousin,  thrust  the 
Tlirough  far  enough  1  [buckle 

Arc.  I  warrant  you. 

PtU.  My  casque  now  t 

Arc.  Will  you  fight  bare-arm'd? 

Pal.  We  shall  be  the  nimbler. 

Arc.  But  use  your  gauntlets  though :  Those  are 
Pr'ythee  take  mine,  good  cousin  1        [o'  th'  least ; 

Pal.  Thank  you,  Arcite  ! 
How  do  I  look  ?  am  I  fail'n  much  away  ? 

Arc,  'Faith,  very  little;    Love  has  used  you 

Pal,  I'U  warrant  thee,  I'll  strike  home,  [kindly. 

Arc.  Do,  and  spare  not ! 
I'll  give  you  cause,  sweet  cousin. 


Pal.  Now  to  you,  sir! 
Methinks  this  armour's  very  like  that,  Arcite, 
Thou  wor'st  that  day  the  three  kings  fell,  bat 
lighter. 

Are,  That  was  a  very  good  one ;  and  thst  day, 
I  well  remember,  you  out-did  me,  coosin ; 
I  never  saw  such  valour :  When  yon  charged 
Upon  the  left  wing  of  the  enemy, 
I  spurred  hard  to  come  up,  and  under  me 
I  had  a  right  good  horse. 

Pal,  You  had  indeed ; 
A  bright-bay,  I  remember. 

Arc.  Yes.     But  all 
Was  vainly  labour'd  in  me ;  you  ont-went  me, 
Nor  could  my  wishes  reach  you :  Yet  a  littk 
I  did  by  imitation. 

Pal,  More  by  virtue ; 
You  are  modest,  cousin. 

Aroi  When  I  saw  you  cluuge  first, 
Methought  I  heard  a  dreadful  clap  of  tiiunder 
Break  from  the  troop. 

Pal,  But  still  before  that  flew 
The  lightning  of  your  valour.     Stay  a  little ! 
Is  not  this  piece  too  straight  ? 

Arc,  No,  no  ;  'tis  well. 

Pal,  I  would  have  nothing  hurt  thee  bat  nj 
A  bruise  would  be  dishonour.  [svord; 

Are,  Now  I'm  perfect. 

Pa/.  Stand  off  then  I 

Are,  Take  my  sword  !  I  hold  it  better. 

Pcd.  I  thank  you,  no ;  keep  it ;  your  life  liei  oa 

Here's  one,  if  it  but  hold,  I  ask  no  more        fit: 

For  all  my  hopes.  My  cause  and  honour  gnard  me ! 

{Tkep  bow  several  wapt  j  then  advance  amd  ttmi. 

Are.  And  me,  my  love  !  Is  there  aught  ebe  to 
say? 

Pal,  This  only,  and  no  more :   Tlioa'rt  mine 
aunt's  son. 
And  that  blood  we  desire  to  shed  is  mutual ; 
In  me,  thine,  and  in  thee,  mine  :  My  swocd 
Is  in  my  hand,  and  if  thou  kiUest  me 
The  gods  and  I  for|^ve  thee  !  If  there  he 
A  place  prepared  for  those  that  sleep  in  honosr, 
I  wish  his  weary  soul  that  fidls  may  win  it ! 
Fight  bravely,  cousin  :  Give  me  thy  noble  hand ! 

Are.  Here,  Palamon  1    This  hand  shall  oefcr 
more 
Come  near  thee  with  such  fiiendship. 

Pal,  I  commend  thee. 

Are.  If  I  fall,  curse  me,  and  say  I  was  a  oomrd; 
For  none  but  such  dare  die  in  these  just  trisls. 
Once  more,  farewell,  my  cousin ! 

Pal,  Farewell,  Arcite  !  [fi^ 

IHomt  wOkim  s  tkeg  etamd. 

Are,  Lo,  cousin,  lo  1  our  folly  haa  nndone  as ! 

Pal,  Why? 

Are,  This  is  the  duke,  a-hnnting  as  I  told  yos ; 
If  we  be  found,  we  are  wretched  1  Oh,  retire, 
For  Honour's  sake  and  safety,  presenUy 
Into  your  bush  again,  sir  !  We  shall  find 
Too  many  hours  to  die  in.    Gentle  oooain. 
If  you  be  seen  you  perish  instantly. 
For  breaking  prison ;  and  I,  if  you  reveal  me. 
For  my  contempt :  Then  all  the  world  will  scorn  n. 
And  say  we  had  a  noble  difference. 
But  base  disposers  of  it. 

Pal,  No,  no,  cousin  ; 
I  will  no  more  be  hidden,  nor  put  off 
This  great  adventure  to  a  second  trial ; 
I  know  your  cunning,  and  I  know  your  eanse. 
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He  that  faints  now,  shame  take  him !  Put  thyself 
Upon  thy  present  guard 

Ate.  You  are  not  mad  ? 

Pal.  Or  I  will  make  the  advantage  of  this  hour 
Mine  own ;  and  what  to  come  shall  threaten  me, 
I    I  fesr  less  than  my  fortune.     Know,  weak  cousin, 
I  lore  Emilia !  and  in  that  I'll  bury 
Thee,  and  all  crosses  else ! 
I        Are.  Then  come  what  can  come, 
Thoa  ahalt  know,  Palamon,  I  dare  as  well 
Die  as  discourse,  or  sleep :  Only  this  fears  me, 
The  law  will  have  tiie  honour  of  our  ends. 
Have  at  thy  life  ! 

Ptd,  Look  to  thine  own  well,  Ardte  ! 

\,Fight  again.    Harm. 

Enter  Tbbsbus,  Hippouta,  Ekiua,  Psbithoub,  and 

Train. 
TheM.  What  ignorant  and  mad  malicious  traitors 
Are  you,  that,  'gainst  the  tenor  of  my  laws, 
Are  making  battle,  thus  like  knights  appointed, 
Without  my  leave,  and  officers  (^  arms  ? 
By  Castor,  both  shall  die  I 

Pai.  Hold  thy  word,  Theseus  ! 
We  are  certainly  both  traitors,  both  despisers 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  goodness :  I  am  Palamon, 
That  cannot  love  thee,  he  that  broke  thy  prison ; 
Think  well  what  that  deserves  I  and  this  is  Arcite ; 
A  bolder  traitor  never  trod  thy  ground, 
A  falser  ne'er  seem'd  friend  :  This  is  the  man 
Was  b^g'd  and  banished;  this  is  he  contemns  thee, 
And  what  thou  dar'st  do  ;  and  in  this  disguise, 
Against  this  known  edict,  follows  thy  sister, 
That  fortonate  bright  star,  the  fair  Emilia, 
(Whose  servant,  if  there  be  a  right  in  seeing, 
And  first  bequeathing  of  the  soid  to,  justly 
I  am ;)  and,  which  is  more,  dares  think  her  his  I 
This  treachery,  like  a  most  trusty  lover, 
I  call'd  him  now  to  answer :  If  thou  be'st, 
As  thou  art  spoken,  great  and  virtuous, 
The  true  decider  of  all  injuries, 
^y.  '* Fight  again!"  and  thou  shalt  see  me,  The- 
Do  snch  a  justice,  thou  thyself  wilt  envy ;     [sens. 
Then  take  my  life !  I'll  woo  thee  to't 

Per.  Oh,  Heaven, 
^lliat  more  than  man  is  this  ! 
TJk0s.  I  have  sworn. 
Are,  We  seek  not 
Thy  breath  of  mercy,  Theseus  1  'Tis  to  me 
A  thing  as  soon  to  die,  as  thee  to  say  it. 
And  no  more  moved.    Where  this  man  calls  me 

traitor. 
Let  me  say  thus  much :  If  in  love  be  treason, 
In  service  of  so  excellent  a  beauty. 
As  I  love  most,  and  in  that  faith  will  perish ; 
As  I  have  brought  my  life  here  to  confirm  it ; 
As  I  bare  served  her  truest,  worthiest ; 
As  I  dare  kill  this  cousin,  Uiat  denies  it ; 
1^  let  me  be  most  traitor,  and  you  please  me. 
For  scorning  thy  edict,  duke,  ask  that  lady 
Why  she  is  fair,  and  why  her  eyes  command  me 
Stay^  here  to  love  her ;  and  if  she  say  traitor, 
1  am  a  villain  fit  to  lie  unburied. 

JPal.,  Thou  shalt  have  pity  of  us  both,  oh,  The- 
If  unto  neither  thou  shew  mercy ;  stop,        [sens, 
A4  thoa  art  just,  thy  noble  ear  against  us ; 
As  thoa  art  valiant,  for  thy  cousin's  soul, 
Whose  twelve  strong  labours  crown  his  memory, 
Let's  die  together,  at  one  instant,  duke  I 
Only  a  little  let  him  fUl  before  me. 
That  I  may  tell  my  soul  he  shall  not  have  her. 


TheM.  I  grant  your  wish ;  for,  to  say  true,  your 
counn 
Has  ten  times  more  offended,  for  I  gave  him 
More  mercy  than  you  found,  sir,  your  offences 
Being  no  more  than  his. — None  here  speak  for  'em  1 
For,  ere  the  sun  set,  both  shall  sleep  for  ever. 

Hip.  Alas,  the  pity !  Now  or  never,  sister, 
Speak,  not  to  be  denied  :  That  face  of  yours 
Will  bear  the  curses  else  of  after-ages, 
For  these  lost  cousins  I 

Emi.  In  my  face,  dear  sister, 
I  find  no  anger  to  'em,  nor  no  ruin ; 
The  misadventure  of  their  own  eyes  kills  'em  : 
Yet  that  I  will  be  woman,  and  have  pity, 
My  knees  shall  grow  to  the  ground  but  I'll  get 

mercy. 
Help  me,  dear  sister,  in  a  deed  so  virtuous, 
The  powers  of  all  women  will  be  with  us. 
Most  royal  brother. iThep  kn«a. 

Hip.  Sir,  by  our  tie  of  marriage 

JBmi.  By  your  own  spotless  honour 

Hip.  By  that  faith. 
That  fair  hand,  and  that  honest  heart  you  gave 
me 

Emi.  By  that  you  would  have  pity  in  another, 
By  your  own  virtues  infinite 

Hip.  By  valour. 
By  all  the  chaste  nights  I  have  ever  pleased  you— 

T?ie8.  These  are  strange  conjurings  ! 

Per.  Nay,  then  I'll  in  too  :                      IKneOs. 
By  all  our  friendship,  sir,  by  all  our  dangers. 
By  all  you  love  most,  wars,  and  this  sweet  lady 

Emi,  By  that  you  would  have  trembled  to  deny 
A  blushing  maid 

Hip.  By  your  own  eyes,  by  strength. 
In  which  you  swore  I  went  beyond  all  women. 
Almost  all  men,  and  yet  I  yielded,  Theseus- 


Per.  To  crown  all  this,  by  your  most  noble  soul, 
Which  cannot  want  due  mercy  !  I  beg  first. 

Hip.  Next,  hear  my  prayers ! 

Emi,  Last,  let  me  entreat,  sir ! 

Per,  For  mercy  I 

Hip.  Mercy! 

Emi.  Mercy  on  these  princes ! 

Thes.  You  make  my  futh  reel :  Say  I  felt 
Compassion  to  'em  both,  how  would  you  place  it  ? 

Emi,  Upon  their  lives  ;  but  with  their  banish- 
ments. 

Thee.  You're  a  right  woman,  sister ;  you  have 

.    pity, 

But  want  the  understanding  where  to  use  it. 

If  you  desire  their  lives;  invent  a  way 

Safer  than  banishment :  Can  these  two  live, 

And  have  the  agony  of  love  about  'em. 

And  not  kill  one  another  ?     Every  day 

They  would  fight  about  you ;  hourly  bring  your 

honour 
In  public  question  with  their  swords :  Be  wise 

then, 
And  here  forget  'em  !  it  concerns  your  credit, 
And  my  oath  equally  :  I  have  said,  they  die ! 
Better  they  fall  by  the  law,  than  one  another. 
Bow  not  my  honour. 

Emi.  Oh,  my  noble  brother. 
That  oath  was  rashly  made,  and  in  your  anger ; 
Your  reason  will  not  hold  it :  If  such  vows 
Stand  for  express  will,  all  the  world  must  perish. 
Beside,  I  have  another  oath  'gainst  yours. 
Of  more  authority,  I  am  sure  more  love ; 
Not  made  in  passion  neither,  but  good  heed. 
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Thei.  Whatisit,  sister? 

Per.  Urge  it  home,  brave  lady ! 

Emi.  That  you  would  ne'er  deny  me  anything 
Fit  for  my  modest  sait,  and  your  free  granting ; 
I  tie  you  to  your  word  now ;  if  you  fidl  in't. 
Think  how  yon  maim  your  honour ; 
(For  now  I  am  set  a-begging,  sir,  I  am  deaf 
To  all  but  your  compassion !)  how  their  lives 
Might  breed  tiie  ruin  of  my  name,  opinion  1 
Shall  anything  that  loves  me  perish  for  me  ? 
That  were  a  cruel  wisdom  1  do  men  prune 
The  straight  young  boughs,  that  blush  with  thou- 
sand blossoms, 
Because  they  may  be  rotten  ?  Oh,  duke  Theseus, 
The  goodly  mothers  that  have  groan'd  for  these, 
And  all  the  longing  maids  that  ever  loved, 
If  your  vow  stand,  shall  curse  me  and  my  beauty, 
And,  in  their  funeral  songs  for  these  two  cousins, 
Despise  my  cruelty,  and  cry  woe-worth  me, 
Till  I  am  nothing  but  the  scorn  of  women  : 
For  Heaven's  sake  save  their  lives,  and  banish 

Thet.  On  what  conditions  ?  ['em  I 

End,  Swear  'em  never  more 
To  make  me  their  contention,  or  to  know  me. 
To  tread  upon  thy  dukedom,  and  to  be. 
Wherever  Uiey  shsll  travel,  ever  strangers 
To  one  another. 

Pal,  I'll  be  cut  a-pieces 
Before  I  take  this  oath  1  Forget  I  love  her  ? 
Oh,  all  ye  gods,  despise  me  then  1  Thy  banishment 
I  not  mislike,  so  we  may  fairly  carry 
Our  swords  and  cause  along :  Else,  never  trifle. 
But  take  our  lives,  duke  1   I  must  love,  and  will ; 
And  for  that  love,  must  and  dare  kill  this  cousin, 
On  any  piece  the  earth  has  1 

ThsM,  Will  you,  Ardte, 
Take  these  conditions  ? 

PaL  He's  a  villain  then  1 

Per.  These  are  men  I 

Arc.  No,  never,  duke ;  'tis  worse  to  me  than 
begging. 
To  take  my  life  so  basely.    Though  I  think 
I  never  shall  enjoy  her,  yet  I'll  preserve 
The  honour  of  affection,  and  die  for  her. 
Make  death  a  devil ! 

Thei.  What  may  be  done  ?  for  now  I  fed  com- 

Per.  Let  it  not  fall  again,  sir  !  [passion. 

Thee.  Say,  Emilia, 


If  one  of  them  were  dead,  as  one  must,  are  3roii 
Content  to  take  the  other  to  your  husband  ? 
They  cannot  both  enjoy  joo. ;  they  are  princes 
As  goodly  as  your  own  ^es,  and  as  noble 
As  ever  Fsme  yet  spoke  of;  look  upon  'em. 
And,  if  you  can  love,  end  this  difference ! 
I  give  consent : — ^Are  you  content  too,  prisoa  ? 

Both.  With  all  our  souls. 

Thee.  He  that  she  refnaet 
Must  die  then. 

Both,  Any  dea^  thou  canst  invent,  duke. 

Pai,  If  I  ftOl  from  that  mouth,  I  M  with 
favour. 
And  lovers  yet  unborn  shall  bless  my  ashes. 

Are.  If  she  refuse  me,  yet  my  grave  will  «ed 
And  soldiers  sing  my  epit^ih.  [me, 

Thee,  Make  choice  then ! 

Emi,  I  cannot,  sir;  they  are  both  too  exodknt : 
For  me,  a  hair  shall  never  fall  of  these  men. 

Hip,  What  will  become  of  'em  ? 

Thee,  Thus  I  ordam  it ; 
And,  by  mine  honour,  once  again  it  stands. 
Or  both  shall  die!— Yon   shall   both  to  joor 

country; 
And  each  within  this  month,  aoeompanied 
With  three  fair  knights,  appear  again  in  dui 

place. 
In  which  FU  plant  a  pyramid':  And  whether, 
Before  us  that  are  here,  can  force  his  coesia 
By  fair  and  knightly  strength  to  tondi  the  piUsr. 
He  shall  enjoy  her ;  the  oSier  lose  his  head. 
And  all  his  friends :  Nor  shall  he  grudge  to  ftll. 
Nor  think  he  dies  with  interest  in  this  lady. 
Will  this  content  ye  ? 

Pal,  Yes.    Here,  cousin  Ardte, 
I  am  friends  sgain  tiU  that  honr. 

Aro,  I  embrace  ywk» 

Thee,  Are  you  content,  sister  ? 

Emi.  Yes :  I  must,  sir; 
Else  both  miscarry. 

Thee.  Come,  shake  hands  again  Uien ; 
And  take  heed,  as  yon  are  gentlemen,  this  qstrrd 
Sleep  till  the  hour  prefiz'd,  and  hold  your  cooiw' 

Pal.  We  dare  not  fail  thee,  Thesens, 

Thee.  Come,  I'll  give  ye 
Now  usage  like  to  princes,  and  to  friends. 
When  ye  return,  who  wins,  1*11  settle  here; 
Who  loses,  yet  I'll  weep  upon  his  bier.     iSteoL 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.«-Athsn8.    A  Roam  in  the  Prieon. 

Enter  Jailor  and  a  Friend. 

Jaihr,  Hear  you  no  more  ?  Was  nothing  said 
Concerning  the  escape  of  Palamon  ?  [of  me 

Good  sir,  remember  1 

1  Friend.  Nothing  that  I  heard; 
For  I  came  home  before  the  business 
Was  fully  ended :  Yet  I  might  perodve, 
Ere  I  departed,  a  great  likdihood 
Of  both  their  pardons ;  for  Hippolita, 
And  fair-eyed  Emily,  upon  their  knees 
Begg'd  witii  such  handsome  pity,  that  the  duke 
Methought  stood  staggering  whether  he  should 
His  rash  oath,  or  the  sweet  compassion       [follow 
Of  ^ose  two  ladies ;  and  to  second  them. 


That  truly  noble  prince  Peritfaons, 
Half  his  own  heart  set  in  too,  that  I  hope 
All  shall  be  well :  Ndther  heard  I  one  qoestioB 
Of  your  name,  or  his  'scape. 

Enter  Second  Friend. 

Jailor.  Pray  Heaven,  it  hold  so ! 

2  Friend.  Be  of  good  comfort,  man !  I  briof 
Good  news.  [yoa  n«*», 

Jailor,  They  are  wdoome. 

2  Friend,  Palamon  has  dearM  yon. 
And  got  your  pardon,  and  disoovePd  how 
And  by  whose  means  he  'scaped,  whidi  wis  V^ 

Daughter's, 
Whose  pardon  is  procured  too ;  and  the  priioacr 
(Not  to  be  hdd  ungratelU  to  hu  goodneis) 


SCKNB   Z. 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 


C71 


Hw  ghren  a  tain  of  money  to  her  marriage, 
A  buqge  one,  1*11  assure  yon. 

Jtnlor.  Yon're  a  good  man, 
And  erer  bring  good  news. 

1  Friend.  How  was  it  ended  ? 

2  Friend,  Why,  as  it  should  be ;  they  that  never 

beggM 
But  they  preTail'd,  had  their  suits  £gdrly  granted. 
The  prisoners  have  their  lives. 

1  Friend.  I  knew  'twould  be  so. 

2  Friend,  But  there  be  new  conditions,  which 
At  better  time.  [you'U  hear  of 

Jailor.  I  hope  they  are  good. 
2  Friend,  They  are  honourable ; 
How  good  they'll  prove  I  know  not. 

1  Friend,  'Twill  be  known. 

Enter  Wooer. 

Wooer,  AJas,  sir,  where's  your  Danghter  ? 

Jailor,  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Wooer.  Oh,  sir,  when  did  you  see  her  ? 

2  Friend,  How  he  looks ! 
Jailor.  This  morning. 

Wooer,  Was  she  well  ?   Was  she  in  health,  sir  ? 
When  did  she  sleep  ? 

1  Friend,  These  are  strange  questions. 

Jailor,  I  do  not  think  she  was  very  well ;  for,  now 
You  make  me  mind  her,  but  this  very  day 
I  ask'd  her  questions,  and  she  answered  me 
So  fu  from  what  she  was,  so  childishly. 
So  sillily,  as  if  she  were  a  fool, 
An  innocent !  and  I  was  very  angry. 
But  what  of  her,  sir  ? 

Wooer,  Nothing  but  my  pity ; 
Bat  you  must  know  it,  and  as  good  by  me 
Aa  by  another  that  less  loves  her. 

J^ailor.  WeU,  sir  ? 

1  Friend.  Not  right? 

2  Friend.  Not  well  ? 
Wooer,  No,  sir ;  not  well ; 

'Tis  too  true,  she  is  mad. 

1  Friend.  It  cannot  be. 

Wooer.  Believe,  you'll  find  it  so. 

Jailor,  I  half  suspected 
What  you  [have]  told  me ;  the  gods  comfort  her ! 
Either  this  was  her  love  to  Palamon, 
Or  fear  of  my  miscarrying  on  his  'scape, 
Or  both. 

Wooer.  'Tis  likely. 

Jailor,  But  why  all  this  haste,  sir  ?       [angling 

Wooer,  I'll  teU  you  quickly.     As  I  Ute  was 
In  the  great  lake  that  lies  behind  the  palace. 
From  the  far  shore,  thick  set  with  reeds  and  sedges. 
As  patiently  I  was  attending  sport, 
I  beard  a  voice,  a  shrill  one  ;  and  attentive 
I  gave  my  ear ;  when  I  might  well  perceive 
'Twas  one  that  sung,  and,  by  the  smallness  of  it, 
A  boy  or  woman.     I  then  left  my  angle 
To  his  ovrn  skill,  came  near,  but  yet  perceived  not 
Who  made  the  sound,  the  rushes  and  the  reeds 
Had  so  encompass'd  it :  I  laid  me  down. 
And  listen'd  to  the  words  she  sung ;  for  then. 
Through  a  smaU  glade  cut  by  the  fishermen, 
I  saw  it  was  your  Daughter. 
Jailor,  Pray  go  on,  sir  1 

Wooer.,  She  sung  much,  but  no  sense ;  only  I 
Repeat  this  often :  **  Palamon  is  gone,    [heard  her 
Is  gone  to  th'  wood  to  gather  mulberries ; 
I'll  find  him  out  to-morrow." 

1  Friend.  Pretty  soul  1 


Wooer.  **  His  shackles  will  betray  him,  hell  be 
taken; 
And  what  shall  I  do  then  1  I'll  bring  a  heavy, 
A  hundred  black-eyed  maids  that  love  as  I  do. 
With  chaplets  on  tiieir  heads,  of  daifadillies. 
With  cherry  lips,  and  cheeks  of  damask  roses. 
And  all  we'll  dance  an  antic  'fore  the  duke. 
And  beg  his  pardon."  Then  she  talk'd  of  you,  sir. 
That  you  must  lose  your  head  to-morrow  morning. 
And  she  must  gather  flowers  to  bury  you. 
And  see  the  house  made  handsome :  Then  she  sung 
Nothing  but  "  Willow,  willow,  willow ;"  and  be- 
Ever  was,  "  Palamon,  fair  Pahunon !"         [tween. 
And  "  Palamon  was  a  tall  young  man  1*'  The 

place 
Was  knee-deep  where  she  sat ;  her  careless  tresses, 
A  wreath  of  bull-rush  rounded ;  about  her  stuck 
Thousand  fresh-water  flowers  of  several  colours  ; 
That  methought  she  appear'd  like  the  fair  nymph 
That  feeds  the  lake  with  waters,  or  as  Iris 
Newly  dropt  down  from  Heaven  !  Rings  she  made 
Of  rushes  that  grew  by,  and  to  'em  spoke 
The  prettiest  posies ;  "  Thus  our  true  love's  tied ;" 
*'  This  you  may  loose,  not  me ;"  and  many  a  one : 
And  then  she  wept,  and  sung  again,  and  sigh'd. 
And  with  the  same  breath  smiled,  and  kist  her 

2  Friend.  Alas,  what  pity  'tis  !  [hand. 

Wooer.  I  made  in  to  her ; 
She  saw  me,  and  straight  sought  the  flood ;  I  saved 
And  set  her  safe  to  land  ;  when  presently        [her, 
She  slipt  away,  and  to  the  city  made ; 
With  such  a  cry,  and  swiftness,  that,  believe  me. 
She  left  me  &r  behind  her :  Three,  or  four, 
I  saw  from  far  off  cross  her,  one  of  'em 
I  knew  to  be  your  brother ;  where  she  stav*d, 
And  fell,  scarce  to  be  got  away ;  I  left  them  with 
And  hither  came  to  tell  you.  Here  they  are  I  [her. 

Enter  Brother,  Daughter,  and  othert. 

Dough.  [SiM^#.]  Maiy  you  never  more  eqjoy  the 
light,  dto. 

Is  not  this  a  fine  song  ? 

Brother.  Oh,  a  very  fine  one ! 

Daugh.  I  can  sing  twenty  more. 

Brother.  I  think  you  can. 

Daugh.  Yes,  truly  can  I ;  I  can  sing  the  Broom, 
And  bonny  Robin.    Are  not  you  a  tailor  t 

Brother,  Yes. 

Daugh,  Where's  my  wedding-gown  ? 

Brother.  I'll  bring  it  to-morrow. 

Daugh.  Do  very  rearly ;  I  must  be  abroad  else. 
To  call  the  maids,  and  pay  the  minstrels ; 
For  I  must  lose  my  maidenhead  by  cock-Ught; 
'Twill  never  thrive  else. 

Oh,  fair,  oh,  sweet,  ^o.  \JSingi, 

Brother.  You  must  even  take  it  patiently. 

Jailor.  'Tis  true. 

Daugh.  Crood  even,  good  men  1  Pray  did  you 
Of  one  young  Palamon  ?  [ever  hear 

Jailor.  Yes,  wench,  we  know  him. 

Daugh.  Is't  not  a  fime  young  gentleman  ? 

Jailor.  'TLs  love ! 

Brother.  By  no  means  cross  her ;  she  is  then 
Far  worse  than  now  she  shews.  [distemper'd 

1  Friend.  Yes,  he's  a  fine  man. 

Daugh.  Oh,  is  he  so  1  You  have  a  sister? 

1  Friend.  Yes. 

Daugh,    But  she  shall  never  have  him,  tell 
her  so, 
For  a  trick  that  I  know :  You  had  best  look  to  her, 
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For  if  she  see  him  oncey  she's  gone ;  she's  done. 
And  undone  in  an  hour.    All  the  young  maids 
Of  our  town  are  in  love  with  him ;  but  I  laugh 

at  'em, 
And  let  'em  all  alone ;  is't  not  a  wise  course  ? 

1  Friend.  Yes. 

Daugh,  There  is  at  least  two  hundred  now  with 
child  by  him, 
There  must  be  four;  yet  I  keep  close  for  all  this, 
Close  as  a  cockle ;  and  all  these  must  be  boysy 
He  has  the  trick  on't ;  and  at  ten  years  old 
They  must  be  all  gelt  for  musicians* 
And  sing  the  Wars  of  Theseus. 

2  Fr^nd,  This  is  strange. 

Daugh,  As  ever  you  heard ;  but  say  nothing, 

1  Friend,  No. 

Daugh.  They  come  from  all  parts  of  the  duke- 
dom to  him ; 
I'll  warrant  you,  he  had  not  so  few  last  night 
As  twenty  to  dispatch ;  he'll  tickle't  up 
In  two  hours,  if  his  hand  be  in. 

Jailor.  She's  lost, 
Past  all  cure ! 

Brother.  Heaven  forbid,  man ! 

Daugh.  Come  hither ;  you  are  a  wise  man. 

1  Friend.  Does  she  know  him  ? 

2  Friend.  No ;  'would  she  did ! 
Daugh.  You  are  master  of  a  ship  ? 
Jailor.  Yes. 

Daugh.  Where*8  your  compass  ? 

Jailor.  Here. 

Daugh.  Set  it  to  ^'  North ; 
And  now  direct  your  course  to  the  wood,  where 
Lies  longiug  for  me ;  for  the  tackling      [Palamon 
Let  me  idone :  Come  weigh,  my  hearts,  cheerly ! 

AH,  Owgh,  owgh,  owghl  'tis  up,  the  wind  is 
Top  the  bowling ;  out  wiUi  the  main-sail  I  [fair, 
Where  is  your  whistle,  master  ? 

Brother.  Let's  get  her  in. 

Jailor.  Up  to  the  top,  boy. 

Brother,  Where's  the  pilot  ? 

1  Friend.  Here. 
Daugh,  What  ken'st  thou  ? 

2  Friend.  A  fair  wood. 

Daugh.  Bear  for  it,  master ;  tack  about !  {.Singi. 

Wlun  Cynthia  with  lier  borrow*d  light,  Ac 

iExemU. 


SCENE  II.— A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Emilia  with  two  Pietura. 

Emi,  Yet  I  may  bind  those  wounda  up,  that 

must  open 
And  bleed  to  death  for  my  sake  else :  I'll  choose, 
And  end  their  strife;  two  such  young  handsome 

men 
Shall  never  fall  for  me  :  Their  weeping  mothers. 
Following  the  dead-cold  ashes  of  their  sons. 
Shall  never  curse  my  cruelty.     Good  Heaven, 
What  a  sweet  face  has  Arcite !  If  wise  Nature, 
With  all  her  best  endowments,  all  those  beauties 
She  sows  into  the  births  of  noble  bodies. 
Were  here  a  mortal  woman,  and  had  in  her 
The  coy  denials  of  young  maids,  yet  doubtless 
She  would  run  mad  for  this  man  :  What  an  eye  ! 
Of  what  a  fiery  sparkle,  and  quick  sweetness. 
Has  this  young  prince !  here  Love  himself  sits 
Just  such  another  wanton  Ganymede        [smiling ; 
Set  Jove  a-fire  with,  and  enforoed  ^e  god 


Snatch  np  the  goodly  boy,  and  set  him  by  bin, 
A  shining  constellation  !  what  a  brow. 
Of  what  a  spacious  majesty,  he  carries, 
Arch'd  like  the  great-ejred  Juno's,  bat  fir  sweeter, 
Smoother  than  Pelops'  Moulder!  Fame  and  Honour, 
Methinks,  from  hence,  as  from  a  promontory 
Pointed  in  Heaven,  should  dap  their  wings,  tnii 
To  all  the  under-world,  the  loves  and  fights  [asg 
Of  gods,  and  such  men  near  'em.    Pakmon 
Is  but  his  foil ;  to  him,  a  mere  dull  shadow ; 
He's  swarth  and  meagre,  of  an  eye  as  heavy 
As  if  he  had  lost  his  mother ;  a  still  temper,         i 
No  stirring  in  him,  no  alacrity ; 
Of  all  this  sprightly  sharpness,  not  a  smile. 
Yet  these  that  we  count  errors,  may  become  him: 
Narcissus  was  a  sad  boy,  but  a  heavenly. 
Oh,  who  can  find  the  bent  of  woman's  fiuicj? 
I  am  a  fool,  my  reason  is  lost  in  me  1 
I  have  no  choice,  and  I  have  lied  so  lewdly 
That  women  ought  to  besit  me.     On  my  knees 
I  ask  thy  pardon,  Palamon !  Thou  art  alone. 
And  only  beautifal ;  and  these  thy  eyes, 
These  the  bright  lamps  of  beauty,  that  command 
And  threaten  love,  and  what  young  maid  darecro^ 
What  a  bold  gravity,  and  yet  inviting,         ['em  ? 
Has  this  brown  manly  face  !  Oh,  Love,  this  onlj 
From  this  hour  is  complexion ;  lie  there,  Arcite! 
Thou  art  a  changeling  to  him,  a  mere  gipsy. 
And  this  tiie  noble  body — I  am  sotted. 
Utterly  lost  I  my  virgin's  fidth  has  fled  me. 
For  if  my  brother  but  even  now  had  asked  me 
Whether  I  loved,  I  had  run  mad  for  Arcite; 
Now  if  my  sister,  more  for  Palamon. 
Stand  both  together  1  Now,  come,  ask  me,  lxt)tber; 
Alas,  I  know  not !  aak  me,  now,  sweet  sister; 
I  may  go  look !  What  a  mere  child  is  fanev. 
That,  having  two  fair  gawds  of  equal  sweetoess. 
Cannot  distinguish,  but  must  cry  for  both  !— 

£kler  a  Gentleman. 
How  now,  sir  ? 

Geni.  From  the  noble  duke  your  brother, 
Madam,  I  bring  you  news :  The  knights  are  cone. 

Emi,  To  end  Uie  quarrel  ? 

Gent,  Yes. 

Emi.  *Would  I  might  end  firrt ! 
What  sins  have  I  committed,  chaste  Diana, 
That  my  unspotted  youth  must  now  be  soU'd 
With  blood  of  princes  ?  and  my  chastity 
Be  made  the  altar,  where  the  lives  of  lovers 

S'wo  greater  and  two  better  never  yet 
ade  mothers'  joy)  must  be  the  lacrifioe 
To  my  unhappy  beauty  ? 


Enter  THssaim,  Hifvouta,  Paanwous,  and  Attflidfiia 
Thee.  [Entering.']  Bring  'em  in 


Quickly  by  any  means !  I  long  to  see  '< 
Your  two  contending  lovers  are  retum'd. 
And  with  them  their  fair  knights :  Now,  mj  ^  i 
You  must  love  one  of  them.  [ebter,  , 

Emi,  I  had  rather  both. 
So  neither  for  my  sake  should  fSidl  nntiniely. 

Thes.  Who  saw  'em  ? 

Per.  I  a  while. 

GenL  And  I. 


Enter 

Thee.  From  whence  come  yon,  sir  ? 
Meet.  From  tiie  kni^^ts. 
Thee.  Pray  speak, 
Yon  that  have  seen  them,  what  tliey  are 


SCENE  iir. 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 


673 


MtM*,  I  will,  sir. 
And  truly  what  I  think :  Six  braTer  spirits 
Than  these  they  have  brought,  (if  we  judge  by  the 

outside) 
I  never  saw,  nor  read  of.     He  that  stands 
In  the  first  place  with  Arcite,  by  his  seeming 
Should  be  a  stout  man,  by  his  face  a  prince 
(His  rery  looks  so  say  him) :  his  complexion 
Nearer  a  brown  than  black ;  stem,  and  yet  noble, 
Which  shows  him  hardy,  fearless,  proud  of  dangers ; 
The  circles  of  his  eyes  shew  far  within  him. 
And  as  a  heated  lion,  so  he  looks ; 
His  hair  hangs  long  behind  him,  black  and  shining 
like  ravens'  wings;    his  shoulders    broad,   and 

strong ; 
Arm'd  long  and  round ;  and  on  his  thigh  a  sword 
Hong  by  a  curious  baldrick,  when  he  frowns 
To  sesl  his  will  with ;  better,  o'  my  conscience, 
Was  never  soldier's  friend. 

Thet,  Thou  hast  well  described  him. 

Pet.  Yet  a  great  deal  short, 
Methinks  of  him  that's  first  with  Palamon. 
The*.  Pray  speak  him,  friend. 

Per.  I  guess  he  is  a  prince  too, 
And,  if  it  may  be,  greater ;  for  bis  show 
Has  all  the  ornament  of  honour  in't. 
He*s  somewhat  bigger  than  the  knight  he  spoke  of. 
But  of  a  face  far  sweeter ;  his  complexion 
Is  (as  a  ripe  grape)  ruddy ;  he  has  felt. 
Without  doubt,  what  he  fights  for,  and  so  apter 
To  make  this  cause  his  own ;  in's  face  appears 
AU  the  fair  hopes  of  what  he  undertakes  ; 
And  when  he's  angry,  then  a  settled  valour 
(  Not  tainted  with  extxemes)  runs  through  his  body, 
And  guides  his  arm  to  brave  things ;  fear  he  can- 
not. 
He  shows  no  such  soft  temper ;  his  head's  yellow, 
Hard-hair'd,  and  curl'd,  thick  twined,  like  ivy  tops, 
Not  to  undo  with  thunder ;  in  his  face 
The  livery  of  the  warlike  maid  appears, 
Pure  red  and  white,  for  yet  no  beard  has  blest  him ; 
And  in  his  rolling  eyes  sits  Victory, 
As  if  she  ever  meant  to  crown  his  valour ; 
His  nose  stands  high,  a  character  of  honour, 
His  red  lips,  after  fights,  are  fit  for  ladies. 

£»M.  Most  ^ese  men  die  too  ? 

Per,  When  he  speaks,  his  tongue 
Sounds  like  a  trumpet ;  all  his  lineaments 
Are  as  a  man  would  wish  *em,  strong  and  clean  ; 
He  wears  a  welUsteel'd  axe,  the  staff  of  gold ; 
His  age  some  five-and-twenty. 

Mesa.  There's  another, 
A  little  man,  but  of  a  tough  soul,  seeming 
As  great  as  any ;  fairer  promises 
In  such  a  body  yet  I  never  look'd  on. 

Per.  Oh,  he  that*s  freckle-faced  ? 

MesM,  The  same,  my  lord  : 
Are  they  not  sweet  ones  ? 

Per,   Yes,  they  are  weU. 

Mess.  Methinks, 
Being  so  few,  and  well-disposed,  they  shew 
Great,  and  fine  art  in  Nature.     He's  white-hair'd. 
Not  wanton-white,  but  such  a  manly  colour 
Next  to  an  auburn ;  tough,  and  nimble  set. 
Which  shews  an  active  soul ;  his  arms  are  brawny, 
Ldoed  with  strong  sinews  ;  to  the  shoulder-piece 
Gently  they  swell,  like  women  new-conceived, 
Which  speaks  him  prone  to  labour,  never  fainting 
Under  the  weight  of  arms ;  stout-hearted,  still, 
But,  when  he  stirs,  a  tiger :  he's  grey-eyed, 


Which  yields  compassion  where  he  conquers ;  sharp 
To  spy  advantages,  and  where  he  finds  'em, 
He's  swift  to  make  'em  his  ;  he  does  no  wrongs, 
Nor  takes  none ;  he's  round-faced,  and  when  he 

smiles 
He  shews  a  lover,  when  he  frowns,  a  soldier ; 
About  his  head  he  wears  the  winner's  oak. 
And  in  it  stuck  the  favour  of  his  lady ; 
His  age,  some  six-and-thirty.    In  his  hand 
He  bears  a  charging-stafT,  emboss'd  with  silver. 

The»,  Are  they  all  thus  ? 

Per,  They  are  all  the  sons  of  honour. 

TheM,  Now,  as  I  have  a  soul,  I  long  to  see  'em  1 
Lady,  you  shall  see  men  fight  now. 

Hip,  I  wish  it. 
But  not  the  cause,  my  lord :  They  would  shew 
Bravely  about  the  titles  of  two  kingdoms  ; 
'Tis  pity  Love  should  be  so  tyrannous. — 
Oh,  my  soft-hearted  sister,  what  think  you  ? 
Weep  not,  till  they  weep  blood,  wench !  it  must  be. 

The»,  You  have  steel'd  'em  with  your  beauty. — 
Honour'd  friend. 
To  you  I  give  the  field ;  pray  order  it. 
Fitting  the  persons  that  must  use  it ! 

Per,  Yes,  sir. 

Thei,  Come,  I'll  go  visit  'em :  I  cannot  stay 
(Their  fame  has  fired  me  so)  till  they  appear ; 
Good  friend,  be  royal ! 

Per,  There  shall  want  no  bravery. 

Emi.  Poor  wench,  go  weep  ;  for  whosoever  wins 
Loses  a  noble  cousin  for  thy  sins.  [Bseunt, 


SCENE  l\\,—A  Room  in  the  Prison, 
Enter  Jailor,  Wooer,  and  Doctor. 

Doctor,  Her  distraction  is  more  at  some  time  of 
the  moon  than  at  other  some,  is  it  not  ? 

Jailor,  She  is  continually  in  a  harmless  distem- 
per ;  sleeps  little,  altogether  without  appetite,  save 
often  drinking ;  dreaming  of  another  world,  and  a 
better ;  and  what  broken  piece  of  matter  soe'er  she 
is  about,  the  name  Palamon  lards  it ;  that  she  farces 
every  business  Mtfaal,  fits  it  to  every  question. 

Enter  Daughter. 

Look,  where  she  comes  I  you  shsll  perceive  her 
behaviour. 

Dough.  I  have  forgot  it  quite ;  the  burden  on't 
was  down'O-doton-a  ;  and  penn'd  by  no  worse  man 
than  Giraldo,  Emilia's  schoolmaster :  He's  as  fan- 
tastical too,  as  ever  he  may  go  upon*8  legs  ;  for  in 
the  next  world  will  Dido  see  Palamon,  and  then 
will  she  be  out  of  love  with  ^neas. 

Doctor,  What  stuff's  here  ?  poor  soul ! 

Jailor,  Even  thus  all  day  long. 

Dough,  Now  for  this  charm  that  I  told  you  of : 
you  must  bring  a  piece  of  silver  on  the  tip  of  your 
tongue,  or  no  ferry :  Then  if  it  be  your  chance  to 
come  where  the  blessed  spirits  [are,]  (there's  a 
sight  now)  we  maids  that  have  our  livers  perish'd, 
crack'd  to  pieces  with  love,  we  shall  come  there, 
and  do  noUiing  all  day  long  but  pick  flowers  with 
Proserpine  ;  then  will  I  make  Palamon  a  nosegay ; 
then  let  him — mark  me — ^then ! 

Doctor,  How  prettily  she's  amiss !  note  her  a 
little  farther ! 

Dough,  'Faith,  I'll  tell  you ;  sometime  we  go  to 
barley-break,  we  of  the  bless'd :  Alas,  'tis  a  sore 
life  they  have  i'  th'  other  place,  such  burning,  fry- 
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ifigi  boiling^,  hitsing,  howling,  diattering,  cimiiig, 
oh,  they  have  shrewd  measure ;  take  heeid !  If  one 
be  mad,  or  hang,  or  drown  themselves,  thither  they 
go  ;  Jupiter  bless  us  1  and  there  shall  we  be  put  in 
a  cauldron  of  lead  and  usurers'  grease,  amongst  a 
whole  million  of  cut-purses,  and  there  boil  Uke  a 
gammon  of  bacon  that  will  never  be  enough. 

Doctor,  How  her  brain  coins ! 

Daugh,  Lords  and  courtiers,  that  have  got  maids 
with  child,  they  are  in  this  place ;  they  shall  stand 
in  fire  up  to  the  navel,  and  m  ice  up  to  the  heart, 
and  there  the  offending  part  bums,  and  the  deoeiy- 
ing  part  freeses :  In  troth,  a  very  grievous  punish- 
ment, as  one  would  think,  for  such  a  trifle  1  believe 
me,  one  would  marry  a  leprous  witch,  to  be  rid  on't, 
I'll  assure  you. 

Doctor,  How  she  continues  this  fancy !  'Tis  not 
an  engrafted  madness,  but  a  most  thick  and  pro- 
found melancholy. 

Daugh,  To  hear  there  a  proud  lady,  and  a  proud 
city-wife,  howl  together !  I  were  a  beast,  an  I'd 
call  it  good  sport :  one  cries,  "  Oh,  this  smoke  1 " 
another,  *'  this  fire !  "  one  cries,  *'  Oh,  that  ever  I 
did  it  behind  the  arras ! "  and  then  howls ;  the 
other  curses  a  suing  fellow  and  her  garden-house. 

I  will  be  true,  my  stan,  my  Ikte,  fto. 

IBxil  Daughter. 

Jailor,  What  think  yon  of  her,  sir  ? 

Doctor,  I  think  she  has  a  perturbed  mind  which 
I  cannot  minister  to. 

Jailor.  Alas,  what  then  ? 

Doctor,  Understand  you  she  ever  affected  any 
man,  ere  she  beheld  Palamon  ? 

Jailor,  I  was  once,  sir,  in  great  hope  she  had 
fixed  her  liking  on  this  gentleman,  my  friend. 

Wooer,  I  d&  think  so  too ;  and  would  account 


I  had  a  great  pea'wmth  on't,  to  give  half  my  state, 
tiiat  bo£  she  and  I  at  this  praaent  stood  unfeigB- 
edly  on  the  same  terms. 

Doctor,  That  intemperate  suifeit  of  her  eye  hath 
distemper'd  the  other  senses ;  they  may  retnraand  set. 
tie  again  to  execute  their  preordain'd  Acuities ;  but 
they  are  now  in  a  most  extravagant  vagary.  Tliis  yoo 
must  do :  confine  her  to  a  place  where  the  light  maj 
rather  aeem  to  steal  in  than  be  permitted.  Tske 
upon  you  (young  sir,  her  friend)  the  name  of  Pala- 
mon ;  say  you  oome  to  eat  with  her,  and  to  com- 
mune of  love ;  thia  will  catch  her  attention,  fiK  this 
her  mind  beats  upon :  other  objects  that  are  in- 
sorted  'tween  her  mind  and  eye,  become  tiie  pranks 
and  firisldns  of  her  madness ;  sing  to  her  such  green 
songs  of  love,  as  she  says  Palamon  hath  sung  in 
prison  ;  oome  to  her,  stuck  in  as  sweet  flowers  as 
the  season  is  mistress  of,  and  thereto  make  an  ad- 
dition  of  some  other  compounded  odonrsy  which  arc 
g^teful  to  the  sense  :  all  this  shall  become  Pala- 
mon, for  Palamon  can  sing,  and  Palamon  is  sweet, 
and  every  good  thing ;  dettre  to  eat  vrith  her,  carve 
her,  drink  to  her,  and  still  among  intermingjie  your 
petition  of  .grace  and  acceptance  into  her  favour ; 
learn  what  maids  have  been  her  companions,  and 
play-pheers  ;  and  let  them  repair  to  her  with  Pa- 
lamon in  their  mouths,  and  appear  vrith  tokens,  as 
if  they  suggested  for  him :  It  is  a  fidaehood  she  is 
in,  which  is  with  fidsehoods  to  be  combated.  This 
may  bring  her  to  eat,  to  sleep,  and  rednoe  what*» 
now  out  of  aquare  in  her,  into  dieir  former  law  and 
regiment :  I  have  seen  it  approved,  how  many  times 
I  know  not ;  but  to  make  the  number  more,  I  have 
great  hope  in  this.  I  will,  between  the  paaaagcs  of 
this  project,  come  in  with  my  appliance.  Let  us 
put  it  in  execution ;  and  hasten  the  sttcceas,  which, 
doubt  not,  will  bring  forth  comfort.  C£m«jU. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. — Before  the  Temple  af  Marg,  which 
appears  in  the  Back-ground. 

A  FUmrisk.    Enter  Thubcb,  Paainious,  Hippolita,  and 

AHflndanta. 

Thes,  Now  let  'em  enter,  and  before  the  gods 
Tender  their  holy  prayers !  let  the  temples 
Bum  bright  with  sacred  fires,  and  the  altars 
In  hallow'd  clouds  commend  their  swelling  incense 
To  those  above  us !     Let  no  due  be  wanting  ! 
They  have  a  noble  work  in  hand,  will  honour 
The  very  powers  that  love  'em. 

A  Flourish  of  Comelt,  Enter  PAXiAMON,  Aacnra,  and  Ouir 

Knights. 

Per,  Sir,  they  enter. 

Thet,  You  valiant  and  strong-hearted  enemies, 
You  royal  germane  foes,  that  this  day  come 
To  blow  that  nearness  out  that  flames  between 

ye. 

Lay  by  your  anger  for  an  hour,  and  dove-like 

Before  tiiie  holy  altars  of  your  helpers 

(The  all-fear'd  gods)  bow  down   your  stubborn 

bodies ! 
Your  ire  is  more  than  mortal ;  so  your  help  be  1 
And,  as  the  gods  regard  ye,  fight  with  justice  I 
rU  leave  you  to  your  prayers,  and  betwixt  ye 
I  part  my    '  * 


Per,  Honour  crown  the  worthiest ! 
lExeunt  att  but  Palamoh ,  Ancfra,  and  the^  Kalghto. 

Pal,  The  glass  is  running    now  that  oannoC 
finish 
Till  one  of  us  expire :  Think  you  but  thus ; 
That  vrere  there  aught  in  me  which  strove  to  shew 
Mine  enemy  in  this  business,  were't  one  eye 
Against  another,  arm  oppress'd  by  arm, 
I  would  destroy  th'  offenider ;  cos,  I  would, 
Though  parcel  of  myself  1  then  from  this  gather 
How  I  should  tender  yon ! 

Are,  I  am  in  labour 
To  push  your  name,  your  antient  love,  our  kindred, 
Out  of  my  memory ;  and  i'  th'  self-same  place 
To  seat  something  I  would  confound :  So  hoist  ve 
The  sails,  that  must  these  vessels  port  even  when 
The  heavenly  Limiter  pleases  ! 

Pal,  You  speak  well : 
Before  I  turn,  let  me  embrace  thee,  ooarin ! 
This  I  shall  never  do  again. 

jirc.  One  farewell ! 

Pal,  Why,  let  it  be  so :  Farewell,  oos ! 

Arc,  Farewell,  sir  I — 

[IZmuhI  PAi.AJM>ir  aM  M«  KB%htt.    I 

Knights,  kinsmen,  lovers,  yea,  my  sactifiees. 
True  worshippers  of  Mars,  whose  spirit  in  you 
Expels  the  seeds  of  fear,  and  th'  apprdienaioa, 
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Which  still  is  father  of  it,  go  wi^  me 
Before  the  god  of  our  profeaaon !    lliere 
Require  of  him  the  hearta  of  lions,  and 
The  breath  of  tigers,  jea,  Uie  fierceness  too  I 
Yea,  the  speed  also  I  to  go  on,  I  mean, 
Elie  wish  we  to  be  snails :  yon  know  m  j  priae 
Milt  be  dngg'd  oat  of  blood !  force  and  great  feat 
Moat  pot  my  garlsnd  on,  where  she  will  stick 
The  queen  of  flowers ;  our  intercession  then 
Moat  be  to  him  that  makes  the  camp  a  cestron 
Brimm'd  with  the  blood  of  men ;  give  me  yonr  aid, 
And  bend  yonr  spirits  towards  him ! — 

[Tlujf  enter  the  TempU,  and/att  prattrate  b^ore  the 

Statue  ^tUaB. 
Thoa  mighty  one,  that  with  thy  power  hast  tum'd 
Green  Neptnne  into  pnrple ;  [whose  approach] 
Comets  prewam ;  whose  havock  in  vast  field 
Uacsrthed  skolla  proclaim ;  whose  breath  blows 

down 
T^t  teeming  Ceres*  foyzon ;  who  dost  plnck 
With  hand  armipotent  from  forth  blue  clouds 
The  mason'd    turrets ;    that    both    mak'st   and 

break'st 
The  stony  girths  of  cities ;  me  thy  pupil, 
YooDgest  follower  of  thy  drum,  instruct  this  day 
With  military  skill,  that  to  thy  laud 
I  may  advance  my  streamer,  and  by  thee 
Be  styled  the  lord  o'  th'  day!  Give  me,  great  Mars, 
Some  token  of  thy  pleasure  1 

iBtrt  tkep/att  on  their /acee  at  formerly,  and  there  is 

heard  danging  of  armour,  with  a  short  thunder,  oi 

the  buret  qf  a  battle,  whereupon  they  aU  rise,  and 

bote  to  the  <Mar. 
Oh,  great  corrector  of  enormous  times, 
Shaker  of  o'er-rank  states,  thou  grand  decider 
Of  dusty  and  old  titles,  that  heal'st  with  blood 
The  earth  when  it  is  sick,  and  cur'st  the  world 
0'  th'  plurisy  of  people ;  I  do  take 
Thy  signs  aospidously,  and  in  thy  name 
To  m J  design  march  boldly.    Let  us  go  1  IBxeunt. 


SCENE  ll.^The  Temple  of  Venue. 

BUerFALAuom  and  hie  KBit^tB,/aUproetrate,  and  rise 

again. 

Pal,  Our  stars  must  glister  with  new  fire,  or  be 
To^y  extinct :  Our  argument  is  lore, 
^liich  if  the  goddess  of  it  grant,  she  gives 
Victory  too :  llien  blend  yonr  spirits  with  mine, 
Yon,  whose  free  nobleness  do  make  my  cause 
Yoor  personal  hazard  1    To  the  goddess  Venus 
Commend  we  our  proceeding,  and  implore 
Her  power  unto  our  party  !—  IThey  kneel 

Hail,  sovereign  queen  of  secrets  I  who  hast  power 
To  call  the  fiercest  tyrant  from  his  rage, 
To  weep  unto  a  girl ;  that  hast  the  might 
Even  with  an  eye-glanoe  to  choak  Mars's  drum. 
And  torn  th'  alarm  to  whispers ;  that  canst  mske 
A  cripple  flourish  with  his  crutch,  and  cure  him 
Before  Apollo ;  that  may'st  force  the  king 
To  be  his  subject's  vassal,  and  induce 
Stale  Gravity  to  dance ;  the  polled  bachelor, 
(Whose  youth,  like  wanton  boys  through  bonfires. 
Have  skipt  thy  flame)  at  seventy  thou  canst  catch, 
And  make  him,  to  the  scorn  of  his  hoarse  throat 
Abuse  young  lays  of  love.    What  godlike  power 
Hast  thou  not  power  upon  ?    To  Phoebus  thou 
Add'st  flames,  hotter  than  his ;  the  heavenly  fires 
Did  scorch  his  mortal  son,  thine  him  ;  the  huntress 
AU  moist  and  cold,  some  say,  began  to  throw 


Her  bow  away,  and  vffk ;  take  to  thy  grace 
Me,  thy  vow'd  soldier  1  who  do  bear  thy  yoke 
As  'twere  a  wreath  of  roses,  yet  is  heavier 
Than  lead  itself,  stings  more  than  nettles : 
I  have  never  been  foul-mouth'd  against  thy  law ; 
Ne'er  reveal'd  secret,  for  I  knew  none,  would  not 
Had  I  ken'd  all  that  were ;  I  never  practised 
Upon  man's  wife,  nor  would  the  libels  read 
Of  liberal  wits ;  1  never  at  great  feasts 
Sought  to  betray  a  beauty,  but  have  blush'd 
At  simpering  sirs  that  did ;  I  have  been  harsh 
To  large  confessors,  and  have  hotly  ask'd  them 
If  they  had  mothers  ?     I  had  one,  a  woman. 
And  women  'twere  they  wrong'd.    I  knew  a  man 
Of  eighty  winters,  (this  I  told  them)  who 
A  lass  of  fourteen  brided ;  'twas  thy  power 
To  put  life  into  dust ;  the  aged  cramp 
Had  screw'd  his  square  foot  round, 
Tlie  gout  had  knit  his  fingers  into  knots. 
Torturing  convulsions  finm  his  globy  eyes 
Had  slmost  drawn  their  spheres,  that  what  was  life 
In  him  seem'd  torture ;  this  anatomy 
Had  by  his  young  fair  pheer  a  boy,  and  I 
Believed  it  was  his,  for  she  swore  it  was, 
And  who  would  not  believe  her  ?     'Brief,  I  am 
To  those  that  prate,  and  have  done,  no  companion ; 
To  those  that  boast,  and  have  not,  a  defier ; 
To  those  that  would,  and  cannot,  a  rejoicer : 
Yea,  him  I  do  not  love,  that  tells  dose  offices 
The  foulest  way,  nor  names  concealments  in 
The  boldest  language ;  such  a  one  I  am. 
And  vow  that  lover  never  yet  made  sigh 
Truer  than  I.    Oh,  then,  most  soft  sweet  goddess. 
Give  me  the  victory  of  this  question,  which 
Is  true  love's  merit,  and  bless  me  with  a  sign 
Of  thy  great  pleasure ! 

IHere  music  is  heard,  doves  are  seen  to  flutter,  they 
faUiagain  upon  their  facet,  then  on  their  knees. 
Oh,  thou  that  from  eleven  to  ninety  reign'st 
In  mortal  bosoms,  whose  chace  is  this  world. 
And  we  in  herds  thy  game,  I  give  thee  thanks 
For  this  fair  token  1  which  being  laid  unto 
Mine  innocent  true  heart,  arms  in  assurance 
My  body  to  this  business.     Let  us  rise 
And  bow  before  the  goddess !    Time  comes  on. 

IThey  bow,  and  exeunt. 


SCENE  III.— TAtf  Temple  qf  Diana. 

IStitt  music  cf  records, 
Enter  Ejiiua  in  white,  her  hair  t^out  her  shoulders,  a 
wheaten  wreath  ;  one  in  white  holding  up  her  train, 
her  hair  stuck  with  flowers ;  one  b^ore  her  carrying 
a  silver  Hind,  in  which  is  conveyed  incense  and  sweet 
odours,  which  being  set  upon  the  Altar,  her  Maid 
standing  aloqf,  the  tettfire  to  it  t  then  they  eurtety 
and  kneel. 

Emi,  Oh,  sacred,  shadowy,  cold  and  constant 
queen, 
Abandoner  of  revels,  mute,  contemplative. 
Sweet,  solitary,  white  as  chaste,  and  pure 
As  wind-fann'd  snow,  who  to  thy  female  knights 
Allow'st  no  more  blood  than  will  make  a  blu^. 
Which  is  their  order's  robe ;  I  here,  thy  priest. 
Am  humbled  'fore  thine  altar.     Oh,  vouchsafe. 
With  that  thy  rare  green  eye,  which  never  yet 
Beheld  thing  maculate,  look  on  thy  virgin ! 
And,  sacred  silver  mistress,  lend  thine  ear 
(Which  ne'er  heard  scurril  term,  into  whose  port 
Ne'er  enter'd  wanton  sound)  to  my  petition, 
Season'd  with  holy  fear  1  This  is  my  last 
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Of  vestal  office ;  I  am  bride-habited, 

Bat  maiden-hearted ;  a  hiuband  I  have  'pointed, 

But  do  not  know  him  ;  out  of  two  I  should 

Chuse  one,  and  pray  for  his  success,  but  I 

Am  guiltless  of  election  of  mine  eyes  ; 

Were  1  to  lose  one,  (they  are  equal  predous) 

I  could  doom  neither ;  that  which  perish'd  should 

Go  to't  unsentenced  :   Therefore,  most  modest 

queen. 
He,  of  the  two  pretenders,  that  best  loves  me 
And  has  the  truest  title  in't.  Let  him 
Take  off  my  wheaten  garland,  or  else  grant 
The  file  and  quality  I  hold  I  may 
Continue  in  thy  band ! 

lUere  the  Hind  vantthet  under  the  Altar,  and  in  the 
place  ascends  a  rose-tree,  having  one  rose  upon  it. 
See  what  our  eeneral  of  ebbs  and  flows 
Out  from  the  bowels  of  her  holy  altar 
With  sacred  act  advances  ?  But  one  rose  ? 
If  well  inspired,  this  battle  shall  confound 
Both  these  brave  knights,  and  I  a  virgin  flower 
Must  grow  alone  unplnck'd. 

iHere  is  heard  a  sudden  twang  t^  inttrvmadXt  and 
the  rose /alls  ftrom  the  tree. 
The  flower  is  fallen,  the  tree  descends  1  Oh,  mis- 
tress, 
Thou  here  dischargest  me ;  I  shall  be  gather'd, 
1  think  so  ;  but  I  know  not  thine  own  will : 
Unclasp  thy  mystery  1 — I  hope  she's  pleased  ; 
Her  signs  were  gracious. 

IThep  eurtesp,  and  exeunt. 


SCENE   IV.— ^  darkened  Apartment   in   the 

Prison. 

Enter  Doctor,  Jailor,  and  Wooer  (in  habit  qfFALAuon.) 

Doctor.  Has  this  advice  I  told  you  done  any 
good  upon  her  ? 

Wooer.  Oh,  very  much :  The  maids  that  kept 
her  company 
Have  half  persuaded  her  that  I  am  Palamon ; 
Within  this  half  hour  she  came  smiling  to  me. 
And  asked  me  what  I  would  eat,  and  when  I 

would  kiss  her : 
I  told  her  presently,  and  kiss'd  her  twice. 

Doctor,  'Twas  well  done  I    twenty  times  had 
been  far  better ; 
For  there  the  cure  lies  mainly. 

Wooer,  Tlien  she  told  me 
She  would  watch  with  me  to-night,  for  well  she 
What  hour  my  fit  wdldd  take  me.  [knew 

Doctor,  Let  her  do  so ; 
And  when  your  fit  comes,  fit  her  home  and  pre- 

Wooer,  She  would  have  me  sing.  [sently ! 

Doctor,  You  did  so  ? 

Wooer,  No. 

Doctor.  'Twas  very  ill  done  then ; 
You  should  observe  her  every  way. 

Wooer.  Alas, 
I  have  no  voice,  sir,  to  confirm  her  that  way. 

Doctor.  That's  all  one,  if  you  make  a  noise : 
If  she  entreat  again,  do  anything ; 
Lie  with  her,  if  she  ask  you. 

Jailor.  Hoa,  there.  Doctor  I 

Doctor.  Yes,  in  the  way  of  cure. 

Jailor.  But  first,  by  your  leave, 
I'  th'  way  of  honesty  1 

Doctor.  That's  but  a  nioeness  : 
Ne'er  cast  your  child  away  for  honesty ; 


Cure  her  first  this  way ;  then,  if  she  will  be  honest, 
She  has  the  path  before  her. 

Jailor,  Thank  yon.  Doctor ! 

Doctor,  Pray  bring  her  in. 
And  let's  see  how  she  is. 

Jailor,  I  will,  and  tell  her 
Her  Palamon  stays  for  her :  But,  Doctor, 
Methinks  you  are  i'  th'  wrong  stilL  [Exit 

Doctor,  Go,  go !   you  fittfaers  are  fine  foob : 
Her  honesty  ? 
An  we  should  give  her  physic  till  we  find  that— 

Wooer.  Why,  do  yon  think  she  is  not  honest.- 

Doctor.  How  old  is  she  ?  [sir? 

Wooer,  She's  eighteen. 

Doctor,  She  may  be ; 
But  that's  all  one,  'tis  nothing  to  onr  purpose : 
Whate'er  her  father  says,  if  yon  perceive 
Her  mood  inclining  that  way  that  I  spoke  of. 
Videlicet,  the  way  of  flesh — you  have  me  ? 

Wooer,  Yes,  very  well,  sir. 

Doctor,  Please  her  appetite, 
And  do  it  home ;  it  cures  her,  ipso  facto. 
The  melancholy  humour  that  infects  her. 

Wooer,  I  am  of  your  mind,  Doctor. 

Enter  Jailor,  Dangfater,  and  MaM. 

Doctor,  You'll  find  it  so.     She  comes;  pny 
humour  her ! 

Jailor.  Come;  your  love  Palamon  stays  fior  yoo, 
child; 
And  has  done  this  long  hour,  to  visit  you. 

Daugh,  I  thank  him  for  his  gentle  patience ; 
He's  a  kind  gentleman,  and  I'm  much  booiid  to 
Did  you  ne'er  see  the  horse  he  gave  me  ?      [bio. 

Jailor,  Yes. 

Daugh,  How  do  you  like  him  ? 

Jailor.  He's  a  very  fair  one. 

Daugh.  You  never  saw  him  dance. 

Jailor.  No. 

Daugh,  I  have  often ; 
He  dances  very  finely,  very  comely ; 
And,  for  a  jig,  come  cut  and  long  tiSl  to  him  I 
He  turns  you  like  a  top. 

Jailor,  That's  fine  indeed. 

Daugh.  He'll  dance  the  morris  twenty  mile  aa 
hour, 
And  that  will  founder  the  best  hobbj-horse 
(If  I  have  any  skill)  in  all  the  parish ; 
And  gallops  to  the  tune  of  Light  o'  Love : 
What  think  you  of  this  horse  ? 

Jailor.  Having  these  virtues, 
I  think  he  might  be  brought  to  play  at  tennii. 

Daugh,  Alas,  that's  nothing. 

Jailor,  Can  he  write  and  read  too  ? 

Daugh.  A  very  fair  hand ;  and  casts  himself  the 
accounts 
Of  all  his  hay  and  provender ;  that  hostier 
Must  rise  betime  mat  oosens  him.    Yoa  knov 
Tlie  chesnut  mare  the  duke  has  ? 

Jaikfr.  Very  well. 

Daugh.  She  is  horribly  in  love  with  him,  poor 
beast; 
But  he  is  like  1^  master,  coy  and  soomfnL 

Jailor,  What  dowrv  has  die  ? 

Daugh.  Some  two  hundred  bottles 
And  twenty  strike  of  oats  :  But  hell  ne'er  bi^e 
He  lisps  in's  neighing,  able  to  entice  [^' 

A  miller's  mare ;  he'll  be  the  death  of  her. 

Doctor.  What  stuff  she  utters  ! 

Jailor,  Make  curt'sy  ;  here  your  love  oooc* 
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Wooer.  Pretty  soul, 
How  do  yoo?    That's  a  fine  maid  I   there's  a 
cort'sj! 

Dough.  Yours  to  command,  i'  th'  way  of  ho- 
nesty. 
How  £ur  is't  now  to  th'  end  o'  th'  world,  my  mas- 

Doetor,  Why,  a  day's  journey,  wench,      [ters  ? 

Dough,  Will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Wooer,  What  shall  we  do  there,  wench  ? 

Dough.  Why,  play  at  stool-ball : 
What  M  there  else  to  do  ? 
I      Wooer.  I  am  content, 
j  If  we  shall  keep  our  wedding  there. 
I      Daugh,  'Tis  true ; 
For  there  I  will  assure  you  we  shall  find 
Some  blind  priest  for  the  purpose,  that  will  venture 
To  marry  us,  for  here  they  are  nice  and  foolish ; 
Besides,  my  fiither  must  be  hang'd  to-morrow, 
And  that  would  be  a  blot  i'  th'  business. 
Are  not  you  Palamon? 

Wooer,  Do  not  you  know  me  ? 

Daugh,  Yes ;  but  you  care  not  for  me  !  I  have 
nothing 
Bot  this  poor  petticoat,  and  two  coarse  smocks. 

Wooer,  That's  all  one  ;  1  will  have  you. 

Daugh,  Will  you  surely  ? 

Wooer,  Yes ;  by  this  fair  hand,  wiU  I. 

Daugh.  We'U  to  bed  then. 

Wooer,  Even  when  you  will. 

Jailor.  Oh,  sir,  you  would  fain  be  nibbling. 

Wooer,  Why  do  you  rub  my  kiss  off  ? 

J>augh,  *Tb  a  sweet  one. 
And  will  perfume  me  finely  'gainst  the  wedding, 
la  not  this  your  cousin  Arcite  ? 

Doctor,  Yes,  sweetheart ; 
And  I  am  glad  my  cousin  Palamon 
Hu  made  so  fair  a  choice. 

Aatf^A.  Do  yon  think  he'U  have  me  ? 

Doctor.  Yes,  without  doubt 

Daugh.  Do  you  think  so  too  ? 
JaUor,  Yes. 

Daugh,  We  shall  have  many  children.    Lord, 
how  you're  grown  1 
My  Palamon  I  hope  will  grow  too,  finely, 
Now  he's  at  liberty  :  Alas,  poor  chicken. 
He  was  kept  down  with  hard  meat,  and  ill  lodging, 
But  I  will  kiss  him  up  again. 

Enter  a  Meaaengvr. 

^ett.  What  do  you  here  ? 
You'll  lose  the  noblest  sight  that  e'er  was  seen. 

Jaiior.  Are  they  i'  th'  field  ? 

Meg*.  They  are : 
Yon  bear  a  charge  there  too. 

Jtdlor.  Vn  away  straight 

I  most  even  leave  you  here. 

Doctor.  Nay,  we'll  go  with  you  ; 
1  win  not  lose  the  fight. 

Jailor.  How  did  you  like  her  ? 

I^tor,  vn  warrant  you  within  these  three  or 
four  days 
ni  make  her  right  again. — ^You  must  not  from  her, 
Bat  still  preserve  her  in  this  way, 

^(»oer,  I  wiU. 

Ooc/or.  Lef  s  get  her  in. 

Wooer.  Come,  sweet,  we'U  go  to  dinner ; 
And  then  well  play  at  cards. 

^<^gh.  And  shall  we  kiss  too  ? 

Wooer,  A  hundred  times. 

I^augh.  And  twenty  ? 
»oi.  n. 


Wooer,  Ay,  and  twenty. 

Daugh.  And  then  we'U  sleep  together  ? 

Doctor.  Take  her  offer. 

Wooer.  Yes,  marry  will  we. 

Daugh.  But  you  shall  not  hurt  me. 

Wooer,  I  will  not,  sweet. 

Daugh.  If  you  do,  love,  I'U  cry.  lExeunt, 


SCENE  V — An  Apartment  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Tbcscus,  HipPOLrrA,  Emilia,  Psrithoos,  ami 

Attendants. 

Emi,  I'll  no  step  further. 

Per.  WiU  you  lose  this  sight  ? 

Emi,  I  had  rather  see  a  wren  hawk  at  a  fiy, 
Than  this  decision  :  Every  blow  that  falls 
Threats  a  brave  life  ;  each  stroke  Uroents 
The  place  whereon  it  faUs,  and  sounds  more  like 
A  beU,  than  blade  :  I  will  stay  here : 
It  is  enough,  my  hearing  shaU  be  punish'd 
With  what  shall  happen,  ('gainst  the  which  there  is 
No  deafing)  but  to  hear,  not  taint  mine  eye 
With  dread  sights  it  may  shun. 

Per.  Sir,  my  good  lord, 
Your  sister  will  no  further. 

The*.  Oh,  she  must ; 
She  shaU  see  deeds  of  honour  in  their  kind, 
Which  sometime  shew  weU,  pencill'd :  Nature  now 
ShaU  make  and  act  the  story,  the  beUef 
Both  seal'd  with  eye  and  ear.    You  must  be  pre- 
sent; 
Yon  are  the  victor's  meed,  the  price  and  garland 
To  crown  the  question's  title, 

Emi.  Pardon  me ; 
If  I  were  there,  I'd  wink. 

Thes.  You  must  be  there ; 
This  trial  is  as  'twere  i'  th'  night,  and  you 
The  only  star  to  shine. 

Emi.  I  am  extinct : 
There  is  but  envy  in  that  light,  which  shews 
The  one  the  other.     Darkness,  which  ever  was 
The  dam  of  Horror,  who  does  stand  accursed 
Of  many  mortal  miUions,  may  even  now, 
By  casting  her  black  mantle  over  both 
That  neither  could  find  other,  get  herself 
Some  part  of  a  good  name,  and  many  a  murder 
Set  off  whereto  she's  guUty. 

Hip.  You  must  go. 

Emi.  In  faith  I  wiU  not. 

Thes.  Why,  the  knights  must  kindle 
Their  valour  at  your  eye :  Know,  of  this  war 
You  are  the  treasure,  and  must  needs  be  by 
To  give  the  service  pay. 

Emi.  Sir,  pardon  me ; 
The  title  of  a  kingdom  may  be  tried 
Out  of  itself. 

Thes.  WeU,  weU  then,  at  your  pleasure  ! 
Those  that  remain  with  you  could  wish  their  office 
To  any  of  their  enemies. 
Hip.  FareweU,  sister! 
I  am  Uke  to  know  your  husband  'fore  yourself, 
By  some  small  start  of  time :  He  whom  the  gods 
Do  of  the  two  know  best,  I  pray  them  he 
Be  made  your  lot  I 

lEjceunt  Thbskus,  Hippolita,  Pbritrovs,  S;e. 
Emi.  Arcite  is  gently  visaged ;  yet  his  eye 
Is  like  an  engine  bent,  or  a  sharp  weapon 
In  a  soft  sheath ;  Mercy,  and  manly  courage. 
Are  bedfellows  in  his  visage.    Palamon 
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Has  a  most  menacing  asp^t ;  his  brow 

Is  graved,  and  seems  to  bury  what  it  frowns  on ; 

Yet  sometimes  'tis  not  so,  but  alters  to 

The  quality  of  his  thoughts ;  long  time  his  eye 

Will  dwell  upon  his  object ;  melancholy 

Becomes  him  nobly ;  so  does  Arcite's  mirth ; 

But  Palamon's  sadness  is  a  kind  of  mirth, 

So  mingled,  as  if  Mirth  did  make  him  sad, 

And  Sadness,  merry ;  those  darker  humours  that 

Stick  misbecomingly  on  others,  on  him 

live  in  fidr  dwelling. 

IComets.    Trumpets  scund  oitoa  charge,  within. 
Hark,  how  yon  spurs  to  spirit  do  incite 
The  princes  to  their  proof !    Arcite  may  win  me ; 
And  yet  may  Palamon  wound  Arcite,  to 
The  spoiling  of  his  figure.     Oh,  what  pity 
Enough  for  such  a  chance  I     If  I  were  by, 
I  might  do  hurt ;  for  they  would  glance  their  eyes 
Toward  my  seat,  and  in  that  motion  might 
Omit  a  ward,  or  forfeit  an  offence. 
Which  craved  that  very  time ;  it  is  much  better 
I  am  not  there :  oh,  better  never  bom 
Than  minister  to  such  harm ! — 

{Cornets.    Cry  veithin ,  A  Falamon !] 
— What  is  the  chance  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  The  cry's  a  Palamon. 
Emi.  Then  he  has  won.     'Twas  ever  likely : 
He  look'd  all  grace  and  success,  and  he  is 
Doubtless  the  prim*st  of  men.    I  pr'3rthee  run 
And  tell  me  how  it  goes. 

IShoutt  and  Comets  i  erp,  A  Palamon. 
Serv,  Still  Palamon. 

Emi,   Run  and  enquire.    Poor  servant,  thou 
hast  lost ! 
Upon  my  right  side  still  I  wore  thy  picture, 
Palamon's  on  the  left :  Why  so,  I  know  not ; 
1  had  no  end  in't  else ;  Chance  would  have  it  so. 
On  the  sinister  side  the  heart  lies ;  Palamon 
Had  the  best  boding  chance. — [Another  cry  and 
shout  ufiihinf  and  Comets.} — ^Thia  burst 
of  clamour 
Is  sure  the  end  o'  the  combat. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv,   They  said  that   Palamon   had  Arcite's 
body 
Within  an  inch  o'  th*  pyramid,  that  the  cry 
Was  general  **  a  Palamon  i**  but  anon, 
The  assistants  made  a  brave  redemption,  and 
The  two  bold  tilters  at  this  instant  are 
Hand  to  hand  at  it. 

Emi,  Were  they  metamorphosed 
Both  into  one — Oh,  why  ?  there  were  no  woman 
Worth  so  composed  a  man  1     Their  single  share. 
Their  nobleness  peculiar  to  them,  gives 
The  prejudice  of  disparity,  value's  shortness 
To  any  lady  breathing — More  exulting  ? 

IComets.    Cry  within,  Arcite,  Aidte ! 
Palamon  still  ? 

Serv,  Nay,  now  the  sound  is  Arcite. 

Emi.  I  pr'ythee  lay  attention  to  the  cry ; 
Set  both  thine  ears  to  th'  business. 

{Cornels.    A  great  shout,  and  cry,  Arcite,  Victory ! 

Serv,  The  cry  is 
Arcite,  and  Victory  1     Hark  !  Arcite,  victory  1 
The  combat's  consummation  is  proclaim'd 
By  the  wind  instruments. 

Emi.  Half  sights  saw 
That  Arcite  was  no  babe :  God*s  lid,  his  richness 


And  costliness  of  spirit  look'd  thrcragh  him !   it 
No  more  be  hid  in  him  than  fire  in  flax,       [could 
Than  humble  banks  can  go  to  law  with  waters. 
That  drift-winds  force  to  raging.     I  did  think 
Good  Palamon  would  miscarry ;  yet  I  knew  not 
Why  I  did  think  so :  Our  reasons  are  not  prophets. 
When  oft  our  fancies  are.     They  are  coming  off; 
Alas,  poor  Palamon  1  l(^>meit. 

Enter  Th<8bct,  Hippouta,  PsjirrHOCB,  Aacm  as  Tirtor, 

Attendants,  SfC. 

Thes,  Lo,  where  our  sister  is  in  expectation. 
Yet  quaking  and  unsettled.     Fairest  Emilia, 
The  gods,  by  their  divine  arbitrament, 
Have  given  you  this  knight :  He  is  a  good  one 
As  ever  struck  at  head.     Give  me  your  hands ! 
Receive  you  her,  you  him  ;  be  plighted  with 
A  love  that  grows  as  you  decay ! 

Are.  EmUy, 
To  buy  you  I  have  lost  what's  dearest  to  me. 
Save  what  is  bought ;  and  yet  I  purdiase  cheaply. 
As  I  do  rate  your  value. 

Thes.  Oh,  loved  sister, 
He  speaks  now  of  as  brave  a  knight  as  e'er 
Did  spur  a  noble  steed :  Surely  the  gods 
Would  have  him  die  a  bachelor,  lest  his  race 
Should  shew  i'  th'  world  too  godlike !  His  behaviour 
So  charm'd  me,  that  methonght  Alcides  was 
To  him  a  sow  of  lead :  If  I  could  praise 
Each  part  of  him  to  th'  all  I  hate  spoke,  yoor 

Arcite 
Did  not  lose  by't ;  for  he  that  was  thus  good, 
Encounter'd  yet  his  better.     I  have  heanl 
Two  emulous  Philomels  beat  the  ear  o*  th'  night 
With  their  contentious  throats,  now  one  the  h^her, 
Anon  the  other,  then  again  the  first. 
And  by  and  by  out-breasted,  that  the  sense 
Could  not  be  judge  between  'em :  So  it  fared 
Good  space  between  these  Kinsmen ;  till  Heaxeas 

did 
Make  hardly  one  the  winner. — ^Wear  the  garland 
With  joy  that  you  have  won  I     For  the  si2>diied. 
Give  them  our  present  justice,  since  I  know 
Their  lives  but  pinch  'em ;  let  it  here  be  done. 
The  scene's  not  for  our  seeing :  Gro  we  hence. 
Right  joyful,  with  some  sorrow !    Arm  your  prize^ 
I  know  you  will  not  lose  her.     HippoUta, 
I  see  one  eye  of  yours  conceives  a  tear. 
The  which  it  will  deliver.  [Kwridu 

Emi,  Is  this  winning? 
Oh,  all  you  heavenly  powers,  where  is  your  mercy.' 
But  that  your  wills  have  said  it  must  be  so. 
And  chaige  me  live  to  comfort  this  unfriended. 
This  miserable  prince,  that  cuts  away 
A  life  more  woithy  from  him  than  aU  women, 
I  should,  and  would  die  too. 

Hip,  Infinite  pity, 
That  four  such  eyes  should  be  so  fiz'd  on  one. 
That  two  must  needs  be  blind  for't  I 

Thes,  So  it  is.  lEs^wL 


SCENE  VI.— ^n  open  Place  tn  the  €Hiy,  with  a 

Scaffold. 

Enter  Palamok  and  his  Kni^ts  jrinianed.  Jailor. 
Exooutloiior,  and  Guard. 

Pal,  There's  many  a  man  alive,  that  hath  oas- 
lived 
The  love  o'  th'  people ;  yea,  i'  th*  aelf.same  stale 
Stands  many  a  &ther  with  his  child :  Some  cxxakt^ 


SCENB    Vl. 


THE  TWO  NOBLE  KINSMEN. 


579 


We  have  bj  so  considering ;  we  expire 
And  not  without  men's  pity ;  to  live  still, 
Have  their  good  wishes ;  we  prerent 
The  loathsome  misery  of  age,  beguile 
The  gout  and  rbeam,  that  in  bg  hours  attend 
For  grey  approachers ;  we  come  towards  the  gods 
Young,  and  unwapper'd,  not  halting  under  crimes 
Msny  and  stale ;  that  sure  shall  please  the  gods 
Sooner  than  such,  to  give  us  nectar  with  'em, 
For  we  are  more  clear  spirits.     My  dear  kinsmen, 
Whose  lives  (for  this  poor  comfort)  are  laid  down, 
You  have  sold  'em  too,  too  cheap. 

1  Knight.  What  ending  could  be 

i   Of  more  content  ?  O'er  us  the  victors  have 
Fortune,  whose  title  is  as  momentary 
As  to  us  death  is  certain ;  a  grain  of  honour 
They  not  o'er-weigh  us. 

2  Knight,  Let  us  bid  farewell ; 

And  with  our  patience  anger  tottering  Fortune, 
Who  at  her  oertain'st  reels  ! 

3  Knight.  Come  ;  who  begins  ? 

jPai.  Even  he  that  led  you  to  this  lianquet,  shall 
Taste  to  you  all. — Ah  ha,  my  friend,  my  friend ! 
Your  gentle  Daughter  gave  me  freedom  once ; 
You'll  see't  done  now  for  ever.  Pray  how  does  she  ? 
I  beard  she  was  not  well ;  her  kind  of  ill 
Gave  me  some  sorrow. 

Jailor,  Sir,  she's  well  restored, 
And  to  be  married  shortly. 

/*a/.  By  my  short  life, 
I  am  most  glad  on't !  'tis  the  latest  thing 
I  shall  be  glad  of ;  pr'ythee  tell  her  so ; 
Commend  me  to  her,  and  to  piece  her  portion 
Tender  her  this. 

1  Knight,  Nay,  let's  be  offerers  all ! 

2  Knight.  Is  it  a  maid  ? 
PaL  Verily,  I  think  so  ; 

A  right  good  creature,  more  to  me  deserving 
Than  I  can  quite  or  speak  of  ! 

AH  Knighta.  Commend  us  to  her. 

[Oive  their  purtet. 

Jailor,  The  gods  requite  you  all, 
And  make  her  thankful ! 

I*al.  Adieu  !  and  let  my  life  be  now  as  short 
As  my  leave-taking.  ILia  on  the  block. 

1  Knight.  Lead,  courageous  cousin ! 

2  Knight.  We'll  follow  cheerfully. 

£A  great  noise  within,  crying.  Ran,  aave,  hold  ! 

BMer  in  haste  a  Messenger. 
Mrsg,  Hold,  hold !  oh,  hold,  hold,  hold  1 
Enter  Pkrithous  in  haste. 

Per.  Hold,  hoa !  it  is  a  cursed  haste  you  made, 
If  you  haTe  done  so  quickly. — Noble  Palamon, 
The  goda  will  shew  their  glory  in  a  life 
That  thoa  art  yet  to  lead. 

Pai.  Can  that  be,  when 
Venus  I  have  said  is  false  ?  How  do  things  fare  ? 

Per.  Arise,  great  sir,  and  give  the  tidings  ear 
That  sire  most  dearly  sweet  and  bitter  1 

Pal.  What 
Kath  waked  us  from  our  dream  ? 

Per.  List  then  !  Your  cousin, 
^f  oonted  upon  a  steed  that  Emily 
[>id  first  bestow  on  him,  a  bUck  one,  owing 
Sot  a  hair  worth  of  white,  which  some  will  say 
Vi'eAkeas  his  price,  and  many  will  not  buy 
H 15  g^oodness  with  this  note ;  which  superstition 
Here  finds  allowance :  On  this  horse  is  Arcite, 
Trotting  the  stones  of  Athens,  which  the  calkins 


Did  rather  tell  than  trample ;  for  the  horse 
Would  make  his  length  a  mile,  ift  pleased  his 

rider 
To  put  pride  in  him  :  As  he  thus  went  counting 
The  flinty  pavement,   dancing  as  'twere  to  the 

music 
His  own  hoofs  made  (for,  as  they  say,  from  iron 
Came  music's  origin)  what  envious  flint, 
Cold  as  old  Saturn,  and  like  him  possess'd 
With  fire  malevolent,  darted  a  spark, 
Or  what  fierce  sulphur  else,  to  this  end  made, 
I  comment  not ;  the  hot  horse,  hot  as  fire. 
Took  toy  at  this,  and  fell  to  what  disorder 
His  power  could  give  his  will,  bounds,  comes  on  end. 
Forgets  school-doing,  being  therein  train 'd. 
And  of  kind  manage  ;  pig-like  he  whines 
At  the  sharp  rowel,  which  he  frets  at  rather 
Than  any  jot  obeys ;  seeks  all  foul  means 
Of  boisterous  and  rough  jadry,  to  dis-seat 
His  lord  that  kept  it  bravely :  When  nought  served. 
When  neither  curb  would  crack,  girth  break,  nor 

difTring  plunges 
Dis-root  his  rider  whence  he  grew,  but  that 
He  kept  him  'tween  his  legs,  on  his  hind-hoofs 
On  end  he  stands. 

That  Arcite's  legs  being  higher  than  his  head, 
Seem'd  with  strange  ar^  to  hang:   His  victor's 

wreath 
Even  then  fell  off  his  head ;  and  presently 
Backward  the  jade  comes  o'er,  and  his  full  poize 
Becomes  the  rider's  load.  Yet  is  he  living, 
But  such  a  vessel  'tis  that  floats  but  for 
The  surge  that  next  approaches :  He  much  desires 
To  have  some  speech  with  you.   Lo,  he  appears  ! 

'Enter  Thbsbcs,  Hiptolita,  Emilia,  Arcits  brought  in  a 

Chair. 

Pal,  Oh,  miserable  end  of  our  alliance ! 
The  gods  are  mighty  ! — Arcite,  if  thy  heart, 
Thy  worthy  manly  heart,  be  yet  unbroken. 
Give  me  thy  last  words  !  I  am  Palamon^ 
One  that  yet  loves  thee  dying. 

Arc,  Take  Emilia, 
And  with  her  all  the  world's  joy.    Reach  thy 

hand  ; 
Farewell !  I  have  told  my  last  hour.     I  was  false, 
Yet  never  treacherous  :  Forgive  me,  cousin  ! 
One  kiss  from  fair  Emilia!  [Kuises  her.]    'Tis 

done  : 
Take  her.    I  die !  [!>>>«. 

P€il.  Thy  brave  soul  seek  Elysium  ! 

£mi.  I'll  close  thine  eyes,  prince ;  blessed  souls 
be  with  thee ! 
Thou  art  a  right  good  man  ;  and  while  I  live 
This  day  I  give  to  tears. 

Pal.  And  I  to  honour. 

Thea.  In  this  pUce  first  you  fought ;  even  very 
here 
I  sunder'd  you  :  Acknowledge  to  the  gods 
Our  thanks  that  you  are  living. 
His  part  is  play'd,  and,  though  it  were  too  short. 
He  did  it  well :  Your  day  is  leqgthen'd,  and 
The  blissfiil  dew  of  Heaven  does  arrose  you  ; 
The  powerful  Venus  well  hath  graced  her  altar, 
And  given  you  your  love  ;  our  master  Mars 
Has  vouch'd  his  oracle,  and  to  Arcite  gave 
The  grace  of  the  contention  :  So  the  deities 
Have  shewM  due  justice.     Bear  this  hence ! 

Pai.  Oh,  cousin. 
That  we  should  things  desire,  which  do  cost  us 

p  p  2 
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The  loss  of  our  desire !  That  nought  could  bay 
Dear  love,  but  loss  of  dear  love ! 

Thes,  Never  Fortune 
Did  play  a  subtler  game:  The  conquer'd  triumphs. 
The  victor  has  the  loss  ;  yet  in  the  passage 
The  gods  have  been  most  equal.    Palamon, 
Your  kinsman  hath  confessed  the  right  o'  the  lady 
Did  lie  in  you  ;  for  you  first  saw  her,  and 
Even  then  proclaim'd  yonrOftncy ;  he  restored  her, 
As  your  stolen  jewel,  and  desired  your  spirit 
To  send  him  hence  forgiven :  The  gods  my  justice 
Take  from  my  hand,  and  they  themselves  become 
The  executioners.    Lead  your  lady  off  ; 
And  call  your  lovers  from  the  stage  of  death, 


Whom  I  adopt  my  friends !  A  day  or  two 
Let  us  look  sadly,  and  give  grace  unto 
The  funeral  of  Arcite  1  in  whose  end 
The  visages  of  Brid^rooms  we'll  put  on. 
And  smile  vrith  Palamon  ;  for  whom  an  hour 
But  one  hour  since,  I  was  as  deariy  sorry. 
As  glad  of  Arcite ;  and  am  now  as  glad. 
As  for  him  sorry.     Oh,  you  heavenly  charmers. 
What  things  you  make  of  us  1  For  what  we  lick 
We  laugh,  for  what  we  have  are  sorry ;  still 
Are  chUdren  in  some  kind.    Let  us  be  thankM, 
For  that  which  is,  and  with  Yon  leave  dispute 
That  are  above  our  question  I   Let's  go  off. 
And  bear  us  like  the  time  I  {^FtomriOk.  Exm»L 


EPILOGUE. 

I  WOULD  now  ask  ye  how  ye  like  the  play ; 

But,  as  it  is  with  schoolboys  cannot  say, 

I  am  cruel  fearful  1  Pray  yet  stay  a  while, 

And  let  me  look  upon  ye  !  No  man  smile  ? 

Then  it  goes  hard,  I  see :  He  that  has 

Loved  a  young  handsome  wench  then,  shew  his  face ! 

'lis  strange  S"  none  be  here ;  and  if  he  will 

Against  his  conscience,  let  him  hiss,  and  kill 

Our  market  I  'Tis  in  vain,  I  see,  to  stay  ye ; 

Have  at  the  worst  can  come,  then !    Now  what  say  ye  ? 

And  yet  mistake  me  not :  I  am  not  bold ; 

We  have  no  such  cause.    If  the  tale  we  have  told 

^For  'tis  no  other)  any  way  content  ye, 

(For  to  that  honest  purpose  it  was  meant  ye) 

We  have  our  end  ;  and  ye  shall  have  ere  long 

I  dare  say  many  a  better,  to  prolong 

Your  old  loves  to  us :  We,  and  all  our  might, 

Rest  at  your  service.    Gentlemen,  good-night ! 


THE    MAID    IN    THE    MILL, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Dow  pBiupvD»  King  of  Spain, 

Otrakts,  a  Spanish  Count,  in  Love  with  Flo 

ftlMU.. 

Juuo,  a  Nobleman,  Uncle  to  Antonio. 
BKLtiDU,  Father  to  IsMciftA,  Enemy  to  Julio. 
LfSAcno,  Brother  to  kMCNiA,  Bbllidjbs*  Son. 
Tnuo,  Kimman  to  Lisauro,   and  Friend  to 

Bkixiosb. 
Ainoino.  in  Love  vUh  Ibmbnia,  an  J?fMmy  to 

Bbludbs. 
Kabtinv,  Friend  to  Airroino,  and  Aif  «ecret 

GxRABTD,  Friend  to  OrBAwn. 


GoerAjffao, 

Gnuuw, 

Pbiuffo, 


•} 


Three  Gentlemen,  Friende  to  Julio. 


.VsRTioo,  a  French  Tailor, 

Faanio,  a  Miller,  euppoted  Father  to  Florimbl. 

BuffTOPHA,  Frakio'b  Son,  a  Clown. 

Pkdro,  a  Songster. 

Lorda  attending  the  King  in  progress. 

Gentlemen,  Shepherd,  Constable,  OflBcers,  Ser- 
vants, a  Boy,  ^e. 

ISMBinA,  Doubter  to  Bkllidbs,  Mistress  nf 
Antonio. 

Aminta,  Cousin  to  Ihmbnta,  and  her  private 
competitrix  in  Antonio's  Love, 

Florimbl,  supposed  Daughter  to  Franio,  Daugh- 
ter to  Julio,  stolen  from  him  a  child. 

GiLUAN,  Franio'8  Wife, 

Countzy  Maids. 


SCENE, — ^Toledo,  and  the  neighbouring  Country. 


ACT    I. 


SCENE  l^-^The  C<nifUry, 
Enter  LisAVRo,  Tmao,  Ismbnia,  and  Aminta. 


Lxsawro,  Let  the  coach  go  round  1  we'll  walk 
along  these  meadows, 
And  meet  at  port  again. — Come,  my  fisir  sister, 
l^^ese  cool  shades  will  delight  you. 

Amin,  Fray  be  merry  : 
The  birds  sing  as  they  meant  to  entertain  you  ; 
Every  thing  smiles  abroad  ;  methinks  the  river, 
A3  he  steals  by,  curls  up  his  head,  to  view  you  t 
Every  thing  is  in  love. 

Ism.  You  would  have  it  so. 
Voa,  that  are  fair,  are  easy  of  belief,  cousin ; 
Th«  theme  slides  from  your  tongue— 

Amin,  I  fair  ?  I  thank  you  I 
Mine  is  but  shadow  when  your  sun  shines  by  me. 

Ism.  No  more  of  this  ;  you  know  your  worth, 
^ere  are  we  now  ?  [Aminta. 

Amin,  Hard  by  the  town,  Ismenia. 

Terxo,  Close  by  the  gates. 

Ism.  Tis  a  fine  air. 

l'^,  A  delicate ; 
The  way  so  sweet  and  even,  that  the  coach 
^oiUd  be  a  tumbling  trouble  to  our  pleasures. 
Methinks  I  am  very  merry. 

Ism.  I  am  sad. 

Amin,  You  are  ever  so  when  we  entreat  you, 
cousin. 

Ism,  I  have  no  reason.    Such  a  trembling  here, 
Over  my  heart,  methinks 


Amin,  Sure  you  are  fasting. 
Or  not  slept  well  to-night ;  some  dream,  Ismenia  ? 

Jsm.  My  dreams  are  like  my  thoughts,  honest 
and  innocent ; 
Yours  are  unhappy.  Who  are  these  that  coast  us .' 
You  told  me  the  walk  was  private. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Maktinb. 

Terxo.  'Tis  most  commonly. 

Ism.  Two  proper  men  I  It  seems  they  have  some 
business ; 
With  me  none  sure.    I  do  not  like  their  faces  ; 
They  are  not  of  our  company* 

Terxo.  No,  cousin. — 
Lisauro,  we  are  dogg'd. 

Lis,  I  find  it,  cousin. 

Ant,  What  handsome  lady  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  she's  very  handsome ; 
They  are  handsome  both. 

Ant,  Martine,  stay  ;  we  are  cozen'd. 

Mart,  I  will  go  up ;  A  woman  is  no  wildfire. 

Ant,  Now,  by  my  life,  she  is  sweet.    Stay,  good 
Martine ! 
They  are  of  our  enemies,  the  house  of  Bellides ; 
Our  mortal  enemies. 

Mart,  Let  them  be  devils. 
They  appear  so  handsomely,  I  will  go  forward. 
If  these  be  enemies,  1*11  ne'er  seek  friends  more. 

Ant,  Pr'ythee,  forbear  !  the  gentlewomen 

Mart,  That's  it,  man,  [Ladies 

That  moves  me  like  a  gin.     Pray  ye  stand  off* — 
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Lis,  They  are  both  our  enemies,  both  hate  us 
By  this  fair  day,  our  mortal  foes  I  [equally ; 

Terzo,  I  know  *era. — 
And  come  here  to  affront !  How  they  gape  at  us  1 
They  shall  have  gaping  work.  IThep  draw. 

Ism.  Why  your  swords,  gentlemen  ? 

Terzo.  Pray  you  stand  you  off,  cousin  ; — 
And  good  now  leave  your  whistliDg !  —  We  are 
Back,  back,  I  say  !  [abused  all ! — 

Lis.  Go  back ! 

Ant.  We  are  no  dogs,  sir, 
To  run  back  on  command. 

Terzo.  We'll  make  ye  run,  sir. 

Ant.  Having  a  civil  charge  of  handsome  ladies, 
We  are  your  servants !  Pray  ye  no  quarrel,  gen- 
There's  way  enough  for  both.  [tlemen. 

Lis.  We'll  make  it  wider. 

AnL  If  you  will  fight,  arm'd  for  this  saint,  have 
at  ye  1  IThcy/igM. 

Ism.  Oh,  me  unhappy  !  Are  ye  gentlemen. 
Discreet  and  civil,  and  in  open  view  thus 

Amin.  What  will  men  think  of  us  t  Nay,  you 
may  kill  us. 
Mercy  o'  me !  through  my  petticoat?  what  bloody 
gentlemen  ! 

Ism,  Make  way  through  me,  ye  had  best,  and 
kill  an  innocent ! 
Brother !  why,  oousin  !  by  this  light,  I'll  die  too ! 
This  gentleman  is  temperate  ;  be  you  merciful ; 
Alas,  the  swords  I 

Amin.  You  had  best  run  me  through  the  belly ! 
'Twill  be  a  valiant  thrust. 

Ism.  1  faint  amongst  ye. 

Ant.  Pray  ye  be  not  fearful !   I  have  done^ 
sweet  lady ; 
My  sword's  already  awed,  and  shall  obey  you. 
I  come  not  here  to  violate  sweet  beauty  ; 
I  bow  to  that. 

Ism.  Brother,  you  see  this  gentleman, 
This  noble  gentleman— 

Lis,  Let  him  avoid  then^ 
And  leave  our  walk  I 

Ant.  The  lady  may  oommand,  sir ; 
She  bears  an  eye  more  dreadful  than  your  weapon. 

Ism.  What  a  sweet  nature  this  man  has  !  Dear 
Put  up  your  sword.  [brother, 

Terzo.  Let  them  put  up,  and  walk  then. 

Ant,  No  more  loud  words  I  there's  time  enough 
before  us. 
For  shame,  put  up  !  do  honour  to  these  beauties. 

Mart.  Our  way  is  this  ;  we  will  not  be  denied  it. 

Terzo,  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be  cross'd 
in  it 

Ant.  Whate'er  your  way  is,  lady,  'tis  a  fair  one; 
And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  hands  more, 
Nor  rough  uncivil  tonnes  1 

lExeunt  Amomo  and  MARTnri. 

Ism,  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Indeed  I  thank  you  nobly ! — A  brave  enemy : 
Here's  a  sweet  temper  now !  This  is  a  man,  brother ; 
This  gentleman's  anger  is  so  nobly  seated, .  .> 
That  it  becomes  him  ;  yours  proclaim  ye  monsters. 
What  if  he  be  your  honse^foe  ?  we  may  brag  on't ; 
We  have  ne'er  a  friend  in  all  our  house  so  honour^ 

able: 
I  had  rather  from  an  enemy,  my  brother, 
Learn  worthy  distances  and  modest  difference. 
Than  firom  a  race  of  empty  friends  loud  nothings. 
I  am  hurt  between  ye. 

Amin,  So  am  I,  I  fear  too. 


I  am  sure  their  swords  were  between  my  legs. 

Dear  cousin. 
Why  look  you  pale  ^  where  are  you  hut? 

Ism.  I  know  not ; 
But  here  methinks. 

Lis,  Unlace  her,  gentle  cousin. 

Ism.  My  heart,  my  heart !  and  yet  I  bless  the 
-  Amin.  Is  it  so  dangerous  ?  [barter. 

Ism,  Nay,  nay,  I  faint  not. 

Amin.  Here  is  no  blood  that  I  find;  sure 'tis 
inward. 

Ism.  Yes,    yes,    'tis    inward;    'twas  a  sablle 
The  hurt  not  to  be  cured,  I  fiear.  [veapoa ; 

Lis,  The  coach  there ! 

Amin,  May  be  a  fright. 

Ism.  Aminta,  'twas  a  sweet  one ; 
And  yet  a  crueL 

Amin,  Now  I  find  the  wound  plain : 
A  wond'rous  handsome  gentleman 

Ism.  Oh,  no  deeper ! 
Pr'ythee  be  silent,  wench ;  it  may  be  thy  case. 

Amin,  You  must  be  tearch'd  ;  tiie  wound  will 
And  of  so  sweet  a  nature— «—     [rankle,  anisin.— 

Ism,  Dear  Aminta, 
Make  it  not  sorer ! 

Amin,  And  on  my  life  admires  yoo. 

Ism,  Call  the  coach,  cousin. 

Amin.  The  coach,  tiie  coach ! 

Terzo.  *Tis  ready.     Bring  the  coach  there ! 

Lis.  Well,  my  brave  enemies,  we  shall  yet  neft 
And  our  old  hate  shall  testify— ~-  [}£? 

Terzo.  It  shall,  cousin.  {Exnnt. 


SCENE  11.— Toledo.    A  Room  in  the  Hmc 

cf  Antonio. 

BnUr  ANTomo  and  llutXTJtB. 

Ant.  Their  swords  !  alas,  I  weigh  'em  not,  dear 
friend ; 
The  indiscretion  of  the  owners  blunts  'em ; 
The  fury  of  the  house  affrights  not  me. 
It  spends  itself  in  words.    Oh  me,  Martine ! 
There  was  a  two-edged  eye,  a  lady  terried, 
A  weapon  that  no  valour  can  avoid. 
Nor  art,  the  hand  of  spirit,  put  aside. 
Oh,  friend,  it  broke  out  on  me,  like  a  bullet 
Wrapt  in  a  cloud  of  fire ;  that  point,  Martine, 
Dazzled  my  sense,  and  was  too  subtle  for  me; 
Shot  like  a  comet  in  my  face,  and  wounded 
(To  my  eternal  ruin)  my  heart's  valour. 

Mart,  Methinks  she  was  no  such  piece. 

Ant.  Blaspheme  not,  air  I 
She  is  so  far  beyond  weak  commendatioD, 
That  Impudence  will  blush  to  think  ill  of  her. 

Mart.  I  see  it  not,  and  yet  I  had  both  eyes  opo. 
And  I  could  judge ;  I  know  there  is  no  beaoty 
Till  our  eyes  give  it  'em,  and  make  'em  handsome: 
What's  red  and  white,  unless  we  do  allow  'em  ? 
A  green  face  else ;  and  methinks  such  another— 

Ant.  Peace,  thou  lewd  heittic  I  thou  jadge  « 
beauties? 
Thou  hast  an  excellent  sense  for  a  sign-poet,  friefld. 
Did^t  thou  not  see,  (I'll  swear  thou  art  itone-bliBd 

else. 
As  blind  as  Ignorance)  when  she  appesr'd  fint, 
Aurora  breaking  in  the  East  ?  and  thraogh  ber  f»et, 
(As  if  the  hours  and  graces  had  strew'd  rosn) 
A  blush  of  wonder  flying  ?  when  she  was  fn^ 
At  our  uncivil  swords,,  didst  thou  not  mark 
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How  far  beyond  the  parity  of  snow 

like  soft  wind  drivesi  whiteness  of  innocence, 

Or  anything  that  bears  celestial  paleness, 

She  appeared  o*  th'  sudden  ?  Didst  thou  not  see 

her  tears 
When  she  entreated  ?  Oh,  thou  reprobate ! 
Didst  thon  not  see  those  orient  tears  flowed  from 
The  little  worlds  of  love  ?  A  set,  Martine,      [her. 
Of  such  sanctified  beads,  and  a  holy  heart  to  love, 
I  oould  live  ever  a  religions  hermit. 

Mart,  I  do  believe  a  little  ;  and  yet,  methinksy 
She  was  of  the  lowest  stature. 

Ant.  A  rich  diamond, 
Set  neat  and  deep  !  Nature's  chief  art,  Martine^ 
Is  to  reserve  her  models  curious, 
Not  cumbersome  and  great ;  and  such  a  one, 
For  fear  she  should  exceed  upon  her  matter. 
Has  she  framed  this.     Oh,  'tis  a  spark  of  beauty ! 
And  where  they  appear  so  excellent  in  little. 
They  will  but  flame  in  great ;  extension  spoils  'em. 
Martine,  learn  this  ;  the  narrower  that  our  eyes 
Keep  way  unto  our  object,  still  the  sweeter 
That  comes  unto  us :  Great  bodies  are  like  coun- 
tries. 
Discovering  still,  toil  and  no  pleasure  finds  'em. 

Mart.  A  rare  cosmographer  for  a  small  island  I 
Now  I  believe  she's  handsome. 

Ant.  Believe  heartily ; 
Let  thy  belief,  though  long  a-coming,  save  thee« 

Mart,  She  was,  certain,  fair. 

Ant.  fint  hark  you,  friend  Martine  1 
Do  not  believe  yourself  too  far  before  me ; 
For  then  you  may  wrong  me,  sir. 

Mart,  Who  bid  you  teach  me  ? 
Do  yon  shew  me  meat,  and  stitch  my  Hps,  Antonio  ? 
Is  that  fair  play  ? 

Ant.  Now  if  thou  shouldst  abuse  me— 
And  yet  I  know  thee  for  an  arrant  wencher, 
A  most  immoderate  thing ;  thou  canst  not  love 
long. 

MarU  A  little  serves  my  turn  ;  I  fly  at  all  games ; 
But  I  believe 

Ant.  How  if  we  never  see  her  more  ? 
She  is  our  enemy. 

Mart.  Why  are  you  jealous  then  ? 
As  far  as  I  conceive,  she  hates  our  whole  house. 

AnL  Yety  good  Martine— ~- 

Mart,  Come,  come ;  I  have  mercy  on  you  : 
You  shall  enjoy  her  in  your  dream,  Antonio, 
And  I'll   not  hinder.    Though,  now  I  persuade 
myself — 

Ant.  Sit  with  persuasion  down,  and  you  deal 
I  will  look  better  on  her.  [honestly  ; 

■  Enter  Ajcimta  foith  a  Letter. 

Mart,  Stay ;  who's  this,  friend  ? 

Ant.  Is't  not  the  other  gentlewoman  ? 

Mart.  Yes.    A  letter  I 
She  brings  no  challenge  sure  ?    If  she  do,  Antonio, 
1  hope  she'll  be  a  second  too ;  I  am  for  her. 

Amin.  A  good  hour,  gentlemen ! 

Ant.  You  are  welcome,  lady  1 
'Tis  like' our  late  rude  passage  has  pour'd  on  us 
Some  reprehension. 

Amin.  No,  I  bring  no  anger  ; 
Though  some  deserv^  it. 

Ant.  Sure  we  are  all  to  blame,  lady : 
But  for  my  part,  in  all  humility. 
And  with  no  little  shame,  I  ask  your  pardons ! 
Indeed  I  wear  no  sword  to  fright  sweet  beauties* 


Amin.  You  have  it ;  and  this  letter,  pray  you 
And  my  commission's  done.  [sir,  view  it, 

Mart.  Have  you  none  for  me,  lady  ? 

Amin.  Not  at  this  time. 

Mart.  I  am  sorry  for't ;  I  can  read  too. 

Amin.  I  am  glad :  But,  sir,  to  keep  you  in  your 
.exercise, 
You  may  chance  meet  vrith  one  ill  written. 

Mart.  Thank  you! 
So  it  be  a  woman's*  I  can  pick  the  meaning  ; 
For  likely  they  have  but  one  end. 

Amin.  You  say  true,  sir.  lExit. 

Ant,  Martine,  my  vrishes  are  come  home  and 
loaden, 
Loaden  with  brave  return  :  most  happy,  happy  ! 
I  am  a  blessed  man ! — ^Where's  the  gentlewoman  ? 

Mart,  Gone,  the  spirit's  gone ;  what  news  ? 

Ant.  'Tis  from  the  lady  ; 
From  her  we  saw ;  from  that  same  miracle  ! 
I  know  her  name  now.     Read  but  these  three 

lines  ; 
Read  with  devotion,  friend !  the  lines  are  holy. 

Mart,  [Reading.']  **  I  dare  not  chide  you  in  my 
letter,  sir ; 
'Twill  be  too  gentle :  If  you  please  to  look  me 
In  the  West-street,  and  find  a  fair  stone  window 
Carved  with  white  cupids,  there  I'll  entertain  you : 
Night  and  discretion  guide  you.  Call  me  Ismenia.' ' 

Ant.  Give  it  me  again  \   Come,  come  ;  fly,  fly  I 

Mart.  There  may  be  danger.         [I  am  all  fire ! 

Ant.  So  there  is  to  drink. 
When  men  are  thirsty;  to  eat  hastily, 
When  we  are  hungry  ;  so  there  is  in  sleep,  friend, 
Obstructions  then  may  rise  and  smother  us  ; 
We  may  die  laughing-choak'd ;  even  at  devotions, 
An  apoplexy,  or  a  sudden  palsy. 
May  strike  us  down. 

Mart.  May  be,  a  train  to  catch  you. 

Ant.  Then  I  am  caught ;  and  let  Love  answer 
'Tis  not  my  folly,  but  his  infamy ;  [for  it ! 
And  if  he  be  adored,  and  dare  do  vile  things 

Mart.  Well,  I  wiUgo. 

Ant.  She  is  a  lady,  sir, 
A  maid,  I  think,  and  where  that  holy  spell 
Is  flung  about  me,  I  ne'er  fear  a  villainy. 
'Tis  almost  night ;  away,  friend ! 

Mart.  I  am  ready : 
I  think  I  know  the  house  too. 
Ant.  Then  we  are  happy.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  lll.^Nxght.  A  Street  before  the  House 

^  Bellides. 

Enter  Ismknia  and  Amimta. 

Ism.  Did  you  meet  him  ? 

Amin.  Yes. 

Itm.  And  did  you  give  my  letter  ? 

Amin.  To  what  end  went  I  ? 

Isim.  Are  you  sure  it  was  he  ? 
Was  it  that  gentleman? 

Amin.  Do  you  think  I  was  blind  ? 
I  went  to  seek  no  carrier,  nor  no  midwife. 

Inn.  What  kind  of  man  was  he  ?  Thou  may'st 
be  deceived,  friend. 

Amin.  A  man  with  a  nose  on's  face;  I  think  he 
And  hands,  for  sure  he  took  it.        [had  eyes  too ; 

Iwm.  What  an  answer  ! 

Amin.  What  questions  are  these  to  one  that's 
hot  and  troubled  I 
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Do  you  think  me  a  babe  ?  Am  I  not  able,  cousin. 
At  my  yean  and  discretioni  to  deliver 
A  letter  handsomely  ?  Is  that  such  a  hard  thing  ? 
Why  every  wafer-woman  will  undertake  it : 
A  sempster's  girl,  or  a  tailor's  wife,  will  not  miss  it : 
A   puritan  hostess,   cousin,  would  scorn    these 
My  legs  are  weary.  [questions. 

lim.  m  make  *em  well  again, 
Amin.  Are  they  at  supper  ? 
Ism.  Yes,  and  I  am  not  well, 
Nor  desire  no  company.  Look  out,  'tis  darkish. 
I       Amin,    I   see  nothing  yet.    Assure    yourself, 
I    If  he  be  a  man,  he  will  not  miss.  [Ismenia, 

I        I»m,  It  may  be  he  is  modest, 
And  that  may  pull  him  back  from  seeing  me ; 
Or  has  made  some  wild  construction  of  my  easiness : 
I  blush  to  think  what  I  writ. 

Amin.  What  should  you  blush  at  ? 
Blush  when  you  act  your  thoughts,  not  when  you 

write  'em ; 
Blush  soft  between  a  pair  of  sheets,  sweet  cousin. 
Though  he  be  a  curious-carried    gentleman,   I 

cannot  think 
He's  so  unnatural  to  leave  a  woman, 
(A  young,  a  noble,  and  a  beauteous  woman) 
Leave  her  in  her  desires.   Men  of  this  age 
Are  rather  prone  to  come  before  they  are  sent  for. 
Hark  I  I  hear  something :    Up  to  th'  chamber, 
You  may  spoil  all  else.  [cousin  ! 

Enter  Amoirro  and  MARTiifc. 

lam.  Let  me  see  1    They  are  gentlemen  ; 
It  may  be  they. 

Amin.  They  are  they.     Get  yon  up. 
And  like  a  load-star  draw  him  1 

Itm,  I  am  shame-faced ! 

[^Extunt  Ibmbnia  and  Aminta  into  thtXouu. 

Ant,  This  is  the  street. 

Mart,  I  am  looking  for  the  house. 
Close,  close,  pray  you  close  1 — Here. 

Ant,  No  ;  this  is  a  merchant's ; 
I  know  the  man  well. 

Mart,  And  this  is  a  'pothecary*s :  I  have  lain 
here  many  times. 
For  a  looseness  in  my  hilts. 

Ant.  Have  you  not  past  it  ? 

Mart,  No  sure ; 
There  is  no  house  of  mark  that  we  have  'scaped  yet. 

Ant,  What  place  is  this  ? 

Mart,  SpeaJc  softer  1  'may  be  spies. 
If  any,  this  ;  a  goodly  window  too, 
Carved  fair  above  !  that  I  perceive*     'lis  dark ; 
But  she  has  such  a  lustre—— 

ISMXNiA  and  Amiuta  appuir  at  the  Window  M/ith  a  Taper. 

Ant,  Yes,  Martino ; 
So  radiant  she  appears- 


doud 


Mart,  Else  we  may  miss,  sir. 
The  night  grows  vengeance  black :  Pray  Heaven 

she  shine  clear ! 
Hark,  hark  1  a  window,  and  a  candle  too ! 
Ant.  Step  close.    "Tis  she  1    I  see  the 
disperse ; 
And  now  the  beauteous  planet 

Mart,  Ha  !  'Tis  indeed. 
Now,  by  the  soul  of  love,  a  divine  creature  ! 
Itm,  Sir,  sir ! 
Ant,  Most  blessed  lady  1 
lam.  Pray  you  stand  out 
Amin,  You  need  not  fear ;  there's  nobody  now 
stirring. 


Mart.  Beyond  his  commendation  I  un  taken. 
Infinite  strangely  taken.  lAside. 

Amin.  1  love  that  gentleman ; 
Methinks  he  has  a  dilnty  nimble  body : 
I  love  him  heartily. 

lam,  'Tis  the  right  gentleman ; 
But  what  to  say  to  him  ? — Sir 

Amin,  Speak. 

Ant,  I  wait  still ; 
And  will  do  till  I  grow  another  pillar, 
To  prop  this  house,  so  it  please  yon. 

lam.  Speak  softly ; 
And  pray  yon  speak  truly  too. 

Ant,  I  never  lied,  lady. 

lam.  And  do  not  think  me  impudent  to  sik  yoa— 
I  know  yon  are  an  enemy,  (speak  low !) 
But  I  would  make  yon  a  friend. 

Ant,  1  am  friend  to  beauty ; 
There  is  no  handsomeness  I  dare  be  foe  to. 

lam.  Are  yon  married  ? 

Ant.  No. 

lam.  Are  yon  betrothed  ? 

Ant,  No,  neither. 

lam.  Indeed,  fair  sir  ? 

Ant,  Indeed,  fair  sweet,  I  am  not 
Most  beauteous  viigin,  I  am  free  as  yon  are. 

lam.  That  may  l^,  sir ;  then  you  are  misenUe, 
For  I  am  bound. 

Ant,  Happy  the  bonds  that  hold  yoo! 
Or  do  you  put  them  on  yourself  for  pleasure  ? 
Sure  they  be  sweeter  far  than  liberty  : 
There  is  no  blessedness  but  in  audi  bondage. 
Give  me  that  freedom,  madam,  I  beseech  yoa, 
(Since  you  have  questioned  me  so  cunningly) 
To  ask  you  whom  yon  are  bound  to ;  he  mart  be 

certain 
More  than  hnman,  that  bounds  in  such  a  beauty : 
Happy  that  happy  chain !  such  links  are  heaTc&fy. 

lam.  Pray  you  do  not  mock  me,  air. 

Ant,  Pray  you,  lady,  tell  me. 

lam.  Will  you  believe  ?  and  will  yon  keep  it  to 
And  not  scorn  what  I  speak  ?  [foo  ? 

Ant,  I  dare  not,  maikm ; 
As  oracle,  what  you  say  I  dare  swear  to. 

lam.  I'll  set  the  candle  by,  for  I  shall  Ussli 
now — 
Fy,  how  it  doubles  in  my  month  I  It  most  oat— 
'Tis  yon  I  am  bound  to. 

Ant,  Speak  that  word  again  1 
I  understand  you  not 

lam,  *Tis  you  I  am  bound  to. 

Ant.  Here  is  another  gentleman. 

lam.  'Tis  you,  sir. 

Amin,  He  may  be  loved  too. 

Mart.  Not  by  thee ;  first  curse  me !       t-^**- 

lam.  And  if  I  knew  your  name 

Ant.  Antonio,  madam. 

lam.  Antonio,  take  this  kiss ;    'tis  you  I  •» 
bound  to. 

Ant.  And  when  I  set  yon  free,  may  Heaven  for- 
sake me  1 
Ismenia-^— 

lam.  Yes,  now  I  perceive  yoa  love  me; 
You  have  learned  my  name. 

Ant,  Hear  but  some  vows  I  make  to  yon; 
Hear  but  the  protestations  of  a  true  love. 

lam.  No,  no,  not  now :  Vows  should  be  cbeer- 
fol  things, 
Done  in  the  clearest  light,  and  noUest  testiaaoaj : 
No  vow,  dear  sir :  tie  not  my  hit  belief 
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To  tach  strict  termi;  thoie  men  have  broken 

credits. 
Loose  and  dismember'd  foiths,  my  dear  Antonio, 
That  splinter  'em  with  tows.     Am  I  not  too 

bold? 
Correct  me  when  you  please. 

Ani.  I  had  rather  hear  you, 
For  so  sweet  music  never  stmck  mine  ears  yet. 
Will  yon  beliefe  now  ? 

Jsnu  Yes. 

AhL  I  am  yonrs. 

Itm.  Speak  londer ; 
If  yon  answer  the  priest  so  low,  you'll  lose  your 
wedding. 

Mart.  Woold  I  might  speak  1    I  would  holloa. 

Ant,  Take  my  heart ; 
And  if  it  be  not  firm  and  honest  to  you, 
UesTen 

/rm.  Peace ;  no  more  1  I'll  keep  your  heart,  and 
credit  it : 
Keep  you  your  word.    When  will  you  come  again, 

friend? 
For  this  time  we  have  woo'd  indifferently : 
1  would  fain  see  you,  when  I  dare  be  bolder. 

Ant,  Why,  any  night.  Only,  dear  noble  mistress, 
Pardon  three  days !    My  uncle  Julio 
Hss  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  promise. 
Upon  expectation  too  :  We  have  rare  sports  there. 


Rare  country  sports ;  I  would  you  could  but  see 
Dare  you  so  honour  me  ?  ['em  1 

Ism.  I  dare  not  be  there ; 
You  know  I  dare  not ;  no,  I  must  not,  friend. 
Where  I  may  come  with  honourable  freedom — 
Alas,  I  am  iU  too ;  we  in  love 

Ant,  You  flout  me. 

Ism,  Trust  me,  I  do  not ;  I  speak  truth,  I  am 
sickly, 
And  am  in  love ;  but  you  must  be  physician. 

Ant,  m  make  a  plaister  of  my  best  affection. 

Ism,  Be  gone  I  we  have  supp'd  :  I  hear  the  peo- 
ple stir. 
Take  my  best  wishes !  Give  me  no  cause,  Antonio, 
To  curse  this  happy  night. 

Ant.  rU  lose  my  life  first. 
A  thousand  kisses  1 

Isfn,  Take  ten  thousand  back  again ! 

Mart  I  am  dumb  with  admiration  ! — Shall  we 
go,  sir  ?  lExeunt  Amtonio  and  Martinb. 

Ism,  Dost  thou  know  his  uncle  ? 

Amin,  No,  but  I  can  ask,  cousin. 

Ism.  I'll  tell  thee  more  of  that.     Come,  let's  to 
bed  both ; 
And  give  me  handsome  dreams,  Love,  I  beseech 
thee ! 

Amin,  He  has  given  you  a  handsome  subject. 

Ism.  Fluck-to  the  windows.  lExeunt. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  l.'-The  Country,    Before  the  Mill  of 

Franio. 

Enter  Bobtopha. 

Bust.  l^ReadingJ]   The  thundering  seas,  whose 
waVryfire 
Washes  the  whiting-mops. 
The  gentle  whale,  whose  feet  so  fell 
Flies  o*er  the  mountains*  tops 

Fra.  [Wiihm.-^  Boy! 

Bust.  The  thundering — ^ 

Fra,  [  Within.']  Why,  boy  Bustopha ! 

Enter  Franio. 
Bust,  Here  I  am.     TJie  gentle  whale- 


Fra.  Ob,  are  you  here,  sir  ?  where's  your  sister? 

Host   ThegentU  whole  flies  o^er  the  mountains' 

Fra.  Where's  your  sister,  man  ?  [toJM — 

Bust.   Washes  the  whiting-mops 

Fra.  Thou  Hest !  she  has  none  to  wash.  Mops  ? 
The  boy  is  half  way  out  of  his  wits  sure. 
Sirrah,  who  am  I  ? 

Bust.  The  thundering  seas-^-^ 

Fra.  Mad,  stark  mad  I 

Bust.  Will  you  not  give  a  man  leave  to  con  ? 

Fra.  Yes,  and  'fees  too. 
Ere  I  have  done  with  you,  sirrah.    Am  I  your 
fiither? 

Bust,  The  question  is  too  hard  for  a  child ;  ask 
me  anything 
That  I  have  learned,  and  I  will  answer  you. 

Fra,  Is  that  a  haxd  question  ?     Sirrah,  am  not 
I  your  father  ? 

Bust,  If  I  had  my  mother-wit  I  could  tell  you. 

Fra.  Are  you  a  thief  ? 

Bust,  So  &r  forth  as  the  son  of  a  miller. 


Fra.  Will  you  be  hang'd  ? 

Bust.  Let  it  go  by  eldership. 
The  gentle  whale 

Fra,  Sirrah,  lay  by  your  foolish  study  there. 
And  beat  your  brains  about  your  own  affairs ;  or — 

Bust,  I  thank  you  I 
You'd  have  me  go  under  the  sails,  and  beat 
My  brains  about  your  mill  ?  a  natural  father  you 
are ! 

Fra.  I  charge  you  go  not  to  the  sports  to-day  : 
Last  night  I  gave  you  leave ;  now  I  recant 

Bust.  Is  the  wind  tum'd  since  last  night  ? 

Fra.  Marry  is  it,  sir : 
Go  no  further  than  my  mill ;  there's  my  command 
upon  you. 

Bust.  I  may  go  round  about  then  as  your  mill 
does. 
I  will  see  your  mill  gelded,  and  his  stones  fried 
In  steaks,  ere  I  deceive  the  country  so  I 
Have  I  not  my  part  to  study  ?    How  shall 
The  sports  go  forward,  if  I  be  not  there  ? 

Fra.  They'll  want  their  fool  indeed,  if  thou  be'st 
not  there. 

Bust,  Consider  that,  and  go  yourself. 

Fra.  I  have  fears,  sir,  that  I  cannot  utter  r 
You  go  not,  nor  your  sister ;  there's  my  charge. 

Bust,  The  price  of  your  golden  thumb  cannot 
hold  me.  IHound*  in/uU  cry  within. 

Fra,  Ay,  this  was  sport  that  I  have    tightly 
loved  ! 
I  could  have  kept  company  with  the  hounds 

Bust.  You  are  fit  for  no  other  company  yet. 

Fra,  Run  with  the  hare, 
And  been  in  the  whore's  tail,  i'faith  I 

Bust.  That  was 
Before  I  was  bom :  I  did  ever  mistrust 
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I  was  a  bastard,  because  lapis  is 
In  the  singular  number  with  me. 

EnUr  Otrants  and  Osrasto. 

Otr.  Leave  thou  that  game,  Gerasto,  and  chase 
Do  thou  but  follow  it  wi&  my  desires.  [here ; 

Thou'lt  not  return  home  empty. 

Ger.  I  am  prepared, 
My  lord,  with  advantages :  And  see, 
Yonder's  the  subject  I  must  work  upon. 

Otr,    Her  brother?   'tis:   Methinks  it  should 
be  easy: 
That  gross  compound  cannot  but  diffuse 
The  soul,  in  such  a  latitude  of  ease. 
As  to  make  dull  her  faculties,  and  lazy. 
What  wit,  above  the  least,  can  be  in  him^ 
That  reason  ties  together  ? 

Ger.  I  have  proved  it,  sir, 
And  know  the  depth  of  it :  I  have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a  hackney-pace, 
With  all  that  flesh  about  him  :  yes,  and  drag 
His  sister  after  him.  iCrjf  ofhoundg. 

This  baits  the  old  one ; 
Rid  you  him,  and  leave  me  to  the  other.        lExit. 

Oir.  'Tib  well.— Oh,  Franio,  the  good  day  to 
you ! 
Yon  were  not  wont  to  hear  this  music  standing ; 
The  beagle  and  the  bugle  you  have  loved. 
In  the  first  rank  of  huntsmen. 

Bust.  The  dogs  cry  out  of  him  now. 

Fra.  Sirrahy  leave  your  barking ;  I'll  bite  you 

Bust.  Cur  /  our  !  [else. 

Fra.  Slave,  dost  call  me  dog  ? 

Otr,  Oh  fy,  sir  1 
He  speaks  Latin  to  you ;  he  would  know 
Why  you'll  bite  him. 

Bust.    Responde,  etir !    You  see  his  under- 
standing, my  lord. 

Fra.  I  shall  have  a  time  to  curry  you  for  this ! — 
But,  my  lord,  to  answer  you ;  the  days  have  been 
I  must  have  footed  it  before  this  hornpipe, 
Though  I  had  hazarded  my  mill  a-fire, 
And   let  the    stones    grind    empty :    But  those 

dancings 
Are  done  with  me :  I  have  good  wiU  to't  still, 
And  that's  the  best  I  can  do. 

Otr.  Come,  come,  you  shall  be  horsed  ; 
Your  company  deserves  him  ;  though  you  kill  him, 
Run  him  blind,  I  care  not 

Bust.  He  will  do  it 
O'  purpose,  my  lord,  to  bring  him  up  to  the  mill. 

Fra.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far,  my  lord. 

Otr,  There  is 
A  foot  i'  th'  stirrop ;  I'U  not  leave  you  now. 
You  shall  see  the  game  fall  once  again. 

Fra.  Well,  my  lord,  I  will  make  ready 
My  legs  for  you,  and  try  'em  once  a-horseback. — 
Sirrah  I  my  charge  ;  keep  it  1  IBxit, 

Bust.  Yes; 
When  you  pare  down  your  dish  for  conscience 

sake, 
When  your  thumb's  coin'd  into  bonm  et  legalis, 
When  you're  a  true  man-miller. 

Otr.  What's  the  matter,  Bustopha  ? 

Bust.  My  lord,  if  you 
Have  e'er  a  drunken  jade  that  has  the  staggers, 
That  will  fall  twice  the  height  of  our  mill  with  him. 
Set  him  o'  th'  back  on  him  ;  a  galled  jennet 
That  will  winch  him  out  o'  th'  saddle,  and  break 
one  on's  necks. 


Or  a  shank  of  him  (there  was  a  fool 
Going  that  way,  but  the  ass  had  better  lock) ; 
Or  one  of  your  brave  Barbaries,  that  would  past 
The  Straits,  and  run  into  his  own  ooontry  with  him : 
The  first  Moor  he  met  would  cut  his  throat 
For  complexion's   sake  ;   there's  as  deadly  fend 

between 
A  Moor  and  a  miller,  as  between  black  and  white. 

Otr.  Fy,  fy !  this  is  unnatural,  Bustopha, 
Unless  on  some  strong  cause. 
Bust.  Be  judge,  my  lord :  I  am  studied  in  mv 
part; 
The  Julian  feast's  to-day,  the  country  expects  me ; 
I  speak  all  the  dumb-shows  ;  my  sister  cboscD 
For  a  nymph.    "  The  gentle  whale,  wkoufesl  to 

fell." 
'Cry  mercy  I  that  was  some  of  my  part ;  bat  hit 

charge  is. 
To  keep  the  mill,  and  disappoint  the  revels. 

Otr.  Indeed,  there  it  speaks  shrewdly  for  thee, 
Expect^ig.  [the  comti? 

Bust.  Ay,  and  for  mine  own  grace  too. 
Otr.  Yes,  and  being  studied  too,  and  the  ntii 

speaker  too. 
Bust.  The  main  ?  why,  all  my  speech  lies  in  tbe 
main, 
And  the  dry  ground  together :  *'  The  thwn^ms 

seas,  whose r" 

Otr.  Nay,  ^en  thou  must  go ;  thou'lt  be  moeh 
condemn'd  else. 
But  then,  o'  th'  other  side,  obedience. 
Bust,  Obedience  ?     But  speak  your  coosdeaoe 
now,  my  lord ; 
Am  not  I  past  asking  blessing  at  these  years  ? 
Speak  as  you're  a  lord ;  if  you  had  a  miller  to  yonr 

father 

Otr.  I  must  yield  to  you,  Bustopha ; 
Your  reasons  are  so  strong,  I  cannot  contradict. 
This  I  think,  if  you  go,  your  sister  ought 
To  go  along  with  you. 

Bust.  There  I  stumble  now : 
She  is.  not  at  age. 

Otr.  Why,  she's  fifteen,  and  upwards. 
Bust.  Thereabouts. 

Otr.  That's  woman's  ripe  age ;  as  foil  as  tfaoo 
art 
At  one-and-twenty :  She's  manable,  is  she  not  ? 
Bust.  I  think  not :     Poor  heart,  she  was  nefer 
tried. 
In  my  conscience.    "Hs  a  coy  thing :  she  wiU  ooi 
Kiss  you  a  clown,  not  if  he  would  juss  her — > 
Otr.  What,  man  ? 

Bust.  Not  if  he  would  kiss  her,  I  say. 
Otr.  Oh,  'twas  cleanlier  than  I  expected.— Wdl, 
sir, 
ril  leave  you  to  your  own  ;  but  my  opinion  is. 
You  may  take  her  along. — ^lliis  b  half  way; 
The  rest,  Gerasto  ; — and  I  hunt  my  prey.     [^^^ 

Bust.  Away  with  the  old  miller,  my  lord  \ 
And  the  mill  strikes  sail  presently. 

Enter  Pzdbo,  with  Qkrasto  ditgtiised  asttUimd^tOai 

Blnger. 

BONO. 
Oer.  Come  follow  me,  you  ooantry-laases! 
And  you  shall  see  such  sport  as  paasoft : 
You  ahiUl  danoo,  and  I  will  gin^  ; 
Pedro,  he  tihall  rub  the  string ; 
Each  shall  have  a  looeo-bodied  gown 
Of  green,  and  lan^  tfll  yoo  Uo  down. 
Cinne  follow  me,  earns  toUam,  Ac 
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Enter  Floruixj.. 
Bust.  Ob,  sweet  Diego,  the  sweetest  Diego! 

Stay, — Sister  Florimel ! 
Flor.  What's  that,  brother  ? 
Bust.  Didst  not  hear  Diego  ?     Hear  him,  and 

thott'lt  be  ravish'd. 
Flor.  I  have  heard  him  sing,  yet  nnravish'd, 

brother. 
Bust.  You  had  the  better  lack,  sister.     I  was 
ravish'd 
By  my  own  consent.    Come  away :  for  the  sports ! 
Flor.  I  have  the  fear  of  a  father  on  me,  brother. 
Bust.  Out  I  the  thief  is  as  safe  as  in  his  mill; 
He's  hunting  with  our  great  landlord,  the  Don 
Strike  up,  Diego.  [Otrante. — 

Flor.  But  say  he  return  before  us,  where's  our 

excuse  ? 
Bust,  Strike  up,  Diego  !    Hast  no  strings  to  thy 

apron? 
Flor.  Well,  the  fralt  lie  upon  your  head,  brother. 
Bust,  My  faults  never  mount  so  high,  girl ;  they 
rise 
But  to  my  middle  at  most — Strike  up,  Diego. 

Ger.  Follow  me  by  the  ear :  I'll  lead  thee  on, 
Bustopha,  and  pretty  Florimel  thy  sister. 
Oh,  that  I  could  see  her ! 

Bust.  Oh,  Diego,  there's  two  pities  upon  thee ; 
Great  pity  thou  art  blind ;  and  as  great  a  pity, 
Thou  canst  not  see. 

SONG. 

Ger.  Ton  shall  have  crowns  of  roses,  daisies, 
BudSt  where  the  honey-mAker  graKes : 
Ton  shall  taste  the  golden  thighs, 
Buch  as  Id  wax-chamher  lies. 
VThat  fruits  please  you,  taste,  freely  poll. 
Till  yoa  have  all  your  bellies  full. 

Come  follow  me,  dto. 

Bust,  Oh,  Diego  !  the  don 
Was  not  80  sweet  when  he  perfiuned  the  steeple. 

lEJeeunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Hall  in  the  House  o/ Julio. 
Enter  Antonio  and  MAarrNs. 

Mart,  Why,  how  now,  friend  ?  thou  art  not  lost 
again? 

AfU,  Not  lost  ?   Why,  all  the  world's  a  wilder- 
ness; 
Some  places  peopled  more  by  braver  beasts 
Than  others  are  ;  but  faces,  faces,  man ; 
May  a  man  be  caught  with  faces  ? 

Mart.  Without  wonder, 
'Tis  odds  against  him  :  May  not  a  good  face 
Lead  a  man  about  by  the  nose  ?    Alas, 
The  nose  is  but  a  part  against  the  whole. 

Ant.  But  is  it  possible  that  two  faces 
Should  be  so  twinn'd  in  form,  complexion. 
Figure,  asp^,  that  neither  wen,  nor  mole. 
The  table  of  the  brow,  the  eyes'  lustre. 
The  lips'  cherry,  neither  the  blush  nor  smile, 
Should  give  the  one  distinction  from  the  other  ? 
Does  Nature  work  in  moulds  ? 

Mart.  Altogether; 
We  are  all  one  mould,  one  dust. 

Ani.  Thy  reason's  mouldy  : 
I  speak  from  the  form,  thou  the  matter.    Why  ? 
Was  it  not  ever  one  of  Nature's  glories. 
Nay,  her  great  piece  of  wonder,  that  amongst 
So  many  millions  millions  of  her  works 


She  left  the  eye  distinction,  to  cull  out 

The  one  from  other ;  yet  all  one  name,  the  face  ? 

Mart.  You  must  compare  'em  by  some  othfer 
Of  the  body,  if  the  fieu;e  cannot  do't.  [part 

Ant,  Didst  ask  her  name  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  and  who  gave  it  her ; 
And  what  they  promised  more,  besides  a  spoon, 
And  what  apostle's  picture :  She  is  christen'd  too* 
In  token  whereof  she's  called  Isabella ; 
The  daughter  of  a  country  plow-swain  by : 
If  this  be.not  true,  she  lies. 

Ant.  She  cannot : 
It  would  be  seen,  a  blister  on  her  lip. 
Should  falsehood  touch  it,  it  is  so  tender. 
Had  her  name  held,  't  hsd  been  Ismenia, 
And  not  another  of  her  name. 

Mart,  Shall  I  speak  ? 

Ant,  Yes,  if  thou  wilt  speak  truth. 
Is  she  not  wond'rous  like  ? 

Mart.  As  two  garments  of  the  same  fashion, 
Cut  from  the  same  piece ;  yet,  if  any  excel. 
This  has  the  first ;  and  in  my  judgment  'tis  so. 

Ant,  'Tis  my  opinion. 

Mart.  Were  it  the  face 
Where  mine  eyes  should  dwell,  I  would  please  both 
With  this,  as  soon  as  one  with  the  other. 

Ant.  And  yet  the  other  is  the  cause  of  this. 
Had  I  not  look'd  upon  Ismenia, 
I  ne'er  had  stray'd  beyond  good-morrow's  time 
In  view  of  this. 

Mart.  'Would  I  could  leave  him  here !   lAtide. 
'Twere  a  free  passage  to  Ismenia. 
I  must  now  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  fire ; 
Yet  kindle't  more. — ^You  not  consider,  sir, 
The  great  disparity  is  in  their  bloods. 
Estates  and  fortunes  :  There  is  the  rich  beauty, 
Which  this  poor  homeliness  is  not  endow'd  with ; 
There's  difference  enough. 

Ant,  The  least  of  all ; 
Equality  is  no  rule  in  Love's  grammar. 
That  sole  unhappiness  is  left  to  princes, 
To  marry  blood :  We  are  free  disposers, 
And  have  the  power  to  equalize  their  bloods 
Up  to  .our  own ;  we  cannot  keep  it  back  : 
'lis  a  due  debt  from  us. 

Mart,  Ay,  sir,  had  you 
No  father,  nor  uncle,  nor  such  hinderers, 
Yon  might  do  with  yourself  at  your  pleasure ; 
But  as  it  is 

Ant.  As  it  is?    It  is  nothing  : 
Their  powers  wiU  come  too  late,  to  give  me  back 
The  yesterday  I  lost. 

Mart,  Indeed,  to  say  sooth. 
Your  opposition  from  the  other  part 
Is  of  more  force ;  there  you  run  the  hazard 
Of  every  hour  a  life,  had  you  supply  ; 
You  meet  your  dearest  enemy  in  love 
With  all  his  hate  about  him  :  'Twill  be  more  hard 
For  your  Ismenia  to  come  home  to  you. 
Than  you  to  go  to  country  IsabeL 

Ant.  Tush !  'Tis  not  fear  removes  me. 

Mart,  No  more !  your  uncle. 

Enter  Julio. 

Julio.  Oh,  the  good  hour  upon  you,  gentlemen ! 
Welcome,  nephew  !  speak  it  to  your  friend,  sir ; 
It  may  be  happier  received  from  you. 
In  his  acceptance. 

Ant,  I  made  bold,  uncle. 
To  do  it  before ;  and  I  think  he  believes  it. 
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Mart,  'Twas  never  doubted,  sir. 

Julio,  Here  are  sports,  dons, 
That  you  must  look  on  with  a  loving  eye, 
And  without  censure,  unless  it  be  giving 
My  country  neighbours'  loves  their  yearly  offerings, 
That  must  not  be  reAis'd ;  though 't  be  more  pain 
To  the  spectator,  than  the  painM  actor ; 
It  will  abide  no  more  test  than  the  tinsel 
We  clad  our  masks  in  for  an  hour's  wearing, 
Or  the  livery  laoe  sometimes  on  the  cloaks 
Of  a  great  don's  followers :  I  speak  no  further 
Than  our  own  country,  sir. 

Mart,  For  my  part,  sir. 
The  more  absurd,  't  shall  be  the  better  welcome. 

Julio,  You'll  find  the  guest  you  look  for. — I 
heard,  cousin, 
You  were  at  Toledo  the  other  day. 

Ant,  Not  late,  sir. 

Juiio,  Ob  fy !  must  I  be  plainer  ?  You  changed 
the  point 
With  Terzo  and  Lisauro,  two  of  the  stock 
Of  our  antagonists,  the  BeUides. 

Ant,  A  mere  proffer,  sir ;  the  prevention 
Was  quick  with  us  :  We  had  done^  somewhat  else. 
This  gentleman  was  engaged  in't. 

JtUio,  I  am  the  enemy 
To  his  foe  for  it.    That  wildfire  will  crave 
More  than  fair  water  to  quench  it,  I  suspect : 
Whence  it  wiU  come,  I  know  not. 

Ant,  I  was  about  a  gentle  reconcilement ; 
But  I  do  fear  I  shall  go  back  again. 

Jul»  Comcy  come ;  the  sports  are  coming  on  us. 

Enter  Gostanio,  Giiuldo,  and  Phiuppo. 

Nay,  I  have  more  guests  to  grace  it :  Welcome,  don 
Gostanco,  Giraldo,  Philippo  !     Seat,  seat  all ! 

IMutic. 
Enter  a  Boy,  a»  Cupid,  blinded, 

Cupid,  "  Love  is  little,  and  therefore  I  present 

him; 
Love  is  a  fire,  therefore  you  may  lament  him." 
Marts  Alas,  poor  Love  1  who  are  they  that  can 

quench  him  ? 
Julio.  He*8  not  without  those  members ;  fear  him 

not. 
Cupid,  **  Love  shoots ;  therefore  I  bear  his  bow 

About; 
And  love  is  blind ;  therefore  my  eyes  are  out." 
Mart.  I  ne'er  heard  Love  give  reason  for  what 

he  did  before. 

Enter  Bustopha,  for  Paris. 

Cupid.  **  Let  such  as  can  see,  see  such  as  cannot. 
Behold 
Our  goddesses  all  three  strive  for  the  ball  of  gold ; 
And  here  fur  Paris  comes,  the  hopeful  youth  of 

TroT, 
Queen  Hecuba's  darling  son,  king  Priam's  only 
Mart.  Is  this  P&ris  ?  [joy. " 

I  should  have  taken  him  for  Hector  rather. 
Butt.  Paris  at  this  time :  Pray  you  hold  your 
Ant,  Paris  can  be  angry.  [prating  1 

Julio.  Oh,  at  this  time 
You  must  pardon  him  ;  he  comes  as  a  judge. 
Mart.  God's  mercy  on  all  that  look  upon  him, 

say  I. 
Butt.  "  The  thund'ring  seas,  whose  watery  fire 
washes  the  whiting^mops, 
The  gentle  whale,  whose  feet  so  fell  flies  o'er  the 
mountain  tops. 


No  roars  so  fierce,  no  throats  so  de^,  no  bowk 

can  bring  such  fears. 
As  Paris  can,  if  garden  from  he  call  his  dogs  and 
bears." 
Mart.  Ay,  those  they  were  that  I  fieared  til  this 
Butt.  **  Yes,  Jack-an-apes"— ^  [vrfailc 

Mart.  I  thank  you,  good  Paris  ! 
Butt.  You  may  hold  your  peace,  and  stund  far> 
ther  out  o'  tii'  way  then : 
The  lines  will  &I1  where  they  light. 
'*  Yes,  Jack-an-apes  he  hath  to  sport,  and  hm 

make  like  miith, 
Whilst  bellowing  bulla  the  homed  bessts  do  toss 

from  ground  to  earth. 
Blind  bear  there  is,  as  Cupid  blind"—- 
Ant.  That  bear  would  be  whipp'd  for  losing  of 

his  eyes. 
Butt.  "  Be-whipped  man  may  see. 
But  we  present  no  such  content,  but  nymphi  inch 
as  they  be." 
Ant.  These  are  long  lines. 
Mart.  Can  you  blame  him,  leading  bolis  md 
bears  in  'em  ? 

Enter  Shepherd  tinging,  wUh  IsMsnA.  Amutta,  Fu>b- 
MBL,  (a#  Juvo,  PALUkB,  Tbtus,)  and  thru  Nympfas 
attwding. 

Butt.  **  Go,  Cupid  blind,  conduct  the  dumb; 

for  ladies  must  not  speak  here. 

Let  shepherds  sing  with  dancing  feet,  and  cords  of 

music  break  here !  [Simf 

Now,  ladies,  fight,  with  heels  so  light ;  by  lot  yov 

luck  must  fall. 
Where  Paris  please,  to  do  yon  ease,  and  give  tbe 
golden  ball."  [Dwt. 

Mart,  If  you  play'd  Paris  now,  Antonio, 
Where  would  you  bestow  it  ? 

Ant,  I  pr'ythee,  friend. 
Take  the  full  freedom  of  thought,  but  no  words. 
Mart.  'Protest  there  is  a  third,  which  by  her 
habit 
Should  personate  Venus,  end,  by  conaequeace 
Of  the  story,  receive  the  honour's  prize : 
And  were  I  a  Paris,  there  it  should  be. 
Do  you  note  her  ? 
Ant.  No;  mine  eye  is  so  fix'd,  I  cannot  more  it 
Cupid,  The  dance  is  ended ;  now  to  judgment, 

Paris' 
Butt.  "  Here,  Juno,  here  ! — But  stay ;  I  do 
A  prettv  gleek  coming  from  PaUas'  eye :       [espj 
Here,  Pallas,  here ! — Yet  stay  again  ;  methinki 
I  see  the  eye  of  lovely  Venus  winks : 
Oh,  close  them  both ;  shut  in  those  golden  ey'n ! 
And  I  will  kiss  those  sweet  blind  cheeks  of  thine. 
Juno  is  angry  ;  yes,  and  Pallas  frowns : 
'Would  Paris  now  were  gone  from  Ida's  dovnil 
They  both  are  fair ;  but  Venus  has  the  mole, 
The  fairest  hair,  and  sweetest  dimple-hole : 
To  her,'  or  her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  neither  ; 
Can  one  man  please  tliree  ladies  all  together ! 
No ;  take  it,  Venus !  toss  it  at  thy  pleasure; 
Thou  art  the  lover's  friend  beyond  his  measure-" 

IGivet  her  the  appU. 
Julio.  Pftris  has  done  what  man  can  do,  pleased 
Who  can  do  more  ?  [one; 

Mart.  Stay,  here's  another  person. 

Enier  QxaAiixo,  at  Man. 

Ger.  ''Come,  lovely  Venus;  leave  tids  lover  ' 

orb,  ■ 

And  mount  with  Mars  up  to  bis  glorious  sphere,  i 
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Bust.  How  now  ?  what's  he  ? 

flor,  rm  ignorant  what  to  do,  sir. 

Ger,  **  Thy  silver  yoke  of  doves  are  in  the  team. 
And  thou  shidt  fly  thorough  ApoUo's  heam  : 
I'll  see  thee  seated  in  thy  golden  throne, 
And  hold  with  Mars  a  sweet  conjunction.'' 

lExU  with  t^LOMMSL. 

Bust.  Ha !  what  fellow's  this  has  carried  away 
n>y  sister  Venus  ? 
He  ne'er  rehearsed  his  part  with  me  before. 

*TuKo,  What  follows  now,  Prince  Paris  ? 

fhr.  [FFt/Ain.]  Help^  help,  help  ! 

Bust.  Hue  and  cry  1  I  think,  sir,  this  is  Venus' 
Mine  own  sister  Florimel's.  [voice, 

Afart,  What,  is  there  some  tragic  act  behind  ? 

Bust,  No,  no ;  altogether  comical ;  Mars  and 
Are  in  the  old  conjunction,  it  seems.  [Venus 

Afarl,  'Tis  very  improper  then  ;  for  Venus 
Never  cries  out  when  she  conjoins  with  Mars. 

Bust.  That's  true  indeed ;  they  are  out  of  their 
parts  sure : 
It  may  be  'tis  the  book-holder's  fault ;  I'll  go  see. 

lExit. 

^uHo.  How  like  you  our  country  revels,  gentle- 
men? 

Aii  Gent.  Oh,  they  commend  themselves,  sir. 

Ant.  Methinks  now 
Juno  and  Minerva  should  take  revenge  on  Paris  ; 
It  cannot  end  without  it. 

Mart.  I  did  expect, 
Instead  of  Mars,  (he  storm-gaoler  .£olus ; 
And  Jono  proffering  her  deiopeia 
As  satisfaction  to  the  blust'ring  god, 
To  send  his  tossers  forth. 

«r«/to.   It  may  so  follow ; 
Let's  not  prejndicate  the  history ! 

Elder  Bcbtopba. 

Bust,  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

mfulio.  So  here's  a  passion  towards. 

Btist.  Help,  help,  if  you  be  gentlemen  1   my 
My  Venus !  she's  stoPn  away.  [sister, 

JuLio.  The  story  changes 
From  our  expectation. 

Bust.  Help  !  my  fiither. 
The  miller  will  hang  me  else :  God  Mars 
Is  a  bawdy  villain  !   he  said  he  should  ride  upon 

doves : 
She's  hors'd,  she's  hors'd,  whether  she  will  or  no. 

Mart.  Sure,  1  think  he's  serious. 

Bust.  She's  hors'd  upon 
A  double-gelding,  and  a  stone,  horse  in 
The  breech  of  her :  The  poor  wench  cries  helpt 
And  I  cry  help^  and  none  of  you  will  help. 

Julio.  Speak,  is  it  the  show  ?   or  dost  thou 
bawl? 

Bust.  A  pox  on  the  ball !  my  sister  bawls,  and 
I  bawl ! 
Either  bridle  horse  and  follow,  or  give  me  a  halter 
To  hang  myself:  I  cannot  run  so  hst 
As  a  hog. 

J^uUo.  Why,  follow  me  1  I'll  fill 
The  country  with  pursuit,  but  I  will  find 
The  thief  1  My  house  thus  abused  ?  lExiL 

Bust.  'Tis  my  house  that's  abused ; 
The  sister  of  my  flesh  and  blood !  Oh,  oh  1    lExiU 

1  Wsneh.  *Tis  time  we  all  shift  for  ourselves,  if 
Be  serious.  [this 

2  Wench.  However,  I'll  be  gone. 

3  Weneh.  And  I.  lExeutU. 


Ant.  You  need  not  fright  your  beauties,  pretty 
With  the  least  pale  complexion  of  a  fear,     [souls. 

Mart.  Juno  has  better  courage,  and  Minerva's 
more  discreet. 

Ism.  Alas,  my  courage  was  so  counterfeit. 
It  might  have  been  struck  from  me  with  a  feather: 
Juno  ne*er  had  so  weak  a  presenter. 

Amin.  Sure  I  was  ne'er  the  wiser  for  Minerva ; 
That  I  find  yet  about  me. 

[AmoHxo  uihispert  Ismbmia. 

Ism.  My  dwelling,  sir  ? 
'Tis  a  poor  yeoman's  roof,  scarce  a  league  off. 
That  never  shamed  me  yet. 

Ant.  Your  gentle  pardon  ! 
I  vow  my  erring  eyes  had  almost  cast  you 
For  one  of  the  most  mortal  enemies 
That  our  family  has. 

Ism.  I  am  sorry,  sir, 
I  am  so  like  your  foe :  'Twere  fit  I  hasted 
From  your  offended  sight. 

Ant.  Oh,  mistake  not ; 
It  was  my  error,  and  I  do  confess  it. 
You'll  not  believe  you're  welcome ;  nor  can  I 

speak  it; 
But  there's  my  fnend  can  tell  you;  pray  hear  him ! 

Mart.  Shall  I  tell  her,  sir?  I'm  glad  of  the 
employment. 

Ant.  A  kinswoman  to  that  beauty  ? 

Amin.  A  kin  to  her,  sir ; 
But  nothing  to  her  beauty. 

Ant.  Do  not  wrong  it ; 
It  is  not  far  behind  her. 

Amin.  Her  hinder  parts 
Are  not  far  off,  indeed,  sir. 

Mart.  Let  me  but  kiss  you  with  his  ardour 
You  shall  feel  how  he  loves  you.  [now. 

Ism.  Oh,  forbear  1 
'Tis  not  the  fiiuhion  with  us.    But  would  yon 
Persuade  me  that  he  loves  me  ? 

Mart.  I'll  warrant  you 
He  dies  in't ;  and  that  were  witness  enough  on't 

l8m.  Love  me,  sir  ?  Can  yon  tell  me  for  what 
reason? 

Mart.  Fy  1  will  yon  ask  me  ?  That  which  yon 
have  about  you. 

Ism,  I  know  nothing,  sir. 

Mart.  Let  him  find  it  then  ! 
He  constantly  believes  you  have  the  thing 
That  he  must  love  you  for ;  much  is  apparent, 
A  sweet  and  lovely  beauty. 

Ism.  So,  sir ;  pray  yon 
Shew  me  one  thing ;  Did  he  ne'er  love  before  ? 
(I  know  you  are  his  bosom  counsellor.) 
Nay,  then,  I  see  your  answer  is  not  ready ; 
I'll  not  believe  you,  if  you  study  farther. 

Mart.  Shall  I  speak  truth  to  you  ? 

Ism.  Or  speak  no  more. 

Mart.  There  was  a  smile  thrown  at  him,  from 
a  lady, 
Whose  deserts  might  buy  him  treble,  and  lately 
He  received  it,  and  I  know  where  he  lost  it ; 
In  this  &ce  of  yours  :  I  know  his  heart's  within 

Ism,  May  I  know  her  name  ?  [you. 

Mart.  In  your  ear  yon  may, 
With  vow  of  silence.  [The^  walk  apart, 

Amin.  He'll  not  give  over,  sir ; 
If  he  speak  for  you,  he'll  sure  speed  for  you. 

Ant,  But  that  is  not  the  answer  to  my  question. 

Amin.  You  are  the  first,  in  my  virgin-conscience, 
That  ever  spoke  love  to  her :  Oh,  my  heart  I 
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Ant.  How  do  you  ? 

Amin.  Nothing,  sir ;  but  'would  I  had 
A  better  face  !  how  well  your  pulse  beats  ! 

Ant.  Healthfully; 
Does  it  not  ? 

Amin.  It  thumps  prettily,  methinks. — 

Ism,  Alack,  1  hear  it  with  much  pity :  How 
great 
Is  your  fault  too,  in  wrong  to  the  good  lady ! 

Mart,  You  forget  the  difficult  passage  he  has  to 
A  hell  of  feud's  between  the  families.  [her  ; 

Ism.  And  that  has  often  Love  wrought  by  ad- 
To  peaceful  reconcilement.  [vantage 

Mart.  There  impossible. 

Ism.  This  way  'tis  wonier ;  it  may  seed  again 
In  her  unto  anodier  generation : 
For  where,  poor  lady,  is  her  satisfaction  ? 

Mart.  It  comes  in  me.    To  be  truth,  I  love  her 
(1*11  go  no  farther  for  comparison) 
As  dear  as  he  loves  you. 

Ism.  How  if  she  love  not  ? 

Mart.  Tush,  be  that  my  pains  I  You  know  not 
I  have  those  ways.  [what  art 

Ism.  Beshrew  yon!   you  have  practised  upon 
me; 
Well,  speed  me  here,  and  you  with  your  Ismenia. 

Mart,  Go,  the  condition's  drawn,  ready  dated ; 
There  wants  but  your  hand  to't. 

Amin,  Traly  you  have  taken 
Great  pains,  sir. 

Mart.  A  friendly  part,  no  more,  sweet  beauty. 

Amin,  They  are  happy,  sir,  have  such  friends  as 
you  are: 
But  do  you  know  you  have  done  well  in  this  ? 
How  will  his  allies  receive  it  ?  She,  though  I  say't, 
Is  of  no  better  blood  than  I  am. 

Mart.  There 
I  leave  it ;  I  am  at  farthest  that  way. 

Ism,  You  shall  extend  your  tows  no  lai^er 
now: 
My  heart  calls  you  mine  own,  and  that's  enough. 
Reason,  I  know,  would  have  all  yet  conoeal'd. 
I  shall  not  leave  you  unsaluted  long. 
Either  by  pen  or  person. 

Ant.  You  may  discourse 
With  me,  when  you  think  you're  alone ;  I  shall 
Be  present  with  you. 

Ism.  Come,  cousin,  will  you  walk  ? 

Anin.  Alas,  I  was  ready  long  since.    In  con- 
science. 
You  would  with  better  will  yet  stay  behind. 

Ism.  Oh,  Love !    I  never  thought  thou  hadst 
been  so  blind.  lExeunt. 

Mart.  You'll  answer  this,  sir. 


Ant.  If  e*er  it  be  spoke  on : 
I  purpose  not  to  propound  the  qaestMm. 

Enttr  Jcuo. 

Julio.  'Tis  true  the  poor  knave  said:  Some 
ravisher. 
Some  of  Lust's  blood-hounds,  have  seised  upon  her; 
The  girl  is  hurried,  as  the  devil  were  with  'em 
And  helped  their  speed. 

Mart.  It  may  be  not  so  ill,  sir. 
A  well-prepared  lover  may  do  as  much 
In  hot  blood  as  this,  and  perform  it  honestly. 

Julio.  What  ?  steal  away  a  virgin  'gainst  her 
vriU? 

Mart.  It  may  be  any  man's  case;  demise  nothing: 
And  that's  a  thief  of  a  good  quality. 
Most  commonly  he  brings  his  theft  home  ugaa. 
Though  with  a  little  shame. 

Julio.  There's  a  charge  by't 
Fall'n  upon  me  :  Paris  (the  miller's  son) 
Her  brother,  dares  not  venture  home  again. 
Till  better  tidings  follow  of  his  sister. 

Ant.  You  are  the  more  beholding  to  the  nus-   , 
chance,  sir :  | 

Had  I  gone  a  boot-halingf  I  should  as  toon 
Have  stolen  him  as  his  sister :  Marry  then, 
To  render  him  back  in  the  same  plight  he  is 
May  be  costly ;  his  flesh  is  not  maintain'd  vitfa 
little. 

Julio.  I  think  the  poor  knave  will  pine  away ; 
All-to-be-pitied  yonder.  [he  cries 

Mart.  Pray  you,  sir,  lefs  go  see  him :  I  ^ooki 
To  see  him  cry,  sure.  [laugh 

Juluf.  Well,  you  are  merry,  sir. — 
Antonio,  keep  this  charge ;  (I  have  fean 
Move  me  to  lay  it  on  you)  pray  forbear 
The  ways  of  your  enemies,  the  Bellides. 
I  have  reason  for  my  injunction,  sir.  C^'*'* 

Enter  Aminta  as  a  Page,  with  a  Letter^ 

Ant.  To  me,  sir  ?  from  whom  ? 

Afkin.  A  friend,  I  dare  vow,  sir, 
Thoagh  on  the  enemies'  part :  The  lady  Ismenia. 

Mart.  Take  heed ;  blush  not  too  deep.   Let  me 
advise  you 
In  your  answer ;  it  must  be  done  heedfully. 

Ant.  I  should  not  see  a  masculine,  in  peace, 
Out  of  that  house. 

Amin.  Alas,  I  am  a  child,  sir ; 
Your  hates  cannot  last  'till  I  wear  a  sword. 

Ant.  Await  me  for  your  answer. 

Mart.  He  must  see  her. 
To  manifest  his  shame ;  'tis  my  advantage : 
While  oar  blood's  under  us,  we  keep  above ; 
But  then  we  fall,  when  we  do  fall  in  love.  lEjeemi. 


ACT   IIL 


SCENE  J.-^An  Apartment  in  the  same. 

Enter  Julio  and  Fbahio* 

Fra.  My  lord,  my  lord,  your  house  hath  injured 
Robb'd  me  of  all  the  joys  I  had  on  earth.         [me, 

Julio.  Where  wert  thou  brought  up,  fellow  ? 

Fra.  In  a  mill ; 
You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud  exclaims. 
Which  must  rise  higher  yet. 

Julio.  Obstreperous  carle, 


If  thy  throat's  tempest  could  o'er-tnm  my  honse, 
What  satisfaction  were  it  for  thy  child .' 
Turn  thee  the  right  way  to  thy  journey's  end : 
Wilt  have  her  where  she's  not? 

Fra.  Here  was  she  lost. 
And  here  must  I  begin  my  footing  after; 
From  whence,  until  I  meet  a  power  to  paniahr 
I  will  not  rest.     You  are  not  quick  to  grief; 
Your  hearing^s  a  dead  sense !  Were  your's  the  1«9, 
Had  you  a  daughter  stol'n,  perhaps  be-whoredt 
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(For  to  what  other  end  should  come  the  thief?) 
You'd  play  the  miller  then,  be  loud  and  high ; 
But,  being  not  a  sorrow  of  your  own, 
Yon  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another. 

Juiio.  Oh,  thou  hast  oped  a  sluice  was  long  shut 
And  let  a  flood  of  grief  in  ;  a  buried  grief        [up, 
Thy  Toice  hath  waked  again,  a  grief  as  old 
As  likely  'tis  thy  chUd  is !  Friend,  I  tell  thee, 
1  did  once  lose  a  daughter. 

Fra,  Did  you,  sir  ? 
Beseech  you  then,  how  did  you  bear  her  loss  ^ 

Juiia.  With  thy  grief  trebled. 

Fra.  But  was  she  stolen  from  you? 

JuHo,  Yes,  by  devouring  thieves,  from  whom 
cannot 
Ever  return  a  satisfaction : 
The  wild  beasts  had  her  in  her  swathing  clothes. 

Fro.  Oh,  much  good  do  'em  with  her  1 

Julio.  Away,  tough  churl  I 

Fra,  Why,  she  was  better  eaten,  than  my  child, 
Better  by  beasts,  than  beastly  men  devoured : 
They  took  away  a  life,  no  honour,  from  her ; 
Those  beasts  might  make  a  saint  of  her ;  but  these 
Will  make  my  child  a  deviL    But  was  she,  sir, 
Your  only  daughter? 

Julio.  I  ne'er  had  other,  friend. 

Enter  OrixiAw. 

Gil.  Where  are  you,  man  ?    Your  business  lies 
not  here ! 
Your  daughter's  in  the  pound ;  I  have  found  where 
Twill  cost  you  dear,  her  freedom. 

Fra.  I'll  break  it  down,  and  free  her  without 
pay! 
Hone-locks  nor  chains  shall  hold  her  from  me. 

[OuxiAif  whupert  Kim. 

Jul.  I'll  take  this  reUef: 
I  now  have  time  to  speak  alone  with  grief.     \^ExH. 

Fra,   How  1   my  landlord  ?   he  is  lord  of  my 
lands, 
Bat  not  my  cattle :  I'll  have  her  again,  Gil. 

GU.  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  sudden  now  ? 

Fra.  No,  Gil ; 
I  have  been  mad  these  five  hours !  I'll  sell  my  mill 
And  buy  a  roaring — I'll  batter  down  his  house, 
And  make  a  stews  on'L 

Gi7.  WiU  you  gather  up  your  wits 
A  httle,  and  hear  me  ?  The  king's  near  by,  in  pro- 
Here  I  have  got  our  supplication  drawn,      [gress ; 
And  there's  Uie  way  to  help  us. 

Fra.  Give  it  me,  Gil : 
1  will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  king. 
To  his  own  hands,  God  bless  him,  will  I  give  it ; 
Aod  he  shall  set  the  law  upon  their  shoulders, 
Ajid  hang  'em  all  that  had  a  hand  in  it 

Gil.  Where  is  your  son  ? 

Fra.  He  shall  be  hang'd  in  flitches ! 
The  dogs  shall  eat  him  in  Lent ;  there's  cats'  meat 
And  dogs'  meat  enough  about  him. 

GiL  Sure  the  poor  girl  is  the  count's  whore  by 
this  time. 

Fra.  If  she  be  the  count's  whore,  the  whore's 
count 
Shall  pay  fbr't ;  he  shall  pay  for  a  new  maidenhead  1 

Gil.  Yon  are  so  violous ! — ^This  I'm  resolved ; 
If  site  be  a  whore  once,  I'll  renounce  her. 
You  know,  if  every  man  had  his  right, 
^he's  none  of  our  child,  but  a  mere  foundling ; 
( \nd  I  can  guess  the  owner  for  a  need  too) 
We  have  but  foster'd  her. 


Fra,  Gil,  no  more  of  that  \ 
I'll  cut  your  tongue  out,  if  you  tell  those  tales. 

lA  Flourish  within. 
Hark,  hark  I  these  toaters  tell  us  the  king's  coming. 
Get  you  gone ;.  I'll  see  if  I  can  find  him.    [JExeuni. 


SCENE  II.— ^M  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Libauro,  Tcrzo,  Pkdbo,  and  Moncado. 

Lit.  Does  the  king  remove  to-day? 

Terzo.  So  say  the  harbingers. 
And  keeps  his  way  on  to  Valentia ; 
There  ends  the  progress. 

Pedro.  He  hunts  this  morning,  gentlemen. 
And  dines  i'  th'  fields :  The  court  is  all  in  rea- 
diness. 

Lit,  Pedro,  did  you  send  for  this  tailor  ?  or  you, 
Moncado ! 
This  light  French  demi-lance  that  follows  us  f 

Pedro.  No,   I  assure  ye  on  my  word,  I  am 
guiltless; 
I  owe  him  too  much  to  be  inward  with  him. 

Mono.  I  am  not  quit,  I  am  sure :  There  is  a 
reckoning 
(Of  some  four  scarlet  cloaks,  and  two  laced  suits,) 
Hangs  on  the  file  still,  like  a  fearful  comet, 
Makes  me  keep  off. 

Lit.  I  am  in  too,  gentlemen, 
I  thank  his  faith,  for  a  matter  of  three  hundred. 

Terzo.  And  I  for  two.    What  a  devil  makes  he 
I  do  not  love  to  see  my  sins  before  me.  [this  way  ? 

Pedro.  'Tis  the  vacation,  and  these  things  break 
To  see  the  court  and  glory  in  their  debtors,     [out 

Terzo.  What  do  you  call  him  .'  for  I  never  love 
To  remember  their  names  that  I  owe  money  to ; 
'Tis  not  genteel :  I  shun  'em  like  the  plague  ever. 

Lit.  His  name's  Vertigo,  (hold  your  heads,  and 
wonder !) 
A  Frenchman,  and  a  founder  of  new  fashions : 
The  revolutions  of  all  shapes  and  habits 
Run  madding  through  his  brains. 

Enter  Vsanoo. 

Mono.  He's  very  brave ! 

Lit,  The  shreds  of  what  he  steals  from  us,  be- 
lieve it, 
Make  him  a  mighty  man.    He  comes ;  have  at  ye  1 

Vert.  Save  ye  together,  my  sweet  gentlemen  I 
I  have  been  looking—^ 

Terzo.  Not  for  money,  sir .' 
You  know  the  hard  time. 

Vert.  Pardon  me,  sweet  signer  1 
'Good  faith,  the  least  thought  in  my  heart;  your 

love,  gentlemen, 
Your  love's  enough  for  me.    Money?  hang  money! 
Let  me  preserve  your  love. 

Lit.  Yes,  marry  shall  you, 
And  we  our  credit.     You  would  see  the  court  ? 

Mono.  He  shaU  see  every  place. 

Vert.  Shall  I,  i'faith,  gentlemen? 

Pedro.    The  cellar,  and  the  buttery,  and  the 
The  pastry,  and  the  pantry.  [kitchen, 

Terzo.  Ay,  and  taste  too 
Of  every  office,  and  be  free  of  all  too ; 
That  he  may  say,  when  be  comes  home  in  glory — 

Vert.  And  I  will  say,  i'faith,  and  say  it  openly. 
And  say  it  home  too.     Shall  I  see  the  king  also  ? 

Lit,  'Shalt  see  him  every  day;  'shalt  see  the 
ladies 
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In  their  French  clothes ;  sbalt  ride  a  hunting  with 

him; 
Shalt  have  a  mistress  too. — We  must  fool  hand- 
To  keep  him  in  belief  we  honour  him ;        [somdy 
He  may  call  on  as  else. 

Pedro.  A  pox  upon  him  ! 
Let  him  call  at  home  in's  own  house  for  salt  butter. 

Vert,  And  when  the  king  puts  on  a  new  suit— 

Terzo,  Thou  shalt  see  it  first, 
And  dissect  his  doublets,  that  thou  may'st  be 
perfect. 

Vert,  The  wardrobe  I  would  fain  view,  gentle- 
Fain  come  to  see  the  wardrobe.  [men, 

Lit,  Thou  shalt  see  it, 
And  see  the  secret  of  it,  dive  into  it ; 
Sleep  in  the  wardrobe,  and  have  revelations 
Of  fashions  five  years  hence. 

Vert,  Ye  honour  me, 
Ye  infinitely  honour  me  1 

Terxo,  Anything  i'  th'  court,  sir. 
Or  within  the  compass  of  a  courtier 

Vert.  My  wife  shall  give  ye  thanks. 

Terzo,  You  shall  see  anything ! 
The  privat'st  place,  the   stool,  and  where  'tis 
emptied. 

Vert,  Ye  make  me  blush,  ye  pour  your  bounties. 
In  such  abundance.  [gentlemen, 

•Lie,  I  will  shew  thee  presently 
The  order  that  the  king  keeps  when  he  eomes 
To  open  view,  that  thou  may'st  tell  thy  neighbours 
Over  a  shoulder  of  mutton,  thou  hast  seen  some- 
thing; 
Nay,  thou  shalt  present  the  king  for  this  time^ 

Vert,  Nay,  I  pray,  sir  1 

Lis,  That  thou  mayst  know  what  state  there 
does  belong  to't. 
Stand  there,  I  say  !  and  put  on  a  sad  countenance. 
Mingled  with  height !  Be  covered  and  reserved ; 
Move  like  the  sun,  by  soft  degrees,  and  glorious. 
Into  your  order,  gendemen,  uncovered ! 
The  king  appears. — ^We'li  sport  with  you  a  while, 
sir ;  {,A»ide. 

I'm  sure  you're  merry  with  us  all  the  year  long, 

tailor. — 
Move  softer  still ;  keep  in  that  fencing  1^,  mon- 
Tum  to  no  side.  [sieur ; 

Enter  FaAino  cut  qf  breath. 

Terzo.  What's  this  that  appears  to  him  ? 

Lie,  He  has  a  petition,  and  he  looks  most  la- 
Mistake  him,  and  we  are  made.  [mentably. 

Fra.  This  is  the  king  sure. 
The  glorious  king  1  I  know  him  by  his  gay  clothes. 

Lit,  Now  bear  yourself,  that  you  may  say  here- 
after  

Fra.  I  have  recover'd  breath ;  I'll  speak  unto 
him  presently. 
May  it  please  your  gracious  majesty  to  consider 
A  poor  man's  case  ?  IKneeU. 

Vert,  What's  your  will,  sir? 

Lie,  You  must  accept,  and  read  it. 

Terzo,  The  tailor  will  run  mad  upon  my  life  for't. 

Pedro,  How  he  mumps  and  bridles  (    He  will 
ne*er  cut  clothes  again. 

Vert,  And  what's  your  grief  ? 

Mone.  He  speaks  i'  th'  nose  like  his  goose. 

Fra,  I  pray  you  read  there ;  I  am  abused  and 
frump'd,  sir. 
By  a  great  man,  that  may  do  ill  by  authority  : 
Poor  honest  men  are  hang'd  for  doing  less,  sir. 


My  child  is  stol'n,  the  Count  Otrante  stole  her ! 
A  pretty  child  she  is,  although  I  say  it,  | 

A  handsome  mother ;  he  means  to  make  s  vhore 

of  her, 
A  silken  whore ;  his  knaves  have  filched  her  from 

me; 
He  keeps  lewd  knaves,  that  do  him  beastly  offico. 
I  kneel  for  justice :  Shall  I  have  it,  or  ? 

Enter  Pbilipto  and  Lords. 

PhU.  What  pageant's  this  ? 

Lie,  The  king !~ 
Tailor,  stand  off  1  Here  ends  your  appsritioD.— 
Miller,  turn  round,  and  there  address  your  paper; 
There,  there's  the  king  indeed. 

Fra.  May  it  please  your  mqesty ! 

Phil,  Why  didst  thou  kneel  to  that  feUow? 

Fra.  In  good  faith,  sir, 
I  thought  he  had  been  a  king,  he  was  so  gallant; 
There's  none  here  wears  sn(^  gold. 

PhU,  So  foolishly? 
Yon  have  golden  business  soro !  Becsose  I  as 

homely 
Clad,  in  no  glittering  suit,  I  am  not  looked  oa. 
Ye  fools,  that  wear  gay  clothes,  love  to  be  gaped  at, 
What  are  you  better  when  your  end  calls  on  f on  ? 
Will  gold  preserve  ye  from  the  graved  or  jfweh? 
Get  golden  minds,  and  fling  away  your  trappings; 
Unto  your  bodies  minister  warm  raiaaenta, 
Wholesome  and  good;  glitter  vritfain,  and  spare  not! 
Let  my  court  have  rii^  souls  !  thdr  suits  I  wash 

not. — 
And  what  are  you  that  took  such  state  upon  pa  t 
Are  you  a  prince  ? 

Lie,  The  prince  of  tailors,  sir ; 
We  owe  some  money  to  him,  an't  like  yov  oa- 
jesty  1 

PhU,  If  it  like  him,  'would  ye  owed  moitl  Be 
modester : — 
And  you  less  saucy,  sir ;  and  leave  this  place : 
Your  pressing-iron  will  make  no  peifoct  cowtifr. 
Go  stitch  at  home,  and  ooxen  your  poor  neigfaboon : 
Shew  such  another  pride,  I'll  have  you  whipt  for't- 
And  get  worse  clothes ;  these  but  procbom  jotf 
And  what's  your  paper  ?  [fck»y.— 

Fra,  I  beseech  yon  read  it. 

PhU,  Whafs  here?  the  Count  Otrante  tasVd 
For  stealing  of  a  maid  ?  [for  a  base  villaiDy  3 

Lord.  The  Count  Otrante  ? 
Is  not  the  fellow  mad,  sir  ? 

Fra.  No,  no,  my  lord ; 
I  am  in  my  wits  :  I  am  a  labouring  man, 
And  we  have  seldom  leisure  to  nm  mad : 
We  have  other  business  to  employ  our  heads  io ; 
We  have  little  wit  to  lose  too.     If  we  compbdn, 
And  if  a  heavy  lord  lie  on  our  shoulders. 
Worse  than  a  sack  of  meal,  and  oppress  oo  po- 
verties, 

•     a     * 

We  are  mad  straight,  and  whoop'd,  and  tied  m 

fetters, 
Able  to  make  a  horse  mad,  as  you  use  as. 
You  are  mad  for  nothing,  and  no  man  dare  ^ 
In  you  a  wildness  is  a  noble  trick,  [claim  it ; 

And  cherished  in  ye,  and  all  men  most  love  it ; 
Oppressions  of  all  sorts  sit  like  new  ehithes. 
Neatly  and  handsomely,  upon  yonr  lordships: 
And  it  we  kick,  when  your  honours  spar  nai 
We  are  knaves  and  jades,  and  ready  for  the  jostice. 
I  am  a  true  miller. 
PhU,  Then  thou  art  a  wonder. 
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2  Lord,  I  know  the  man  reputed  for  a  good  man, 
An  honest  and  substantial  fellow. 

PhUm  He  speaks  sense, 
And  to  the  point :  Greatness  begets  much  rude- 
ness.— 
How  dare  you,  sirrah,  'gainst  so  main  a  person, 
A  man  of  so  much  noble  note  and  honour, 
Put  up  this  base  complaint  ?  must  every  peasant 
Upon  a  saucy  will  affront  great  lords  ? 
All  fellows,  miller  ? 

Fra,  I  have  my  reward,  sir  ; 
I  was  told,  one  greatness  would  protect  another. 
As  beams  support  their  fellows  ;  now  I  find  it 
If 't  please  your  grace  to  have  me  hang'd,  I  am 
'Tis  but  a  miller,  and  a  thief  dispatched,     [ready; 
Though  I  steal  bread,  I  steal  no  flesh  to  tempt  me. 
I  have  a  wife ;  an't  please  him  to  have  her  too. 
With  all  my  heart;  'twill  make  my  charge  the 

less,  sir ; 
She'll  hold  him  play  a-while.    I  have  a  boy  too ; 
He's  able  to  instruct  his  honour's  hogs. 
Or  rub  his  horse  heels ;  when  it  please  his  lordship. 
He  may  make  him  his  slave  too,  or  his  bawd  : 
The  boy  is  well  bred,  can  exhort  his  sister. 
For  me,  the  prison,  or  the  pillory. 
To  lose  my  goods,  and  have  mine  ears  cropt  off*, 
Whipt  like  a  lop,  and  have  a  paper  stuck 
Before  me,  for  abominable  honesty 
To  his  own  daughter !  I  can  endure,  sir ;  the  miller 
Has  a  stout  heart,  tough  as  his  toll*pin. 

PhU,  I  suspect  this  shrewdly ! 
Is  it  his  daughter  that  the  people  call 
The  miller's  fair  maid  ? 

2  Lord.  It  should  seem  so,  sir. 

Phil,  Be  sure  you  be  i'  th'  right,' sirrah. 

Fra,  If  I  be  i'  th'  wrong,  sir. 
Be  sure  you  hang  me ;  I  wUl  ask  no  courtesy. 
Your  grace  may  have  a  daughter,  (think  of  that,  sir) 
She  may  be  fair,  and  she  may  be  abused  too, 
(A  king  is  not  exempted  from  these  cases) 
Stol'tt  from  your  loving  care 

PhU,  I  do  much  pity  him. 

Fro.  But  Heaven  forbid  that  she  should  be  in 
that  venture 
That  mine  is  in  at  this  hour.  I'll  assure  your  grace, 
The  lord  wants  a  water-mill,  and  means  to  grind 

with  her: 
'Would  I  had  his  stones  to  set!  I  would  fit  him  for't. 

PhU.  Follow  me,  miller,  and  let  me  talk  with 
yon  further ; 
And  keep  this  private  all,  upon  your  loyalties ! 
To-morrow  morning,  though  I  am  now  beyond  him, 
And  the  less  look'd  for,  I'll  break  my  fast  with  the 

good  count. 
No  more ;  away !  all  to  our  sports ;  be  silent ! 

\,Exeuni  Pbilipfo,  Franio,  and  Lords. 

Vert,  What  grace  shall  I  have  now  ? 

Lu,  Choose  thine  own  grace. 
And  go  to  dinner  when  thou  wilt,  Vertigo ; 
W>  must  needs  follow  the  king. 

Terxo.  Yon  heard  the  sentence. 

Mono,  If  you  stay  here,  I'll  send  thee  a  shoulder 
of  venison. 
Go  home,  go  home ;  or,  if  thou  wilt  disguise, 
I'll  help  thee  to  a  place  to  feed  the  dogs. 

Pedro,  Or  thou  shalt  be  special  tailor  to  the 
king's  monkey ; 
'TIs  a  fine  place.    We  cannot  stay. 

Vert.  No  money. 
Nor  no  grace,  gentlemen  ? 
rot.,  II. 


Terzo.  *T\s  too  early,  tailor ; 
The  king  has  not  broke  his  fast  yet. 

Vert,  I  shall  look  for  you 
The  next  term,  gentlemen. 

Pedro,  Thou  shalt  not  miss  us  : 
Pr'ythee  provide  some  clothes.     And,  dost  thou 

hear,  Vertigo  ? 
Commend  me  to  thy  wife :  I  want  some  shirts  too. 

Vert,  I  have  chambers  for  you  all. 

Lis,  They  are  too  musty ; 
When  they  are  dear,  we'll  come. 

Vert.  I  must  be  patient 
And  provident ;  I  shall  never  get  home  else. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  IIL^^n  Apartment  in  the  Home  of 

Otrantb. 

Eidtr  OnuNTK  and  Flokimkl. 

»  • 

Otr,  Pr'ythee  be  wiser,  wench  I  thou  canst  not 
'scape  me : 
Let  me  with  love  and  gentleness  enjoy  that. 
That  may  be  still  preserved  with  love,  and  longed 
If  violence  lay  rough  hold,  I  shall  hate  thee ;  [for. 
And  after  I  have  enjoyed  thy  maidenhead, 
Thou  wilt  appear  so  stale  and  ugly  to  me, 
I  shall  despise  thee,  cast  thee  off 

Flor,  I  pray  you,  sir. 
Begin  it  now,  and  open  your  doors  to  me. 
I  do  confess  I  am  ugly ;  let  me  go,  sir ! 
A  gipsey>girl ;  why  woiddyour  lordship  touch  me  ? 
Fy,  'tis  not  noble  1  I  am  homely  bred. 
Coarse,  and  unfit  for  you ;  why  do  you  flatter  me  } 
There  be  young  ladies  many,  that  will  love  you. 
That  will  dote  on  you  :   Yon  are  a  handsome  gen- 
tleman. 
What  will  they  say  when  once  they  know  your 

quality? 
"  A  lord,  a  miller  ?  Take  your  toll-dish  with  you  ! 
You  that  can  deal  with  gurgeons,  and  coarse  flour, 
'Tis  pity  you  should  taste  what  manchet  means." 
Is  this  fit,  sir,  for  your  repute  and  honour ! 

Otr,  I'll  love  thee  still. 

Flor,  You  cannot ;  there's  no  sympathy 
Between  our  births,  our  breeding,  arts,  conditions ; 
And  where  these  are  at  difference,  there's  no  liking. 
This  hour  it  may  be  I  seem  handsome  to  you. 
And  you  are  taken  with  variety 
More  than  with  beauty;  to-morrow,   when  you 

have  enjoyed  me, 
Your  heat  and  lust  assuaged,  and  come  to  examine^ 
Out  of  a  cold  and  penitent  condition. 
What  you  have  done,  whom  you  have  shared  your 

love  with, 
Made  partner  of  your  bed,  how  it  will  vex  you, 
How  you  will  curse  the  devil  that  betrayed  you ! 
And  what  shall  become  of  me  then  ? 

Otr,  Wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 

Flor,  As  hasty  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy  me, 
As  precious  as  this  beauty  shewed  unto  you. 
You'll  kick  me  out  of  doors,  you'll  whore,  and 

ban  me; 
And  if  I  prove  with  child  with  your  fair  issue. 
Give  me  a  pension  of  five  pound  a -year 
To  breed  your  heir  withal,  and  so  God  speed  me  ! 

Otr.  I'll  keep  thee  Uke  a  woman. 

Flor,  I'll  keep  myself,  sir. 
Keep  myself  honest,  sir;  there's  the  brave  keeping  ! 
If  you  wiU  marry  me 
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Otr.  Alas,  poor  Florimel  1 

Flor,  I  do  confess  I  am  too  coarse  and  base,  sir, 
To  be  your  wife  ;  and  it  is  fit  you  scorn  me ; 
Yet  such  as  I  haye  crown'd  the  lives  of  great  ones : 
To  be  your  whore  I  am  sure  I  am  too  worthy, 
(For,  by  my  troth,  sir,  I  am  truly  honest) 
And  that's  an  honour  equal  to  your  greatness ! 

Otr.  I'll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

Flor.  Tempt  me  no  more  then : 
Give  me  that  peace,  and  then  you  give  abundance. 
I  know  you  do  but  try  me ;  you  are  noble ; 
All  these  are  but  to  try  my  modesty : 
If  you  should  find  me  easy,  and  once  coming, 
I  see  your  eyes  already,  how  they  would  fright  me ; 
I  see  your  honest  heart,  how  it  would  swell, 
And  burst  itself  into  a  grief  against  me ; 
Your  tongue  in  noble  anger,  now,  even  now,  sir. 
Ready  to  rip  my  loose  thoughts  to  the  bottom. 
And  lay  my  shame  unto  myself  wide  open. 
You  are  a  noble  lord  ;  you  pity  poor  maids. 
The  people  are  mistaken  in  your  courses : 
You,  like  a  father,  try  'em  to  the  uttermost ; 
As  they  do  gold,  you  purge  the  dross  from  them, 
And  make  them  shine. 

Otr.  This  cunning  cannot  help  yon  1 
I  love  yon  to  ei^oy  you  ;  I  have  stoFn  yon, 
To  enjoy  you  now,  not  to  be  fool'd  with  drcum- 
Yield  willingly,  or  else—  [stance. 

Flor.  What  ? 

Otr.  I  will  force  you  : 
I  will  not  be  delay'd  !  A  poor  base  wench. 
That  I  in  courtesy  make  offer  to, 
Argue  with  me  ? 

Flor.  Do  not ;  you'll  lose  your  labour : 
Do  not,  my  lord  ;  it  will  become  you  poorly. 
Your  courtesy  may  do  much  on  my  nature, 
For  I  am  kind  as  you  are,  and  as  tender. 
If  you  compel,  I  have  my  strengths  to  fly  to. 
My  honest  thoughts,  and  those  are  guards  about 

me : 
I  can  cry  too,  and  noise  enough  I  dare  make. 
And  I  have  curses,  that  will  call  down  thunder ; 
For  all  I  am  a  poor  wench.  Heaven  will  hear  me. 
My  body  you  may  force,  but  my  will  never ! 
And  be  sure  I  do  not  live,  if  you  do  force  me, 
Or  have  no  tongue  to  tell  your  beastly  story  ; 
For  if  I  have,  and  if  there  be  a  justice 

Otr.  Pray  ye  go  in  here  I  I'll  calm  myself  for 
And  be  your  friend  again.  [this  time, 

Flor.  I  am  commanded.  lExit. 

Otr,  You  cannot  'scape  me  yet ;  I  must  enjoy 
you  I 
I'll  lie  with  thy  wit,  though  I  miss  thy  honesty. 
Is  this  a  wench  for  a  boor's  hungry  bosom  ? 
A  morsel  for  a  peasant's  base  embraces  ? 
And  must  I  starve,  and  the  meat  in  my  mouth  ? 
I'll  none  of  that 

Enter  Gnusto. 

Ger.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  how  sped  you  ? 
Have  yon  done  the  deed  ? 

Otr.  No,  pox  npon't,  she's  honest. 

Get,  Honest !  what's  that  ?    Yon  take  her  bare 
denial? 
Was  there  ever  wench  brought  up  in  a  mill,  and 

honest  ? 
That  were  a  wonder  worth  a  chronicle. 
Is  your  belief  so  large  ?  What  did  she  say  to  you  ? 

Otr.  She  said  her  honesty  was  all  her  dowry ; 
And  preached  unto  me,  how  unfit,  and  homely. 


Nay,  how  dishonourable,  it  would  seem  m  me 
To  act  my  will ;  popt  me  i'  th'  mouth  with  mo. 
desty — 

Ger.  What  an  impudent  quean  was  tiiat!  Tlut'i 
their  trick  ever. 

Otr.  And  then  discoursed  to  me  very  kamedlf, 
What  fame  and  loud  opinion  would  tell  of  me. 
A  wife  she  touched  at 

Ger.  Out  upon  her,  rarlet ! 
Was  she  so  bold  ?  These  home-span  tfaiogs  are 

devils  1 
They'U  tell  you  a  thousand  lies,  if  you'll  beliere 

'em. 
And  stand  upon  their  honours  like  great  ladies; 
They'll  speak  unhappily  too  good  words  to  coza 

you, 
And  outwardly  seem  saints;  they^  cry  dovn- 

right  also, 
But  *tis  for  anger  that  yon  do  not  crush  'em. 
Did  she  not  talk  of  being  with  child  ? 

Otr.  She  touched  at  it. 

Ger.  The  trick  of  an  errant  whore,  to  milk 
your  lordship  ! 
And  then  a  pension  named  ? 

Otr.  No,  no,  she  scorned  it : 
I  offer'd  anything ;  but  she  refnied  all. 
Refused  it  with  a  confident  hate. 

Ger.  You  thought  so ; 
You  should  have  ta'en  her  then,  ton'd  her,  vA 

tewed  her 
I'  fh'  strength  of  all  her  resolution,  flatter'd  her, 
And  shaked  her  stubborn  vnll ;  die  would  ban 

thank'd  you, 
She  would  have  loved  you  infinitely :  Tbef  most 

seem  modest. 
It  is  their  parts  ;  if  yon  had  play'd  your  psit,  or, 
And  handled  her  as  men  do  unmann'd  hawks, 
Cast  her,  and  mail'd  her  up  in  good  dean  linoi, 
And  there  have  coy'd  ha,  you  had  csqght  ber 

heart-strings. 
These  tongh  virginities,  they  blow  like  white  tiwntt, 
In  storms  and  tempesti. 

Otr.  She's  beyond  all  this  ; 
As  cold,  and  hanien'd,  as  the  virgin  oystiL 

Ger.  Oh,  force  her,  force  her,  lir!  she  1ods> 
to  be  Favish*d ; 
Some  have  no  pleasure  but  in  violence; 
To  be  torn  in  pieces  is  their  paradise  : 
'Tis  ordinary  in  our  country,  sir,  to  ravish  ill; 
They  will  not  give  a  penny  for  their  sport 
Unless  they  be  put  to't,  and  terribly ; 
And  then  they  swear  they'll  hang  the  mso  oonfi 
And  swear  it  on  his  lips  too.  \pSKt  'cb, 

Otr.  No,  no  forcing ; 
I  have  another  course,  and  I  will  follow  it* 
I  command  you,  and  do  yon  command  yoarfeOo«i. 
That  when  ye  see  her  next,  di^raoeanid  toon  ber: 
I'U  seem  to  put  her  out  o'  th'  doors  o'th'  ta^^ 
And  leave  her  to  conjecture,  then  aeiae  on  btf  • 
Away  !  be  ready  straight. 

Ger.  We  shaU  not  faU,  sir.  t*^ 

Otr,  Florimel  1 

EnUr  FhomtuKL. 

Flor.  My  lord. 

Otr,  1  am  sure  you  have  now  oonsidff'd,  ^ 
And  like  a  wise  wench  weigh'd  a  fneed's  aOr 

pleasure, 
Repented  your  proud  thoughts,  and  cist  jom 
scorn  off. 
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Flor,  My  lord,  I  am  not  prond ;  I  was  never 
beautiful. 
Nor  worn  I  anything  that's  just  and  honest. 

Otr.  Come,  to  be  short,  can  you  love  yet  ?  You 
told  me 
Kindness  would  far  compel  you :  I  am  kind  to  you. 
And  mean  to  exceed  that  way. 

Flor.  I  told  you  too,  sir, 
As  far  as  it  agreed  with  modesty,  [you. 

With  honour,  and  with  honesty,  I  would  yield  to 
Good  my  lord,  take  some  other  theme ;  for  love, 
Alas,  I  never  knew  yet  what  it  meant. 
And  on  the  sudden,  sir,  to  run  through  volumes 
Of  his  most  mystic  art,  'tis  most  impossible  ; 
Nay,  to  begin  with  lust,  which  is  an  heresy, 
A  foul  one  too  ;  to  learn  that  in  my  childhood — 
Oh,  good  my  lord  ! 

Otr,  You  will  not  out  of  this  song  ? 
Your  modesty,  and  honesty  ?  is  that  all  ? 
I  will  not  force  yon. 

Phr,  Yon  are  too  noble,  sir. 

Otr,  Nor  play  the  childish  fool,  and  marry  you : 
I  am  yet  not  mad. 

Fhr,  If  you  did,  men  would  imagine 

Otr,  Nor  wiU  I  woo  you  at  that  infinite  price 
It  may  be  you  expect. 

Fkr.  I  expect  your  pardon. 
And  a  discharge,  my  lord  ;  that's  all  I  look  for. 

Oir,  No,  nor  fall  sick  for  love. 

Flor,  "Tis  a  healthful  year,  sir. 

Otr,  Look  ye ;  I'll  turn  ye  out  o'  doors,  and 

Flor.  Thank  you,  my  lord.  [scorn  ye. 

Otr,  A  proud  slight  peat  I  found  ye, 
A  fool,  it  may  be  too 

Flor,  Kjo.  honest  woman, 
Good  my  lord,  think  me. 

Olr.  And  a  base  I  leave  yon  ; 
So.  fare  you  well !  lExil. 

Flor,  BlessiDg  attend  your  lordship ! — 
This  is  hot  love,  that  vanisheth  like  vapours ; 
His  ague's  off,  his  burning  fits  are  well  quench'd, 
1  thank  Heaven  for't — His  men !    They  will  not 
force  me? 

Enitr  OaiusTO  aimI  Servants. 

Gtr»  What  dost  thou  stay  for  ?  dost  thou  not 
know  the  way, 
ThoQ  base  unprovident  whore  ? 
Flor.  Good  words,  pray  ye,  gentlemen  1 

1  Sorv.  Has  my  lord  smoked  ye  over,  good- 

wife  miller  ? 
Is  your  mill  broken  that  yon  stand  so  useless  ? 

2  Serv.  An  impudent  quean  I  upon  my  life,  she's 

unwholesome ! 
Some  base  discarded  thing  my  lord  has  found  her ; 
He  woold  not  have  turn'd  her  off  o'  th'  sudden  else. 

Ger,  Now  against  every  sack,  my  honest  sweet- 
With  every  Smig  and  Smug [heart, 

Flwr,  I  must  be  patient. 

Gtr.  And  every  greasy  guest,  and  sweaty  rascal, 
For  his  royal  hire  between  his  fingers,  gentlewoman ! 

1  Serv.  I  fear  thou  hast  given  my  lord  the  pox, 

thou  damned  thing. 

2  Strv.  I  hare  seen  her  in  the  stews. 
Ger.  Hie  knave  her  father 

Wis  bawd  to  her  there,  and  kept  a  tipling-house. 
YoQ  must  e'en  to't  again :  A  modest  function  I 

Fl9r.  If  ye  had  honesty,  ye  would  not  use  me 
Thus  basely,  wretchedly,  though  your  lord  bid  ye  ; 
Bat  he  that  knoi 


Ger,  Away,  thou  carted  impudence, 
You  meat  for  every  man  !    A  little  meal 
flung  in  your  face,  makes  ye  appear  so  proud — 

Flor,  ThiA  is  inhuman.  Let  these  tears  persuade 
(If  ye  be  men)  to  use  a  poor  girl  better !  [you 
I  wrong  not  you,  I  am  sure ;  I  call  you  gentlemen. 

Enter  Onuim. 

Otr.  What  business  is  here?   Away!    [Exeunt 
Servants.]  Are  not  you  gone  yet  ? 

Fhr.  My  lord,  this  is  not  well,  although  yon 
hate  me, 
(For  what  I  know  not)  to  let  your  people  wrong 
Wrong  me  maliciously,  and  call  me [me, 

Otr.  Peace, 
And  mark  me  what  we  say,  advisedly, 
Mark,  as  you  love  that,  that  you  call  your  credit  ! 
Yield  now,  or  you're  undone ;  your  good  name's 

perish'd ; 
Not  all  the  world  can  buoy  your  reputation ; 
'Tis  sunk  for  ever  else :  These  people's  tongues 

will  poison  you ; 
Though  you  be  white  as  innocence,  they'll  taint 
They  will  speak  terrible  and  hideous  things ;  [you; 
And  people  in  this  age  are  prone  to  credit ; 
They'll  let  fall  nothing  that  may  brand  a  woman : 
Consider  this,  and  then  be  wise  and  tremble  ! 
Yield  yet,  and  yet  I'll  save  you. 

Fhr,  How? 

Otr,  I'll  shew  yon ; 
Their  mouths  1*11  seal  up,  they  shaU  speak  no  more 
But  what-  is  honourable  and  honest  of  yon, 
And  saint-like  they  shall  worship  you :  They  are 
And  what  I  charge  them,  Florimel [mine, 

Flor»  I  am  ruined ! 
Heaven  will  regard  me  yet,  they  are  barbarous 
Let  me  not  fall,  my  lord !  [wretches. 

Otr,  You  shall  not,  Florimel : 
Mark  how  I'll  work  your  peace,  and  how  I  honour 
Who  waits  there  ?  come  all  in.  [yoa* — 

Enter  GanAsn)  and  Servants. 
Ger,  Your  pleasure,  sir  ? 
Otr,  Who  dare  say  this  sweet  beauty  is  not 
heavenly  ? 
This  virgin,  the  most  pure,  the  most  untainted, 

The  holiest  thing 

Ger.  We  know  it,  my  dear  lord  : 
We  are  her  slaves  ;  and  that  proud  impudence 
That  dares  disparage  her,  this  sword,  my  lord 

1  Serv,  They  are  rascals  base,  the  sons  of  com- 

mon women, 
That  wrong  this  virtue,  or  dare  own  a  thought 
But  fair  and  honourable  of  her:  When  we  slight 

her, 
Hang  us,  or  cut's  in  pieces ;  let's  tug  i'  th'  gal* 

2  Serv.  Brand  us  for  villains  !  [lies 

Flor.  Why,  sure  I  dream  !  these  are  aU  saints. 
Otr.  Go,  and  live  all  her  slaves. 

Ger,  We  are  proud  to  do  it. 

\^Extunt  QsiusTO  and  Senranta. 
Otr.  What  think  you  now?  Am  not  I  able,  Flo- 
Yet  to  preserve  you  ?  [rimel, 

Fhr,  I  am  bound  to  your  lordship ; 
You  are  all  honour !    And,  good  my  lord,  but 

grant  me, 
Until  to-morrow,  leave  to  weigh  my  fortunes, 
I'll  give  you  a  free  answer,  perhaps  a  pleasing ; 
Indeed  1 11  do  the  best  I  can  to  satisfy  you. 
Otr,  Take  your  good  time.  This  kiss  1  Till  then, 
farewell,  sweet !  lExeunt, 

q  q% 
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ACT  IT. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I A  Grove. 

Enter  Airroitio,  Majitinc,  and  Bustopha. 


Mart.  By  all  means  discharge  your  follower. 

Ant,  If  we  can  get  him  off. — Sirrah,  Bustopha, 
Thou  must  needs  run  back. 

Butt,  But  I  must  not,  unless  you  send  a  bier, 
Or  a  lictor  at  my  back  :  I  do  not  use 
To  run  from  my  friends. 

Ant,  Well,  go  I  will  serve  turn ;  I  have  forgot — 

Butt.  What,  sir  ? 

Ant.  See,  if  I  can  think  on't  now  I 

Bust,  I  know  what  'tis  now. 

Ant,  A  pistolet  of  that ! 

Bust,  Done !  You  have  forgot  a  device  to  send 
You  are  going  a-smocking  perhaps  ?       [me  away. 

Mart.  His  own  I  due,  due  i'faith,  Antonio  ; 
The  pistolef  s  his  own  ! 

Ant\  I  confess  it : 
There  'tis  I  Now  if  you  could  afford  out  of  it 
A  reasonable  excuse  to  mine  uncle  ^ 

Butt,  Yes,  I  can ; 
But  an  excuse  will  not  serve  your  turn :  It  must  be 
A  lie,  a  full  lie ;  'twill  do  no  good  else. 
If  you'll  go  to  the  price  of  that-^ 

Ant,  Is  a  lie 
Dearer  than  an  excuse  ? 

B^ut,  Oh,  treble  ;  this  ia 
The  price  of  am  excuse  ;  but  a  lie  is  two  more. 
Look,  how  many  foils  go  to  a  fair  fall. 
So  many  excuses  to  a  full  lie  ;  and  less 
Cannot  serve  your  turn,  let  any  tailor  i'  th'  town 
make  it. 

Mart*  Why,  'tis  reasonable ;  give  him  his  price : 
Let  it  be  large  enough  now ! 

Butt,  I'll  warrant  you ; 
Cover  him  all  over. 

ArU,  I  would  have  proof  of  one  now. 

Butt,  What  ?  stale  my  invention^  beforehand  ? 
you  shall  pardon  me 
For  that !  Well,  I'll  commend  you  to  your  uncle, 
And  tell  him  you'll  be  at  home  at  supper  with  him. 

Ant,   By  no  means;  I  cannot  come  to-night, 
man. 

Butt,  I  know  that  too :  You  do  not  know  a  lie 
When  you  see  it. 

Mart,  Remember 
It  must  stretch  for  all  night. 

Butt,  I  shall  want  stuff : 
I  doubt  'twill  come  to  the  other  pistolet 

Ant.  Well,  lay  out ;  you  shall  be  no  loser,  sir. 

Bust.  It  must  be  faced,  you  know  ;  there  will  be 
Of  dissimulation  at  least,  city.measure,  £a  yard 
And  cut  upon  an  untroth  or  two ;  lined  with  fables, 
That  must  needs  be,  cold  weather's  coming ;  if  it 

had  a  galloon 
Of  hypocrisy,  'twould  do  well ;  andhook'd  together 
With  a  couple  of  conceits,  that's  necessity. 
Well,  I'U  bring  in  my  biU :  I'll  warrant  you 
As  fair  a  lie  by  that  time  I  have  done  vrith  it, 
As  any  gentleman  i'  th'  town  can  swear  to> 
If  he  would  betray  his  lord  and  master.  lBxU> 

Ant,  So,  so,  this  necessary  trouble's  over^ 
Mart.  1  would  you  had  bought  an  excuse  of  him 
Before  he  went ;  you'll  want  one  for  Ismenia. 
Ant,  Tush,  there  needs  none,  there's  no  suspi- 
cion yet ; 


And  I'll  be  arm'd,  before  the  next  enooonter. 
In  a  fast  tie  with  my  fidr  IsabeL 

Enter  Bustopha, 

Mart,  Yes, 
You'll  find  your  errand  is  before  you  now. 

Bust,  Oh,  gentlemen,  look  to  yourselves  I  je  an 
Men  of  another  world  else :  Your  enemies 
Are  upon  you  !  the  old  house  of  the  Bellides 
Will  fall  upon  your  heads.    Signer  lisanro 

Ani.  Lisauro? 

Butt,  And  don  what  call  yon  him  ?  he's  a  gen- 
tleman, 
Yet  he  has  but  a  yeoman's  name.    Don  Tam, 
Tarso,  and  a  doxen  at  their  heels. 

Ant,  Uaauro,  Terso,  nor  a  dozen  more. 
Shall  flight  me  from  my  ground,  nor  shun  my  pi&, 
Let  'em  come  on  in  their  ablest  fury. 

Mart.  'Tis  worthily  resolved ;  I'll  stand  bjyot. 
This  way !  I  am  thy  true  firiend.  [sir. 

Butt.  I'll  be  gone,  sir, 
That  one  may  live  to  tell  what  is  become  of  yoo.— 
Put  up,  put  up !  Will  you  never  learn  to  know  a 

Ue 
From  an  j£sop*s  fables  ?  There's  a  taste  for  joo 
now !  [£«*• 

Enter  JsmxmiA.  and  AaawtA, 

Mart,  Look,  sir !  what  time  of  day  is  it  ? 

Ant,  I  know  not ; 
My  eyes  go  false,  I  dare  not  trust  'em  now ! 
I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  Martine,  if  thou  canst, 
Is  that  Ismenia  or  Isabella  ? 

Mart.  This  is  the  lady ;  forget  not  Isabella. 

Ant,  If  this  face  may  be  borrowed  and  lent  oat, 
If  it  can  shift  shoulders,  and  take  other  tires, 
So,  'tis  mine  where'er  I  find  it — 

Jtm,  Be  sudden: 
I  cannot  hold  out  long.  iExU  Awori. 

Mart,  Believe't,  she  frovms. 

Ant.  Let  it  come,  she  cannot  frown  me  off  o&'t 
How  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  come  nearer  !— 
How  do  you,  lady,  since  yesterday's  pains  ? 
Were  you  not  weary  ^  of  my  fidth 

Itm.  I  think  you  vrere. 

Ant,  What,  lady  ? 

Itm.  Weary  of  your  fruth ;  it  is  a  burthen 
That  men  faint  under,  though  they  bear  little  ef  it- 

Mart.  So  I  this  is  to  the  poipose. 

Ant,  You  came  home 
In  a  fair  hour,  I  hope. 

Itm.  From  whence,  sir  ? 

Enter  AimrrA. 

Amin.  Sir,  there's  a  gentlewoman  without  de- 
To  speak  with  you.  [«f«* 

Ant.  They  were  pretty  homely  toys ;  bat  joar 
Made  them  illustrious.  [preseBce 

Itm.  My  cousin  speaks  to  yon. 

Amin.  A  gentlewoman,  sir ;  Isabella 
She  names  herself. 

Mart.  So,  so !  it  hits  finely  now. 

Ant.  Name  yourself  how   yon  please,  ipo^ 
what  you  please, 
I'll  hear  you  chearfuUy. 

Itm.  You  are  not  well ; — 
Request  her  in,  she  may  have  more  aoqvaintaaoe 
With  his  passions,  and  better  core  fiir  em. 
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Jmin.  She's  nice  in  that,  madam :  Poor  soul, 
She's  fearful  of  your  displeasure.  [it  seems 

Ism.  I'll  quit  her 
From  that  presently,  and  bring  her  in  myself. 

ZBxit 

Mart.  How  carelessly  do  you  behave  yourself, 
When  you  should  call  fdl  your  best  faculties 
To  counsel  in  you  I  How  will  you  answer 
The  breach  yon  made  with  fair  Ismenia  ? 
Hare  you  forgot  the  retrograde  tow  you  took 
With  her  that  now  is  come  in  evidence  ? 
You'll  die  upon  your  shame ;  you  need  no  more 
Enemies  of  the  houscv  but  the  lady  now  : 
You  shall  have  your  dispatch. 

Enter  IsMimA  kabiUd  like  Juno. 

Ant.  Give  me  that  face, 
And  I  am  satisfied,  upon  whose'shoulders 
Soe'er  it  grows.    Juno,  deliver  us 
Out  of  this  amazement ! — ^Beseech  you,  goddess, 
Tell  us  of  our  friends ;  how  does  Ismenia  ? 
And  how  does  Isabella  ?  Both  in  good  health, 
I  hope,  as  yon  yourself  are. 

Ism.  I  am  at  furthest  {.Aside, 

In  my  counterfeit. — ^My  Antonio, 
I  haye  matter  against  you  may  need  pardon. 
As  I  must  crave  of  you. 

Ant.  Observe  yon,  sir, 
What  evidence  is  come  against  me'!  What  think 
The  Hydra-headed  jury  will  say  to't  ?  [you 

Mart.  *Tis  I  am  fooPd ;  {Aside. 

My  hopes  are  pour'd  into  the  bottomless  tubs. 
'Tis  labour  for  the  house  of  Bellides ; 
I  must  not  seem  so  yet — But  in  sooth,  lady, 
Did  you  imagine  your  changeable  face 
Hid  you  from  me  ?  By  this  hand,  I  knew  you  1 

Ant.   I  went  by  the  face :  And  by  these  eyes  I 
Have  been  deceived.  [might 

Ism.  You  might  indeed,  Antonio  ; 
For  this  gentleman  did  vow  to  Isabella, 
That  he  it  was  that  loved  Ismenia, 
And  not  Antonio. 

Mart.  Good  1  and  was  not  that 
A  manifest  confession  that  I  knew  you  ? 
1  else  had  been  unjust  unto  my  friend. 
'Twas  well  remembered  !  there  I  found  you  out ; 
And  speak  your  conscience  now. 

Ant.  But  did  he  so  protest  ? 

Ism.  Yes,  I  vow  to  yon,  had  Antonio  \ 
Wedded  Isabella,  Ismenia 
Had  not  been  lost ;  there  Had  been  her  lover. 

Ant.  Why  much  good  do  you,  friend !  take  her 
to  you ; 
I  crare  but  one ;  here  have  I  my  wish  full': 
1  am  glad  we  shall  be  so  near  neighbours. 

Mart.  Take  both,  sir ;  Juno  to  boot,  three  parts 
in  one 
Saint  Hilarie  bless  you  ! — Now  opportunity, 
Beware  to  meet  with  falsehood !  tf  thou  canst, 
^hon  it    My  friend's  faith's  turning  from  him. 

Ifm.  Might  I  not  justly  accuse  Antonio 
For  a  love-wanderer  ?  You  know  no  other 
But  me,  ibr  another,  and  confess  troth  now  ? 

ArU.  Here  was  my  guide ;   where-e'er  I  find 
I  am  a  lover.    Marry,  I  must  not  miss    [this  face 
lliis  freckle  then,  (I  have  the  number  of  'em) 
Nor  this  dimple  ;  not  a  silk  from  this  brow ; 
1  carry  the  full  idea  ever  with  me. 
If  nature  can  so  punctually  parallel, 
I  may  be  cozen'd. 


Ism.  Well,  all  this  is  even  : 
But  now,  to  perfect  all,  our  love  must  now 
Come  to  our  enemies'  hands,  where  neither  part 
Will  ever  give  consent  to  it. 

Ant.  Most  certain : 
For  which  reason  it  must  not  be  put  to  'em. 
Have  we  not  prevention  in  our  own  hands  ? 
Shall  I  walk  by  the  tree,  desire  the  fruit, 
Yet  be  so  nice  to  pull,  'till  I  ask  leave 
Of  the  churlish  gardener,  that  will  deny  me  ? 

/«m.  Oh,  Antonio  ! 

Ant.  'Tis  manners  to  fall  to 
When  grace  is  said. 

I»m.  That  holy  act's  to  come. 

Mart.  You  may  ope  an  oyster  or  two  before 
grace. 

Ant.  Are  there  not  double  vows  as  valuable 
And  as  well  spoke  as  any  friar  utters  ? 
Heaven  has  heard  all. 

Ism.  Yes  ;  but  stajrs  the  blessing. 
Till  |all  dues  be  done :  Heaven  is  not  served  by 

halves : 
We  shall  have  ne'er  a  father's  blessing  here ; 
Let  us  not  lose  the  better  from  above  ! 

Ant.  You  take  up  weapons  of  unequal  force  ; ' 
It  shews  you  cowardly.     Hark  in  your  ear ! 

Amin.  Have  I  lost  all  employment?     'Would 
this  proffer  {Aside. 

Had  been  made  to  me,  though  I  had  paid  it  with 
A  reasonable  penance  I 

Mart.  Have  I  past 
All  thy  fore-lock.  Time  ?     I'll  stretch  a  long  arm 
But  I'll  catch  hold  again,  (do  but  look  back 
Over  thy  shoulder)  and  have  a  pull  at  thee. 

Ism.  1  hear  you,  sir ;  nor  can  I  hear  too  much 
While  you  speak  well :  You  know  th'  accustom'd 
Of  our  night-parley  ;  if  you  can  ascend,        [place 
The  window  shall  receive  you ;  you  may  find  there 
A  corrupted  churchman  to  bid  you  welcome. 

Ant.  I  would  meet  no  other  man. 

Ism.  Aminta,  you  hear  this. 

Amin.  With  joy,  madam,  because  it  pleases  you : 
It  may  be  mine  own  case  another  time. 
Now  you  go  the  right  way,  ask  the  banns  out ;  ' 
Put  it  past  father,  or  friends,  to  forbid  it. 
And  then  you're  sure.     Sir,  your  Hymen  taper 
I'll  light  up  for  you ;  the  window  shall  shew  you 
The  way  to  Sestos. 

Ani.  I  will  venture  drowning. 

Mart.  The  simile  holds  not ;  'tis  hanging  rather. 
You  must  ascend  your  castle  by  a  ladder ; 
To  the  foot  I'll  bring  you. 

Ant.  Leave  me  to  dimb  it 

Mart.  If  I  do  turn  you  off? 

Ant.  Till  night,  hre  well,  then  better. 

/sm.  Best  it  should  be  ; 
But  peevish  hatred  keeps  back'that  decree.  {Exeunt. 

Mart.  I  never  look'd  so  smooth  as  now  I  pur- 
pose : 
And  then,  beware  !     Knave  is  at  worst  of  knave 
When  he  smiles  best,  and  the  most  seems  to  save. 

{E»it. 
— ♦ — 


SCENE  ,n. — An  Apartment  in  Julio's  House. 

Enter  Juuo. 

Julio.  Mv  mind's  unquiet ;  while  Antonio 
My  nephew  8  abroad,  my  heart  is  not  at  home  ; 
Only  my  fears  stay  with  me ;  bad  company ! 
But  1  cannot  shift  'em  off.     This  hatred 
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Betwixt  the  house  of  Bellides  and  us 

Is  not  fair  war ;  'tis  civil,  but  uncivil. 

We  are  near  neighbours ;  were  of  love  as  near, 

Till  a  cross  misconstruction  ('twas  no  more. 

In  conscience)  put  us  so  far  asunder : 

I  would  'twere  reconciled  !  it  has  lasted 

Too  many  sun -sets.     If  grace  might  moderate, 

Man  should  not  lose  so  many  days  of  peace. 

To  satisfy  the  anger  of  one  minute. 

I  could  repent  it  heartily.    I  sent 

The  knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too, 

Yet  he  returns  no  comfort  to  me  neither. 

Enter  Bditopba. 


Bust,  No,  I  must  not 

Julio,  Ha !  he  is  come. 

Buit,  I  must  not ; 
'Twill  break  his  heart  to  hear  it. 

Julio,  How  1  there's  bad  tidings :      {SUpt  aside. 
I  must  obscure  and  hear  it ;  he'll  not  tell  me, 
For  breaking  of  my  heart ;  'tis  half  split  already. 

Bust.  I  have  spied  him  :  Now  to  knock  down  a 
With  a  lie,  a  silly  harmless  lie  !  'twill  be  [don 
Valiantly  done,  and  nobly  perhaps. 

Julio,  1  cannot  hear  him  now. 

Bust.  Oh,  the  bloody  days  that  we  live  in ! 
The  envious,  malicious,  deadly  days 
That  we  draw  breath  in  1 

Julio.  Now  I  hear  too  load. 

Bust.  The  children  that  never  shall  be  bom  may 
rue  it; 
For  men,  that  are  slain  now,  might  have  lived 
To  have  got  children,  that  might  have  cursed 
Their  fad^ers. 

Julio,  Oh,  my  posterity  is  rained ! 

Bust,  Oh,  sweet  Antonio  I 

Julio.  Oh,  dear  Antonio  1 

Bust,  Yet  it  was  nobly  done  of  both  parts  : 
When  he  and  Lisauro  met 

Julio.  Oh,  death  has  parted  'em ! 

Bust,  **  Welcome,  my  mortal  foe,"  says  one ! 
"  Welcome, 
My  deadly  enemy,"  says  th'  other!    Off  go  their 

doublets, 
They  in  their  shirts,  and  their  sword  stark  naked  ; 
Here  lies  Antonio,  here  lies  Lisauro ; 
He  comes  upon  him  with  an  embroocadOf 
That  he  puts  by  with  a  punta  reversa  ;  Lisauro 
Recoils  me  two  paces,  and  some  six  inches  back. 
Takes  his  career,  and  then,  oh 

Julio.  Ohl 

Bust.  Runs  Antonio 
Quite  through 

Julio.  Oh,  villain  ! 

Bust.  Quite  through  between  the  arm  and  the 
So  that  he  had  no  hurt  at  that  bout.  [body ; 

Julio.  Goodness  be  praised  ! 

Bust,  But  then,  at  next  encounter. 
He  fetches  me  up  Lisauro ;  Lisauro 
Makes  out  a  lunge  at  him,  which  he  thinlcing 
To  be  a  passado,  Antonio's  foot 
Slipping  down,  oh,  down 

Julio.  Oh,  now  thou  art  lost  1 

Bust.  Oh,  but  the  quality  of  the  thing,  both 
gentlemen. 
Both  Spanish  Christians :  Yet  one  man  to  shed — 

Julio,  Say  his  enemies'  blood. 

Bust.  His  hair  may  come 
By  divers  casualties,  though  he  never  go 
Into  the  field  with  his  foe ;  but  a  man 


To  lose  nine  ounces  and  two  drams  of  bkx>d 
At  one  wound,  thirteen  and  a  scrapie  st  snother, 
And  to  live  till  he  die  in  cold  Uood— Yet  ^e 

surgeon, 
That  cur'd  him,  said  if  pia  mater  had  not 
Been  perished,  he  had  been  a  lives  man 
TiU  this  day. 

Julio,  There  he  concludes  he  is  gone. 

Bust,  But  all  this  is  nothing:  Novleometo 
the  point 

Julio,  Ay  the  point,  that's  deadly ;  the  tndent 
blow 
Over  the  buckler  ne'er  went  half  to  deep. 

Bust.  Yet  pity  bids  me  keep  in  my  cbaritj ; 
For  me  to  pull  an  old  man*8  ears  from  his  bod 
With  teUing  of  a  tale— Oh,  foul  talel   No,  be 

silent,  tale. 
Furthermore,  Uiere  is  the  charge  of  bnrisl ; 
Every  one  will  cry  blacks,  blacks^  that  had 
But  tiie  least  finger  dipt  in  his  blood,  thoogb  tea 
Degrees  removed  when  it  was  done.    Moreover, 
The  surgeon  (that  made  an  end  of  bim)  will 

be  paid; 
Sugar-plums  and  sweet-breads !  yet,  I  say, 
The  man  may  recover  again,  and  die  in  bis  bed. 

Julio,  What  motley  stuff  is  this?  Simh,  speak 
What  hath  befallen  my  dear  Antonio  ?        [tntb, 
Restrain  your  pity  in  concealing  it ! 
Tell  me  the  danger  full ;  take  off  your  csie 
Of  my  receiving  it ;  kill  me  Uiat  way, 
I'll  forgive  my  death !  what  tiioa  keep'st  hsA  fron 

truth 
Thou  shalt  speak  in  pain ;  do  not  look  to  find 
A  limb  in  his  right  place,  a  bone  nnbioke, 
Nor  so  much  flesh  unbroil'd  of  aU  that  mooDtani. 
As  a  worm   might  sup  on ;   dispatch,  or  be  &• 
patched! 

Bust.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  nothing,  bat  that  Aatoaio 
Is  a  man  of  God's  making  to  this  hoar : 
rris  not  two  since  I  left  him  so. 

Julio,  Where  didst  thou  leave  him  ? 

Bust,  In  the  same  clothes  he  had  on  when  be 
went  from  you. 

Julio,  Does  he  live  ? 

Bust.  I  saw  him  drink. 

JtUio,  Is  he  not  wounded  ? 

Bust,   He  may  have  a  cut  i'  th'  kg  bj  this 
time :  for  Don  Martine 
And  he  were  at  whole  slashes. 

Julio.  Met  he  not  with  Lisaoro  ? 

Bust.  I  do  not  know  her. 

JtUio.  Her  ?    Lisauro  is  a  man,  as  he  is. 

Bust,  I  saw 
Ne'er  a  man  like  him. 

Julio.  Didst  thou  not  discourse 
A  fight  betwixt  Antonio  and  liaanro  ? 

Bust.  Ay,  to  myself; 
I  hope  a  man  may  give  himself  the  lie 
If  it  please  him. 

Julio,  Didst  thou  lie  then  ? 

Bust.  As  sure  as  you  live  now. 

Julio.  I  live 
The  happier  by  it.    When  will  he  letora  ? 

Bust.  That  he  sent  me  to  tell  you ;  within  tboe 
Ten  days  at  furthest. 

Julio.  Ten  days  ?  he's  not  wont 
To  be  absent  two. 

Bust.  Nor  I  think  he  will  not ; 
He  said  he  would  be  at  home  to*momiw ;  bat  I  Is** 
To  speak  within  my  compass. 
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Julio,  Yon  shall  speak  within  mine,  sir,  now. 
Within  there  1 

Enter  BeryuatB. 

Take  this  fellow  into  custody ! 
Keep  him  safe,  I  charge  you  ! 

Bust.  Safe  ?    Do  you  hear  ?  take  notice 
'Whit  plight  you  find  me  in ;  if  there  want  but  a 
Or  a  steak  o'  me,  look  to't  1  [collop, 

Julio,  If  my  nephew 
Return  not  in  his  health  to-morrow,  thou  goest 
To  the  rack. 

Bust.  Let  me  go  to  th'  manger  first ; 
I  had  rather  eat  oats  than  hay.  IBxit,  with  Serrants. 

EtUer  BnLUDsavnth  a  Letter, 
Bel.  By  your  leave,  sir. 
JuHo.  For  aught  I  know  yet,  you  are  welcome, 

sir. 
BeL  Read  that,  and  tell  me  so  ;  or  if  thy  spec- 
tacles 
Be  not  easy,  keep  thy  nose  unsaddled,  and  ope 
Thine  ears :  I  can  speak  thee  the  contents ;  I  made 
'Tis  a  challenge,  a  lair  one,  I'll  maintain't :     ['em. 
I  scorn  to  hire  my  second  to  deliver't, 
I  bring' t  myself.     Dost  know  me,  Julio  ? 
Juiio.  Bellides? 

Bel.  Yes  ;  is  not  thy  hair  on  end  now  ? 
Julio.  Somewhat  amazed  at  thy  rash  hardiuess : 
How  dorst  thou  come  so  near  thine  enemv  ? 

Bel,  Durst? 
I  dare  come  nearer :  Thou  art  a  fool,  JnUo. 
Julio,  Take  it  home  to  thee,  widi  a  knave  to 

boot. 
Bel,  Knave  to  thy  teeth  again !  and  all  that's 
Give  me  not  a  fool  more  than  I  give  thee,      [quit. 
Or,  if  thou  dost,  look  to  hear  on't  again. 
Julio.  What  an  encounter's  this  ! 
Bel.  A  noble  one  ! 
My  band  is  to  my  words  ;  thou  hast  it  there  : 
There  I  do  challenge  thee,  if  thou  dar'st,  be 
Good   friends  with    me ;   or    I'll   proclaim   thee 
Julio.  Be  friends  with  thee  ?  [coward. 

Bel,  I'll  shew  thee  reasons  for't : 
i   A  pair  of  old  coxcombs,  (now  we  go  together) 
Such  as  should  stand  examples  of  discretion^ 
,  The  rules  of  grammar  to  unwilling  youth 
To  take  out  lessons  by ;  we,  that  should  check 
And  quench  the  raging  fire  in  others'  bloods, 
I  We  strike  the  battle  to  destruction  ? 
Read  'em  the  black  art  ?  and  make  'em  believe 
It  b  divinity  ?     Heathens,  are  we  not  ? 
Speak  thy  conscience :    how  hast  thou  slept  this 
Since  this  fiend  haunted  us  ?  [month, 

Julio,  Sure  some  good  angel 
Was  with  us  both  last  night  I    Speak  thou  truth 
Was  it  not  last  night's  motion  ?  [now ; 

I       BeL  Dost  not  think 
I  would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  first  proffer, 
Should  I  ne'er  sleep  again  ? 

Julio,  Take  not  all  from  me ; 
ril  tell  the  doctrine  of  my  vision. 
"  Say  that  Antonio,  best  of  thy  blood, 
Or  any  one,  the  least  allied  to  thee. 
Should  be  the  prey  unto  Lisauro's  sword. 

Or  any  of  the  house  of  Bellides" 

Bel,  Mine  was  the  just  inversion ;  on,  on ! 
Julio.  "  How  would  mine  eyes  have  emptied 
thee  in  sorrow. 
And  left  tbe  conduit  of  Nature  dry ! 
Thy  hands  have  tum'd  rebellions  to  the  balls. 


And  broke  the  glasses ;  with  thine  own  curses 
Have  torn  thy  soul,  Idt  thee  a  statue 
To  propagate  thy  next  posterity ! " 

Bel,  '*  Yes,  and  thou  causer  !'*  so  it  said  to  me, 
''  They  fight  but  your  mischiefs  ;  the  young  men 
As  is  the  life  and  blood  coagulate,      [were  friends. 
And  curded  in  one  body ;  but  this  is  yours. 
An  inheritance  that  you  have  gather'd  for  'em, 
A  legacy  of  blood  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  generations."    Was't  not  so  ? 

Julio,  Word  for  word. 

Bel,  Nay,  I  can  go  farther  yet 

Julio.  'Tis  far  enough :  Let  us  atone  it  here, 
And  in  a  reconciled  circle  fold 
Our  friendship  new  again. 

Bel,  The  sign's  in  Gemini'; 
An  auspicious  house !  't  has  join*d  both  ours  again. 

Julio,  You  cannot  proclaim  me  coward  now, 
Don  Bellides. 

Bel.  No ;  thou'rt  a  valiant  fellow ;  so  am  I : 
I'll  fight  with  thee  at  this  hug,  to  the  last  leg 
I  have  to  stand  on,  or  breath  or  life  left. 

Julio,  This  is  the  salt  unto  humanity,. 
And  keeps  it  sweet. 

Bel.  Love !  oh,  life  stinks  without  it— 
I  can  tell  you  news. 

Julio.  Good  has  long  been  wanting. 

Bel,  I  do  suspect,  and  I  have  some  proof  on't, 
(So  far  as  a  love-epistle  comes  to) 
That  Antonio  (your  nephew)  and  my  daughter 
Ismenia,  are  very  good  friends  before  us. 

Julio,  That  were  a  double  wall  about  our  houses. 
Which  I  could  wish  were  builded. 

Bel.  I  had  it  from 
Antonio's  intimate,  Don  Martine : 
And  yet,  methought,  it  was  no  friendly  part 
To  shew  it  me. 

Julio,  Perhaps  'twas  his  consent : 
Lovers  have  policies  as  well  as  statesmen : 
They  look  not  alwa3r8  at  the  mark  they  aim  at. 

Bel,  We'll  take  up  cudgels,  and  have  one  bout 
They  shall  know  nothing  of  this  union ;  [with  'em. 
And,  till  they  find  themselves  most  desperate. 
Succour  shall  never  see  'em. 

Julio,  I'll  take  your  part,  sir. 

Bel,  It  grows  late ;  there^s  a  happy  day  past  us. 

Julio.  The  example,  I  hope,  to  all  behind  it. 

lExeunt. 
— ♦— 

SCENE  llL^Night,    Before  the  House  of 

Bellides. 
Axiuta  appears  at  the  Window  teitk  a  Taper. 

Amin.  Stand  fair,  light  of  love  !  which  epithet 
and  place 
Adds  to  thee  honour,  to  me  it  would  be  shame. 
We  must  be  weight  in  love,  no  grain  too  light ; 
Thou  art  the  land-mark :  but  if  Love  be  bUnd, 
(As  many  that  can  see  have  so  reported) 
What  benefit  canst  thou  be  to  his  darkness  ? 
Love  is  a  jewel  (some  say)  inestimable. 
But  hung  at  the  ear,  deprives  our  own  sight, 
And  so  it  shines  to  others,  not  ourselves. 
I  speak  my  skill ;  I  have  only  heard  on't, 
But  I  covld  wish  a  nearer  document. 
Alas,  the  ignorant  desire  to  know ! 
Some  say,  Love's  but  a  toy,  and  with  a  but 
Now,  methinks,  I  should  love  it  ne'er  the  worse ; 
A  toy  is  harmless  sure,  and  may  be  play'd  with ; 
It  seldom  goes  without  his  adjunct,  pretty. 
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"  A  pretty  toy,"  wc  say ;  'tis  metre  to  joy  too. 

Well,  here  may  be  a  mad  night  yet,  for  all  this  I 

Here's  a  priest  ready,  and  a  lady  ready ; 

A  chamber  ready,  and  a  bed  ready ; 

'Tis  then  but  making  unready,  and  that*i  soon 

done. 
My  lady  is  my  cousin ;  I  myself ; 
Which  is  nearest  then  ?  My  desires  are  mine ; 
Say  they  be  hers  too,  is't  a  hanging  matter  ? 
It  may  be  ventured  in  a  worser  cause. 
I  must  go  question  with  my  conscience ; 
I  have  the  word  ;  centinel,  do  thou  stand ; 
Thou  shalt  not  need  to  call,  I'll  be  at  hand.  lExit, 

Enter  below,  Antonio  and  Martikb. 

Ant,  Are  we  not  dogg'd  behind  us,  think'st  thou, 
friend? 

Mart,  I  heard  not  one  bark,  sir. 

Ant,  There  are  that  bite 
And  bark  not,   man  ;    methought  I  spied   two 

fellows. 
That  through  two  streets  together  walkM  aloof, 
And  worcL  their  eyes  suspiciously  upon  us. 

Mart,  Your  jealousy,  nothing  else ;   or  such 
perhaps 
As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us ;  who  knows 
But  about  the  like  business  ?  but,  for  your  fears* 
I'll  advise  and  entreat  one  courtesy.  [sake, 

Ant.  What  is  that,  friend  ? 

Mart,  I  will  not  be  denied,  sir ; 
Change  your  upper  garments  with  me. 

Ant.  It  needs  not. 

Mart.  1  think  so  too  ;  but  I  will  hare  it  bo, 
If  you  dare  trust  me  with  the  better,  sir. 

Ant.  Nay  then 

Mart,  If  there  should  be  danger  towards, 
There  will  be  the  main  mark,  Tm  sure. 

Ant,  Here  thou  takest  from  me 

Mart,  Tush  !  the  general 
Must  be  safe,  howe'er  the  battle  goes. 

IThtjf  change  tXoakt. 
See  you  the  beacon  yonder  ? 

Ant.  Yes ;  we  are  near  shore. 


Enter  two  Gentlemen,  uiilh  feeapcnt  drawn ;  they  id 
upon  Marttmx  ;  Amtokio  pursues  thorn  out  in  rescue  ^ 
Martinb. 

Mart,  Come,  land,  land  !  you  must  clamber  by 

Here  are  no  stairs  to  raise  by.  [the  cliff: 

Ant,  Ay!  are  yon  there?         CJ^^M,«wfezniA(, 

EnJUr  AmKTA  above,  and  VAxm,  returned  opstn, 

a4cends, 

Amin.  Antonio? 

Mart.  Yes.     Ismenia? 

Amin,  Thine  own. 

Mart,  Quench  the  light ;  thine  eyes  are  goides 

illustrious. 
Amin,  'Tis  necessary.  [fiwint 

Ent€r  Antonio. 

Ant,  Your  legs  have  saved  your  lives,  whoe'er 
ye  are. 
Friend  1   Martine !  where  art  thou  ?  not  hurt,  I 
Sure  I  was  farthest  i'  th'  pursuit  of  'em.     [hope! 
My  pleasures  are  forgotten  through  my  fears ! 
The  light's  extinct !  it  was  discr^tly  done ; 
They  could  not  but  have  notice  of  the  broil, 
And  fearing  that  might  call  up  company, 
Have  carefully  prevented,  and  dosed  up : 
I  do  commend  the  heed.     Oh,  but  my  friend, 
I  fear  he's  hurt ! — Friend  !  friend  I     It  cannot  be 
So  mortal,  that  I  should  lose  thee  quite,  fiicnd  I 
A  groan  !  anything  that  may  discover  thee ! 
Thou  art  not  sunk  so  far,  but  I  might  hear  thee. 
I'll  lay  mine  ear  as  low  as  thou  canst  fall : 
Friend  !  Don  Martine  !  I  moat  answer  for  thee, 
('Twas  in  my  cause  thou  fell'st)  if  thou  be'st  doira. 
Such  dangers  stand  betwixt  us  and  our  joys, 
That,  should  we  forethink  ere  we  undertake, 
We'd  sit  at  home,  and  save. — What  a  night's  here! 
Purposed  for  so  much  joy,  and  now  disposed 
To  so  much  wretchedness !  I  shall  not  rest  in't ! 
If  I  had  all  my  pleasures  there  vriUiin, 
I  should  not  entertain  'em  with  a  smile. 
Good  night  to  you !  Mine  will  be  black  and  sad ; 
A  friend  cannot,  a  woman  may  be  had. ,        lEtiL 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I.— ^  Room  in  the  Howe  of 
Bellidks. 

Enter  Ismcnia  and  AunrrA, 

Ism,  Oh,  thou  false 

Amin,  Do  your  daring'st  I  he's  mine  own. 
Soul  and  body  mine,  church  and  chamber  mine, 
Totally  mine. 

Ism.  Darest  thou  face  thy  falsehood  ? 

Amin.  Shall  I  not  give  a  welcome  to  my  wishes. 
Come  home  so  sweetly  ?  Farewell,  your  company, 
Till  you  be  calmer,  woman  I  lExit. 

Ism,  Oh,  what  a  heap 
Of  misery  has  one  night  brought  with  it ! 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant,  Where  is  he  ?    Do  you  turn  your  shame 
from  me  ? 
You're  a  blind  adulteress  !  you  know  you  are. 
Itm,  How's  that,  Antonio  ? 
Ant,  Till  I  have  vengeance, 


Your  sin's  not  pardonable !  I  will  have  him. 
If  hell  hide  him  not  1  you  have  had  your  last  of 
him.  lE^^ 

lam.  What  did  he  speak  ?  I  understood  him  aoc! 
He  call'd  me  a  foul  name ;  it  was  not  mine ; 
He  took  me  for  another,  sure. 

EfUer  BcLLiBas. 

Bel,  Ha  I  are  you  there  ? 
Where  is  your  sweetheart  ?    I  have  found  yea, 

traitor 
To  my  house !  wilt  league  with  mine  enemy  ? 
You'U  shed  his  blood,  you'U  say :  Ha !  wiU  you  «o ' 
And  fight  with  your  heels  upwards  ?   No,  mimoa ; 
I  have  a  husband. for  you,  Csiuce  you're  so  nnk) 
And  such  a  husband  as  thou  shalt  like  him. 
Whether  thou  wilt  or  no :  Antonio  ? 

lam.  It  thunders  with  the  storm  now. 

Bel,  And  to-night 
I'll  have  it  dispatch'd  ;  I'll  make  it  suie,  I ! 
By  to-morrow  this  time  thy  maidenhead 
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Shall  not  be  worth  a  chequin,  if  it  were 
Knocked  at  an  out-cry.  Go !  Til  ha'  yon  before  me : 
Sbough,  shough !  up  to  your  coop,  pea-hen ! 

/«m.  Then  I'll  tiy  my  wings.  IBxit. 

BeL  Ay  ?  are  you  good  at  that  ?   stop,  stop, 
thief!  stop  there!  [Exit. 


SCENE  II.— ^H  Apartment  in  the  House  of 

Oteantb. 

Enter  OniAim  and  Floriiul,  tiling. 

SONG. 

Flifr.  Now  having  leisnro,  and  a  happy  wind. 

Thou  mayst  at  pleasore  oanse  the  stones  to  grind ; 
Bails  q»read,  and  grist  here  ready  to  he  ground ; 
Fjr,  stand  not  idly,  hut  let  the  mill  go  round ! 

Otr,  Why  dost  thou  sing  and  dance  thus  ?  why 
so  merry  ? 
Why  dost  thou  look  so  wantonly  upon  me  ? 
And  kiss  my  hands? 

Flor,  If  I  were  high  enough, 
I  would  kiss  your  lips  too. 

Otr.  Do,  this  is  some  kindness ; 
This  taatea  of  willingness ;  nay,  you  may  kiss  still. 
Bat  why  o'  th'  sudden  now  does  the  fit  take  you, 
Unoffer'd,  or  unoompell'd  ?  why  these  sweet  cur- 
tesies ?  [thus: 
KTen  now  you  would  have  blush'd  to  death  to  kiss 
Pr'ythee,  let  me  be  prepared  to  meet  thy  kindness ! 
I  aball  be  unfumish'd  else  to  hold  thee  play,'wench : 
Stay  now  a  little,  and  delay  your  blessings  ! 
If  this  be  love,  methinks  it  is  too  violent : 
If  yea  repent  you  of  your  strictness  to  me. 
It  is  so  sudden,  it  wants  circumstance. 

Flor.  Fy,  how  dull  1 

BONO. 

How  long  shall  I  pine  for  love  ? 

How  long  shall  I  sue  in  vain  ? 
How  long,  like  the  turtle-dove. 

Shall  I  heavily  thus  complain  ? 
Shall  the  sails  of  my  love  stand  still  ? 

Shall  the  grist  of  my  hopes  he  unground  ? 
Oh  fy,  oh  fy,  oh  ty  I 

liet  the  mill,  let  the  mill  go  round  I 

Otr,  Pr'ythee  be  calm  a  little ! 
Thou  makest  me  wonder ;  thou  that  wert  so  strange, 
And  read  such  pious  rules  to  my  behaviour 
But  yesternight ;  thou  that  wert  made  of  modesty, 
Shonldstina  few  short  minutes  turn  thuadesperate ! 

Ftor,  You  are  too  cold. 

Otr.  I  do  confess  I  freeze  now ! 
I  am  another  thing  all  over  me. 
It  is  my  part  to  woo,  not  to  be  courted. 
Unfold  this  riddle ;  'tis  to  me  a  wonder, 
That  now  o'  th'  instant,  ere  I  can  expect. 
Ere  I  can  turn  my  thoughts,  and  think  upon 
A  separation  of  your  honest  carriage 
Prom  the  desires  of  youth,  thus  wantonly. 
Thus  beyond  expectation^— * 

Flor.  I  will  tell  you, 
And  tell  you  seriously,  why  I  appear  thus. 
To  hold  you  no  more  ignorant  and  blinded : 
1  have  no  modesty;  I  am  truly  wanton ; 
I   am    that  you  look  for,   sir :   Now,  come  up 

roundly ! 
If  my  strict  face  and  counterfeited  stateliness 
Conld  hsTe  won  on  you,  I  had  caught  you  that  way, 
And  yon  should  ne'er  have  come  to  have  known 
who  hurt  you. 


Pr'ythee,  sweet  count,  be  more  familiar  with  me ! 

However  we  are  open  in  our  natures. 

And  apt  to  more  desires  than  you  dare  meet  with, 

Yet  we  affect  to  lay  the  gloss  of  good  on't. 

I  saw  you  touch'd  not  at  the  bait  of  chastity. 

And  that  it  grew  distasteful  to  your  palate 

To  appear  so  holy ;  therefore  I  take  my  true  shape : 

Is  your  bed  ready,  sir?  you  shall  quickly  find  me. 

BONO. 

On  the  hed  111  throw  thee»  throw  thee  down ; 

Down  heing  laid. 

Shall  we  he  afraid 
To  try  the  rights  that  helong  to  love? 
No,  no ;  there  111  woo  thee  with  a  crown. 

Crown  our  desires ; 

Kindle  the  fires. 
When  love  requires  we  should  wanton  prove, 
^ell  kiss,  well  sport,  well  laugh,  we'll  play ; 
If  thou  oomest  short,  for  thee  111  stay ; 
If  thou  unskilful  art,  on  the  ground 
ru  kindly  teach— well  have  the  mill  go  round. 

Otr,  Are  you  no  maid  ? 
Flor,  Alas,  my  lord,  no  certain ; 
I  am  sorry  you're  so  innocent  to  think  so. 
Is  this  an  age  for  silly  maids  to  thrive  in  ? 
It  is  so  long  too  since  I  lost  it,  sir, 
That  I  have  no  belief  I  ever  was  one  : 
What  should  you  do  with  maidenheads?  you  hate 

'em; 
They  are  peevish,  pettish  things,  that  hold  no  game 

up. 
No  pleasure  neither ;  they  are  sport  for  surgeons  ; 
I'll  warrant  you  I'll  fit  you  beyond  maidenhead : 
A  fair  and  easy  way  men  travel  right  in, 
And  with  delight,  discourse,  and  twenty  pleasures, 
They  enjoy  their  journey ;  madmen  creep  through 
hedges. 
Otr.  I  am  metamorphosed !  Why  do  you  appear, 
I  conjure  you,  beyond  belief  thus  wanton  ? 
Fhr.  Because  I  would  give  you  pleasure  beyond 
belief. 

BONO. 

Think  me  still  in  my  father's  mill. 
Where  I  have  oft  heoi  found-a 
Thrown  on  my  hack. 
On  a  well-fill'd  sack. 
While  the  mill  has  still  gone  round-a : 
Pr'ythee,  sirrah,  try  thy  skill ; 
.And  again  let  the  mill  go  round-a ! 

Otr,  Then  you  have  traded  ? 

Flor,  Traded  ?  how  should  I  know  else  how  to 
live,  sir. 
And  how  to  satisfy  such  lords  as  you  are, 
Our  best  guests  and  our  richest  ? 

Otr,  How  I  shake  now  1 
You  take  no  base  men  ? 

Flor,  Any  that  will  offer ; 
All  manner  of  men,  and  all  religions,  sir. 
We  touch  at  in  our  time ;  all  states  and  ages. 
We  exempt  none. 

BONO. 

The  young  one,  the  old  one. 
The  feaif  ol,  the  hold  one. 

The  lame  one,  though  ne'er  so  unsound. 
The  Jew  or  the  Turk, 
Have  leave  for  to  work. 

The  whilst  that  the  mill  goes  round. 

Otr.  You  are  a  common  thing  then  ? 
Flor.  No  matter,  since  you  have  your  private 
And  have  it  by  an  artist  excellent,  [pleasure. 
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Whether  I  am  thus,  or  thus ;  your  men  can  tell 
you. 
Otr.    My  men  ?   defend  me  !    how  I   freese 
together. 

And  am  on  ice  1     Do  I  bite  at  inch  an  orange  ? 

After  my  men  ?    I  am  preferred  1 
Flor,  Why  stay  you  ? 

Why  do  we  talk,  my  lord,  and  lose  our  time? 

Pleasure  was  made  for  lips,  and  sweet  embraces  ; 

Let  lawyers  use  their  tongues ! — Pardon  me,  Mo- 
desty !  lApart. 

This  desperate  way  must  help ;  or  I  am  miserable. 
Otr.  She  turns,  and  wipes  her  face ;  she  weeps 
for  certain ! 

Some  new  way  now ;  she  cannot  be  thus  beastly ; 

She  is  too  excellent  fair  to  be  thus  impudent : 

She  knows  the  elements  of  common  looseness  ; 

The  art  of  lewdness — that,  that,  that — How  now, 
sir! 

EtUer  a  BtxyvaL 

Serv.  The  king,  an't  please  your  lordship,  is 
Close  at  the  gate.  [alighted 

Otr,  The  king? 

Serv,  And  calls  for  you,  sir ; 
Means  to  breakfast  here  too. 

Flor.  Then  I  am  happy  ! 

Otr.  Stolen  so  suddenly  ?    Go,  lock  her  up ; 
Lock  her  up  where  the  courtiers  may  not  see  her ; 
Lock  her  up  closely,  sirrah,  in  my  closet. 

Serv.  I  will,  my  lord.  What,  does  she  yield  yet  ? 

Otr.  Peace  I 
She's  either  a  damn'd  devil,  or  an  angel.— 
No  noise,  upon  your  life,  dame,  but  bU.  silence ! 

lExeunt  Flommel  and  Senrant. 

Enter  King,  Lords,  Ynrnao,  LuAuno,  and  Tbrso. 

Otr.  Your  majesty  heaps  too  much  honour  on 
me. 
With  such  delight  to  view  each  several  comer 
Of  a  rude  pile  ;  there*8  no  proportion  in't,  sir. 

Phil.  Methinks  'tis  handsome,  and  the  rooms 
along 
Are  neat,  and  well  contrived  :  the  gallery 
Stands  pleasantly  and  sweet.     What  rooms  are 

Otr.  They  are  sluttish  ones.  [these  ? 

Phil.  Nay,  I  must  see. 

Otr,  Pray  you  do,  sir : 
They  are  lodging-chambers  o'er  a  homely  garden. 

Phil.  Fit  still,  and  handsome ;  very  well ! — and 
those? 

Otr.  Those  lead  to  the  other  side  o'  ih'  house, 

Phil.  Let  me  see  those.  [an*t  like  you. 

Otr.  You  may ;  the  doors  are  open. — 
What  should  this  view  mean  ?    I  am  half  suspi- 
cious. lAHde. 

Phil.  This  little  room  ? 

Otr.  'T\b  mean  ;  a  place  for  trash,  sir, 
For  rubbish  of  the  house. 

Phil.  I  would  see  this  too : 
I  will  see  all. 

Otr.  I  beseech  your  majesty  1 
The  savour  of  it,  and  the  coarse  appearance—— 

Phil.  'Tis  not  so  bad;  you  would  not  offend 
Come,  let  me  see.  [your  house  with  it : 

Otr.  'Faith,  sir 

PhU.  I*faith,  I  will  see. 

Otr,  My  groom  has  the  key,  sir ;  and  'tis  ten 
to  one 

Phil,  But  I  will  see  it. — Force  the  lock,  my  lords, 


There  be  smiths  enough  to  mend  it  s— I  perceive 
You  keep  some  rare  thinga  here,  yon  would  not 
shew,  sir. 

FumiMiL  dUcotered. 

Terzo.  Here's  a  fair  maid  indeed  I 

Phil.  By  my  faith  is  she ; 
A  handsome  girl ! — Come  forward  !  do  not  fear, 

wench.— 
Ay,  marry,  here's  a  treasure  worth  concealing. 
Call  in  the  miller. 

Otr.  Then  I  am  disoover'd ! — 
I'll  confess  all  before  the  miller  comes,  sir ; 
'Twas  but  intention ;  from  all  act  I  am  clear  yd.     ' 

Enter  FaAHro. 

Phil.  Is  this  vour  daughter? 

Fra.  Yes,  an  t  please  your  highness. 
This  is  the  shape  of  her ;  for  her  substance,  sir. 
Whether  she  be  now  honourable  or  dishonoorable. 
Whether  she  be  a  white  rose,  or  a  canker,  is  the 

question. 
I  thank  my  lord,  he  made  bold  with  my  filly : 
If  she  be  for  your  pace,  you  had  best  preserve  her, 

sir; 
She's  tender- mouth'd ;  let  her  be  broken  hand- 

Phil.  Maid,  were  you  stol'n  ?  [somely ! 

Fhr,  I  went  not  willingly, 
An't  please  your  grace ;  I  was  ne'er  bred  so  boldly. 

Phil.  How  has  he  used  you ! 

Flor.  Yet,  sir,  very  nobly. 

Phii.  Be  sure  you  tell  truth. — ^And  be  sure,  my 
lord. 
You  have  not  wrong'd  her ;  if  yon  have,  I  tell  yon, 
You  have  lost  me  and  yourself  too ! — Speak  ^gain, 
wench. 

Flor,  He  has  not  wrong'd  me,  nr ;  I  am  yet  a 
maid : 
By  all  that's  white  and  innocent,  I  am,  sir ! 
Only  I  suffer'd  under  strong  temptations. 
The  heat  of  youth  ;  but  Heaven  deliver'd  flse^— 
My  lord,  I  am  no  whore,  for  all  I  feign'd  it. 
And  feign'd  it  cunningly,  and  made  you  lofttb  me : 
'Twas  time  to  out- do  you :  I  had  been  robb'd  else, 
I  had  been  miserable  ;  but  I  forgive  you. 

PhU,  What  recompense  for  thu  ? 

Otr,  A  great  one,  sir ; 
First  a  repentance,  and  a  hearty  one.— 
Forgive  me,  sweet ! 

Flor.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Otr.  I  thank  you ! 
The  next,  take  this,  and  these ;  all  I  have,  Flori- 
mel!  Z<tfir»  jfwti*. 

Flor.  No,  good  my  lord,  these  often  oorrept 
maidens; 
I  dare  not  touch  at  these,  they  are  lime  for  Tiigins ; 
But  if  you'll  give  me 

Otr.  Anything  in  my  power. 
Or  in  my  purchase. 

Fhr.  Take  heed,  noble  nr ! 
You'll  make  me  a  bold  asker. 

Otr.  Ask  me  freely. 

Flor,  Ask  you?   I  do  ask  yon,  sndXdtsani' 
you; 
I  have  kept  you  from  a  crying  sin  would  damn  yon 
To  men  and  time ;  I  have  preserved  your  credit, 
That  would  have  died  to  all  posterity : 
Curses  of  maids  shall  never  now  afflict  you. 
Nor  parents'  bitter  tears  make  your  name  bams. 
If  he  deserves  vrell  that  redeems  his  conntry. 
And  as  a  patriot  be  remember'd  nobly, 
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Nay,  set  the  higbett ;  majnot  I  be  worthy 
To  be  your   friend,    that  hare  preserved   your 
honour  ? 

Otr.  YovL  are,  and  thus  I  take  you ;  thus  I  seal 
Mine  own,  and  only  mine.  [yoa 

I*hil.  Count,  she  deserves  yoa : 
And  let  it  be  my  happiness  to  give  you! 

lOivci  her  to  Onumn. 
I  have  given  a  virtnous  maid  now,  I  dare  say  it ; 
Tis  more  than  blood.     I'll  pay  her  portion,  sir ;  ^ 
And  it  shall  be  worthy  yoa. 
»  fra.  ril  seU  my  mill, 
I*U  pay  some  too  !     I'll  pay  the  fiddlers, 
And  we'll  have  all  i'  th'  country  at  this  wedding. 
Pray  let  me  give  her  too : — Here,  my  lord,  take 

her, 
Take  her  with  aU  my  heart,  and  kiss  her  freely. 
'Would  I  coold  give  yoa  all  this  hand  has  stol'n 

too, 
In  portion  with  her !  'twould  make  her  a  little 

whiter. 
The  wind  blows  fair  now  ;  get  me  a  young  nuller  I 

Vert.  She  must  have  new  clothes. 

Terzo,  Yes. 

Vert,  Yes,  marry  must  she.— 
irt  please  ye,  madam,  let  me  see  the  state  of  your 
I'll  fit  you  instantly.  [body ; 

I'hil.  Art  not  thou  gone  yet  ? 

Vert,  An't  please  your  grace,  a  gown,  a  hand- 
An  orient  gown [some  gown  now, 

I*Aii.  Nay,  take  thy  pleasure  of  her. 

Vert.  Of  cloth  of  tissue — I  can  fit  you,  madam  : 
(My  lords,  stand  out  o*  th'  light !)  a  curious  body  ! 
The  neatest  body  in  Spain  thu  day — ^with  embroi- 

der'd  flowers, 
A  dinqnant  petticoat  of  some  rich  stuff, 
To  catch  the  eye :  I  have  a  thousand  fashions. 
Oh,  sleeve,  oh,  sleeve !  I'll  study  all  night,  madam, 
To  magnify  your  sleeve. 

Oir.  Do,  superstitious  tailor. 
When  you  have  more  time. 

J^lor.  Make  me  no  more  than  woman,  and  I  am 
thine. 

Oir.  Sir,  happily  my  wardrobe,  with  your  help. 
May  fit  her  instantly ;  will  you  try  her  ? 

Vert.   If  I  fit  her  not,  your  wanlrobe  cannot : 
But  if  the  fashion  be  not  there,  you  mar  her. 

Snier  Axromo,  Coiutable,  and  Offloers. 

Ant.  Is  my  offence  so  great,  ere  I  be  convict. 
To  be  torn  with  rascals  ?  If  it  be  law, 
Let  'em  be  wild  horses  rather  than  these. 

rhU.  What's  that? 

Con.  This  is  a  man  suspected  of  murder,  if  it 
please  your  grace. 

Phil.  It  pleases  me  not,  friend.     But  who  sus- 
pects him? 

Cart.  We  that  are  your  highness'  extraordinary 
officers,  we  that  have  taken  our  oaths  to  maintain 
you  in  peace. 

PhU.  "Twill  be  a  great  charge  to  you. 

Cof»-  'Tis  a  great  charge  indeed :  but  then  we 
call  otir  neighbours  to  help  us.  This  gentleman 
and  another  were  fkllen  out  (yet  that  is  more  than 
I  am  able  to  say,  for  I  heard  no  words  between  'em, 
bat  what  their  weapons  spoke,  clash,  and  clatter) 
which  we  seeing,  came  with  our  bills  of  govern- 
ment, and  first  knocked  down  their  weapons,  and 
then  the  men. 

Phii-  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  peace  ? 


Cun.  Yes,  an't  like  your  grace,  we  knock'd  'em 
down,  to  keep  the  peace:  This  we  laid  hold  on, 
the  other  we  set  in  the  stocks.  That  I  could  do, 
by  mine  own  power,  without  your  majesty. 

Phil.  How  so,  sir  ? 

Con,  I  am  a  shoemaker  by  my  trade. 

Enter  AumrA. 

Amin.  Oh,  my  husband  1 
Why  stands  my  husband  as  a  man  endanger'd  ? 
Restore  him  me,  as  you  are  merciful ! 
I'll  answer  for  him. 

Ant,  What  woman's  this  ? — ^What  husband  ?— > 
Hold  thy  bawling ! 
I  know  thee  for  no  wife. 

Amin.  You  married  me  last  night. 

Ant.  Thou  liest !  I  neither  was 
In  church  nor  house  last  night,  nor  saw  I  thee. 
A  thing  that  was  my  friend,  I  scorn  to  name  now. 
Was  with  Ismenia,  like  a  thief,  and  there 
He  violated  a  sacred  trust :  This  thou  majr'st  know, 

Amin.  Are  not  you  he  ?  [Aminta. 

Ant.  No,  nor  a  friend  of  his  : 
'Would  I  had  killed  him !  I  hope  I  have. 

Amin.  That  was  my  husband,  royal  sir,  that 
That  excellent  man !  [man, 

Ant,  That  villain,  that  thief ! 

Enter  Bxixidss. 

Bel.  Have  I  caught  you,  sir  ?  Well  overtaken  I 
This  is  mine  enemy. — Pardon,  my  sovereign  I 

Phil.  Good  chanty,  to  crave  pardon  for  your 
enemy ! 

Bel.  Mine  own  pardon,  sir,  for  my  joy's  rude- 
In  what  place  better  could  I  meet  my  foe,     [ness. 
And  both  of  us  so  well  provided  too  ? 
He  with  some  black  blood-thirsty  crime  upon  him. 
That  (ere  the  horse-leech  burst)  wiU  suck  him  dry ; 
I  with  a  second  accusation, 
Enough  to  break  his  neck,  if  need  should  be ; 
And  then  to  have  even  Justice'  self  to  right  us ! 
How  should  I  make  my  joys  a  little  dvil. 
They  might  not  keep  this  noise  ? 

Ant.  Here  is  some  hope  : 
Should  the  axe  be  dull,  the  altar  is  preparing. 

PhU  What  is  your  accusation,  sir?  We  have 
The  former.  [heard 

Enter  Jvuo. 

Bel.  Mine,  my  lord  ?  A  strong  one. 

Julio.  A  false  one,  sir, 
At  least  malicious ;  an  evidence 
Of  hatred  and  despite  :  He  would  accuse 
My  poor  kinsman  of  that  he  never  dreamed  of, 
Nor,  waking,  saw, — the  stealing  of  his  daughter ; 
She  whom,  I  know,  he  would  not  look  upon.— 
Speak,  Antonio,  didst  thou  ever  see  her  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  sir  ;  I  have  seen  her. 

Bel.  Ah,  ha,  friend  Julio  ! 

Julio,  He  might ;  but  how  ?    With  an  onheed- 
ful  eye, 
An  accidental  view,  as  men  see  multitudes. 
That  the  next  day  dare  not  precisely  say 
They  saw  that  face,  or  that,  amongst  'em  all^ — 
Didst  thou  so  look  on  her  ? 

Bel.  Guilty,  guilty ! 
His  looks  hang  themselves. 

Phil.  Your  patience,  gentlemen  1 
I  pray  you  tell  me  if  I  be  in  error ; 
I  may  speak  often  when  I  should  bat  hear. 
This  is  some  show  you  would  pnsent  as  with. 
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And  I  do  interrapt  it.     Pray  yoa  speak, 

(It  seems  no  more)  is't  anything  bat  a  show  ? 

Bel.  My  lord,  this  gentlewoman  can  shew  yon 
aU, 
So  could  my  daughter  too,  if  she  were  here : 
By  this  time  they  are  both  immodest  enough. 
She  is  fled  me,  and  I  accuse  this  thief  for't. 
Don  Martine,  his  own  friend,  *s  my  testimony  ; 
A  practised  night-work  I 

Phil.  That  Martine's  the  other 
In  your  custody ;  he  was  forgotten  : 
Fetch  him  hither. 

Con.  We'll  bring  the  stocks  and  all  else, 
An*t  please  your  grace  ! 

Atnin.  That  man's  my  husband  certain,  instead 
Of  this :  Both  would  have  deceived,  and  both  be- 
guiled. 

Enter  BugropuA  and  IsiuuriA  as  Jono. 

Bust.  So  ho,  miller,  miller !  look  out,  miUer  !  Is 
there  ne'er  a  miller  amongst  you  here,  gentlemen  ? 

Terao.  Yes,  sir,  here  is  a  miller  amongst  gentle- 
A  gentleman  miller.  [men, 

Bust.  I  should  not  be  far  off  then ;  here  went 
but  a  pair  of  sheers  and  a  bodkin  between  us. — 
Will  you  to  work,  miller  ?  Here's  a  maid  has  a 
sack  full  of  news  for  you  :  Shall  your  stones  walk  ? 
Will  you  grind,  miller  ? 

Phil.  This  your  son,  Franio  ? 

Fra.  My  ungracious,  my  disobedient, 
My  unnatural,  my  rebel  son,  my  lord. 

Bust.  Fy !  your  hopper  runs  over,  miller. 

Fro.  This  viUain 
(Of  my  own  flesh  and  blood)  was  accessary 
To  the  stealing  of  my  daughter. 

Bust.  Oh  mountain,  shalt  thou  call  a  molehill  a 
scab  upon  the  face  of  the  earth  ?  Though  a  man  be 
a  thief,  shall  a  miller  call  him  so  ?    Oh,  egregious  I 

Julio.  Remember,  sirrah,.who  you  specJc  before. 

Bust.  I  speak  before  a  miller,  a  thief  in  grain  ; 
for  he  steals  com :  He  that  steals  a  wench,  is  a 
true  man  to  him. 

Phil.  Can  you  prove  that  ? 
You  may  help  another  cause  that  was  in  pleading. 

Bust.  I'll  prove  it  strongly.  He  that  steals 
com,  steals  the  bread  of  the  commonwealth ;  he 
that  steals  a  wench,  steals  but  the  flesh. 

PhU.  And  how 
Is  the  bread-stealing  more  criminal  than  the  flesh  } 

Bust.  He  that  steals  bread,  steals  that  which  is 
lawful  every  day ;  he  that  steals  flesh,  steals  no- 
thing from  the  fasting  day :  ergOf  to  steal  the  bread 
is  the  arranter  theft. 

Phil.  This  is  to  some  purpose. 

*Bust.  Again,  he  that  steals  flesh,  steals  for  his 
own  belly  foil ;  be  that  steals  bread,  robs  the  guts 
of  others :  Ergo,  the  arranter  thief  the  bread-stealer. 
Again,  he  that  steals  flesh,  steals  once,  and  gives 
over ;  yes,  and  often  pays  for  it ;  the  other  steals 
every  day,  without  satisfaction.  To  conclude,  bread- 
stealing  is  the  more  capital  crime;  for  what  he 
steals,  he  puts  it  in  at  the  head ;  he  that  steals 
flesh  (as  the  Dutch  author  says)  puts  it  in  at  the 
foot  (the  lower  member). — ^Will  you  go  as  you  are 
now,  miller  ? 

Phil.  How  has  this  satisfied  you,  Don  Bellides  ? 

Bel.  Nothing,  my  lord ;  my  cause  is  serious ! 
I  claim  a  daughter  from  that  loving  thief  there. 

Ant.  I  would  I  had  her  for  you,  sir ! 

Bel.  Ah,  ha,  Julio  ! 


Julio.  How  said  you,  Antonio  I   Wish  yoo,  you 
had  his  daughter  P 

Ant.  With  my  soul  I  wish  her ;  and  my  body 
Shall  perish,  but  I  will  enjoy  my  souTs  wish. 
I  would  have  slain  my  friend  for  his  deceit. 
But  I  do  find  his  own  deceit  hath  paid  him. 

Julio.  Will  you  vex  my  soul  forth?  no  other 
choice 
But  where  my  hate  is  rooted  ? — Come  hither,  giri ! 
Whose  pretty  maid  art  thou  ? 

Ism.  The  child  of  a  poor  man,  sir. 

Julio.  The  better  for  it.  With  my  soveragn'i 
I  will  wed  thee  to  this  man,  wiU  he,  nill  be.  [kave, 

Phil.  Pardon  me,  sir,  I'll  be  no  love-enforcer; 
I  use  no  power  of  mine  unto  those  ends. 

Julio.  Wilt  thou  have  him  ? 

Ism.  Not  unless  he  love  me. 

Ant.  I  do  love  thee :  Farewell  all  other  beauties ! 
I  settle  here. — ^Yon  are  Ismenia  ? 

lAside  tolsHXsru. 

Ism.  The  same  I  was  ;  better,  nor  worse,  An- 
tonio. 

Ant.  I  shall  have  your  consent  hne,  I'm  sur, 
sir. 

Bel.  With  all  my  heart,  sir  ;  nay,  if  yoa  accept 
I'll  do  this  kindness  to  mine  enemy,  [it, 

And  give  her  as  a  father. 

Ant.  She'll  thank  you  as  a  daughter  >.- 
Will  you  not,  Ismenia  ? 

Bel.  How  I  Ismenia  ? 

Ism.  Your  daughter,  sir. 

Bel.  Is't  possible  ? — 
Away,  you  feeble-witted  things  1  Yoa  tiiooght 
You  had  caught  the  old  ones  I  You.  wade,  yoa 

wade 
In  shallow  fords ;  we  can  swim,  we :  Look  here  ! 
We  made  the  mateh;  we  are  all  friends,  good 

friends : 
Thin,  thin  !    Why,  the  fool  knew  all  this,  this 
fool. 

Bust.  Keep  that  to  yourself,  sir ;  what  I  knew 
I  knew :  This  sack  is  a  witness. — Miller,  this  is 
not  for  your  thumbing:  Here's  gold  lace;  yoa 
may  see  her  in  the  holklay  clothes  if  yon  wiU ;  I 
was  her  wardrobe  man. 

Enter  MAMTif  c,  Aminta,  Consiable,  and  Oflioera. 

Ant.  You  beguiled  me  well,  sir.  iT»  Jvojd. 

Mart.  Did  you  speak  to  me,  sir.' 
Ant.  It  might  seem  to  you,  Martine; 
Your  conscience  has  quick  ears. 

Mart.  My  sight  was 
A  little  dim  i'  th'  dark  indeed ;  so  was 
My  feeling  cozen 'd ;  yet  I  am  content : 
I  am  the  better  understander  now ; 
I  know  my  wife  wants  nothing  of  a  woman ! 
There  you're  my  junior. 
Ani.  You  are  not  hurt  ? 
Mart.  Not  shrewdly  hurt ; 
I  have  good  flesh  to  heal,  you  see,  good  round 

flesh. 
These   cherries  will  be  worth]  diopping,    end 

stones  and  aU ; 
I  should  not  give  much  to  boot  to  tide  in  yo«r 

new, 
And  you  in  my  old  ones  now. 
Ant,  You  mistake  the  weapon:  Are  yov  not 

hurt? 
Mart,  A  little  scrateh ;  but  I  shall  ci«».it  off 
well  enough. 
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Enter  Guxiaw. 

Gil.  I  can  no  longer  own  what  is  not  mine, 
With  a  free  conscience. — My  liege»  your  pardon. 

P/uL  For  what  ?~Who  knows  this  woman  ? 

Fra.  I  best,  my  lord ;  I  have  been  acquainted 
with  her 
These  forty  summers,  and  as  many  winters, 
Were  it  spring  again :  She's  like  the  gout ;  I  can 
No  cure  for  her.  [get 

Phil,  Oh,  your  wife,  Franio  ? 

Pra.  'Tis  "  oh,  my  wife**  indeed,  my  lord ; 
A  painful  stitch  to  my  side ;  'would  it  were  pick*d 

Phil,  Well,  sir,  your  silence  !  [out ! 

Bust.  Will  you  be  older  and  older  every  day 
than  other  ?  The  older  you  live  the  older  still  ? 
Must  his  majesty  command  your  silence,  ere  you'll 
hold  your  tongue  ? 

Phil.  Your  reprehension  runs  into  the  same 
Pray,  sir,  will  you  be  silent  ?  [fault : 

JSust.  I  have  told  him  of  this  before  now,  my 
liege ;  but  age  will  have  his  course,  and  his  weak- 


Phil.  Good  sir,  your  forbearance. 

JBusL  And  his  frailties,  and  his  follies,  as  I  may 
say,  that  cannot  hold  his  tongue  ere  he  be  bid- 
den  

Phil,  Why,  sirrah ! 

Bu9i.  But  I  believe  your  majesty  will  not  be 
lon^  troubled  with  him  :  I  hope  that  woman  has 
something  to  confess  will  hang  *em  both. 

PhU.  Sirrah,  you''Il  pull  your  destiny  upon  you. 
If  you  <;ease  not  the  sooner. 

Bust,  Nay,  I  have  done,  my  liege ;  yet  it  grieves 
me  that  I  should  call  that  man  fieither,  that  should 
be  BO  shameless,  that  being  commanded  to  hold 
his  tongue 

PhiL  To  the  porter's  lodge  with  him. 

Bust,  I  thank  yonr  grace  I  I  have  a  friend  there. 

Phil,  Speak,  woman  ! 
If  any  interruption  meet  thee  more,  it  shall 
Be  punish'd  sharply. 

GU,  Good  my  liege^  (I  dare  not) 
Ask  yon  the  question  why  that  old  man  weeps. 

Phil,  Who  ?  Count  Julio  ?  I  observed  it  not.— 
You  hear  the  question,  sir;    will  you  give  the 
cause? 

Julio,  Oh,  my  lord,  it  hardly  wiU  get  passage, 
(It  is  a  sorrow  of  that  greatness  grown) 
'Less  it  dissolve  in  tears,  and  come  by  parcels. 

Gil,  I'll  help  you,  sir,  in  the  delivery, 
And  bring  you  forth  a  joy  :  You  lost  a  daughter. 

Julio,  'Twas  that  recounted  thought  brought 
forth  these  sorrows. 

Gil.  She's  found  again.  Know  you  this  mantle, 

Julio,  Ha!  [sir? 

GiL  Nay,  leave  your  wonder,  1*11  explain  it  to 
you. 
This  did  enwrap  your  child,  whom  ever  since 
I  have  call'd  mine,  when  nurse  Amaranta, 
In  a  remove  from  Mora  to  Corduba, 
Was  seized  on  by  a  fierce  and  hungry  bear ; 
She  was  the  ravin's  prey,  as  Heaven  so  would  ! 
He,  with  his  booty  fill'd,  forsook  the  babe : 
All  this  was  in  my  sight ;  and  so  long  I  saw, 
Until  the  cruel  creature  left  my  sight ; 
At  which  advantage  I  adventured  me 
To  rescue  the  sweet  lamb  :  I  did  it,  sir ; 
And  ever  since  I  have  kept  back  your  joy, 
And  made  it  mine.     But  age  hath  wearied  me. 
And  bids  me  back  restore  unto  the  owner 


What  I  unjustly  kept  these  fourteen  years.  . 

Julio,  Oh,  thou  hast  ta'en  so  many  years  from 
me, 
And  made  me  young  as  was  her  birth-day  to  me. 
Oh,  good  my  liege,  give  my  joys  a  pardon  ! 
I  must  go  pour  a  blessing  on  my  child, 
Which  here  would  be  too  rude  and  troublesome. 

lExit, 

Phil.  Franio,  you  knew  this  before  ? 

Bust.  Oh,  oh !  Item  for  you,  miller  ! 

Fra.  I  did,  my  liege ;  I  must  confess  I  did  ; 
And  I  confess,  I  ne'er  would  have  confessM, 
Had  not  that  woman's  tongue  b^un  to  me. 
We  poor  ones  love,,  and  would  have  comforts,  sir, 
As  well  as  great.    This  is  no  strange  fault,  sir ; 
There's  many  men  keep  other  men's  children, 
As  though  they  were  their  own. 

Bust,  It  may  stretch  farther  yet;  I  beseech 
you,  my  liege,  let  this  woman  be  a  little  fiurther 
examined ;  let  the  wards  of  her  conscience  be 
search'd :  I  would  know  how  she  came  by  me ; 
I  am  a  lost  child,  if  I  be  theirs  :  Though  I  have 
been  brought  up  in  a  mill,  yet  I  had  .ever  a  mind, 
methought,  to  be  a  greater  man. 

PhU.  She  will  resolve  you  sure. 

Gil.  Ay,  ay,  boy  ;  thou  art  mine  own  flesh  and 
Bom  of  mine  own  body.  [blood. 

Bust.  'Tis  very  unlikely  that  such  a  body  should 
bear  me  !  There's  no  trust  in  these  millers. 
Woman,  tell  the  truth  !  My  father  shall  forgive 
thee,  whatsoever  he  was,  were  he  knight,  squire, 
or  captain ;  less  he  shoiUd  not  be. 

GU.  Thou  art  mine  own  child,  boy. 

Bust.  And  was  the  miller  my  father  ? 

Gil.  Wouldst  thou  make  thy  mother  a  whore, 
knave  ? 

Bust,  Ay,  if  she  make  me  a  bastard. — The  rack 
must  make  her  confess,  my  lord ;  I  shall  never 
come  to  know  who  I  am  else.  I  have  a  worship- 
ful mind  in  me,  sure ';  methinks  I  do  scorn  poor 
folks. 

Enter  Otbantb,  Floriickl,  Julio,  ^e. 

Phil.  Here  comes  the  brightest  glory  of  the  day ; 
Love  yoked  with  love,  the  best  equality, 
Without  the  level  of  estate  or  person. 

Jul.  You  both  shall  be  rewarded  bountifully  ; 
We'll  be  a-kin  too  ;  brother  and  sister  shall 
Be  changed  with  us  ever. 

Bust.  Thank  you,  uncle !  My  sister  is  my  cousin 
yet,  at  the  last  cast :  Farewell,  sister-foster ;  if  I 
had  known  the  civil  law  would  have  allowed  it, 
thou  hadst  had  another  manner  of  husband  than 
thou  hast ;  but  much  good  do  thee  1  I'll  dance  at 
thy  wedding,  kiss  the  bride,  and  bo-~ 

Julio,  Why,  how  now,  sirrah  ? 

Bust.  'Tis  lawful  now,  she's  none  of  my  sister. 

[<Stfi^#. 

It  was  a  miller  and  a  lord. 
That  had  a  scabbard  and  a  sword. 
He  put  it  up,  in  the  country  word  ; 

The  miller  and  his  daughter. 

She  has  a  face,  and  ahe  can  sing. 
She  has  a  grace,  and  she  can  spring. 
She  has  a  place  with  another  thing. 
Tradoodle. 

Fra,  A  knavish  brother  of  yours,  my  lord. 
Bust.  'Would   I  were    acquainted  with   your 
I  tailor,  noble  brother. 
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Otr,  You  may ;  there  be  ia !  miney  newly  en- 
tertain'd. 

Vert.  If  you  have  any  work  for  me,  I  can  fit 
I  fitted  the  lady.  [you,  air ; 

BumL  My  sUter,  tailor?    What  fits  her  will 
hardly  fit  me. 

VerL  Who  fits  her 
May  fit  yon,  sir  ;  the  tailor  can  do  both. 

Bust.  You  have  a  true  yard,  tailor  ? 

Vert.  Ne'er  a  whit  too  long,  I  warrant  yon. 

Butt.  [Sit^tJ]  Then,  tailor,  inarch  with  me  away  ! 
I  soora  these  robes,  I  must  be  gay ; 
My  noble  brothor  he  shall  pay 

Tom  Tailor.  IBxeunU 


Phil.  Yonr  reoorered  fiiendahips  are  Mnndf 

gentlemen? 
Bel.  At  heart,  at  heart,  my  lord :  Tbe  worm 
shall  not 
Beyond  many  agea  find  a  breach  to  enter  at. 

Phil.  These  lovers'  unities  I  will  not  doubt  ot 
How  happy  have  yon  made  our  progress  then. 
To  be  the  witness  of  such  fiur  accords  1 
Come,  now  we'll  eat  with  yon,  my  lord  Otinnte : 
'1^  a  charge  saved ;  yon  must  not  gmdge  your 

guest; 
Tib  both  my  welcome,  and  yonr  wedding-feast 

iBsemU. 


I 


LOVE'S    PILGRIMAGE. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiS. 


Alosbo,  Governor  qf  Bareeiona. 

haoHAKDo,  a  mMe  Oenoete^  Father  to  Marc- 

AxToinow 
fiAvcHio.  an  ctd  lame  angr^  Soldier,  Father  to 

LaocAOiA. 
AjkraoNso,  a  eholerie  Don,  Father  to  Thsodosia. 
Phiupvo,  Son  to  Alpbokbo,  Lover  of  LaocAoiA. 
MAiic-AjffTONto,  Son  to  Lbonaboo. 
Pbdbo,  Friend  to  hmonAKDO, 
RoDKBioo.  General  of  the  Spanish  GaUiea, 
Iacobo,  Baa\ff  of  Casta-Blanco, 

Pf  aOO,  Host  of  O0BUNA. 

>,  Hostler  to  Diaook 


Cbinu^^eonB,  Soldiers,  Townsmen,  Attendants, 
PssMngers,  Boys,  Senrants. 


Thsooosia,  Daughter  to^  .        .  ,.  ,  j,     , 

Alphokso.  (  i«^^*  i«««  '« 

Lkicadia.    Daughter  to  (    ^"'■~«  ^  Mabc 

SaKCHIO,  J       ANTOlflO. 

Edovnu,  ir</'e  to  the  Governor  </  Barcelona. 
Hostess,  WifetoBjmoo. 
Wife  to  Me  Host  of  Barcelona. 


SCENE,— Spain,  and  at  Sea. 


PROLOGUE. 


To  this  place,  gentlemen,  fall  many  a  day 

We  have  bid  ye  welcome,  and  to  many  a  play : 

And  those  whose  angry  souls  were  not  diseased 

With  law,  or  lending  money,  we  have  pleased ; 

And  make  no  doubt  to  do  again.    This  night. 

No  mighty  matter,  nor  no  l^ht, 

We  must  entreat  you  look  for :  A  good  tale. 

Told  in  two  hours,  we  will  not  faU, 

If  we  he  perfect,  to  rehearse  ye.     New 

I  am  sure  it  is,  and  handsome  ;  but  how  true 


Let  them  dispute  that  writ  it.    Ten  to  one 

We  please  the  women,  and  I'd  know  that  man 

Follows  not  their  example  !  If  ye  mean 

To  know  the  play  well,  travel  with  the  scene, 

For  it  lies  upon  the  road :  If  we  chance  tire. 

As  ye  are  good  men,  leave  us  not  i'  th'  mire ; 

Another  bait  may  mend  us :  If  you  grow 

A  little  gallM  or  weary,  cry  but  "  hoa," 

And  we'll  stay  for  ye.    When  our  journey  ends. 

Every  man's  pot  I  hope,  and  all  part  friends. 


ACT   I. 


SCENE  I. — OssuNA.     The  Inn. 
Snter  Ihcubo  and  Dikoo. 


Jncubo.  Signer  Don  Diq^,  and  mine  host,  save 

Diego.  I  thank  you,  master  Baily.  [thee  ! 

Inc.  Oh,  the  block  ! 

Diego.  Why,  how  should  I  have  answer'd  ? 

Inc.  Not  with  that 
Negligent  rudeness ;  but,  '*  I  kiss  your  hands, 
Signor  Don  Incubo  de'Hambre ;"  and  then 
My  titles  ;  '*  master  Baily  of  Castel-Blanco." 
Thou  ne'er  wilt  have  the  elegancy  of  an  host ; 
I  sorrow  for  thee,  as  my  friend  and  gossip  I — 
No  smoke,  nor  steam  out-breathing  from  the  kit- 
There's  little  life  T  th'  hearth  then.  [chen  ? 

Diego,  kf ;  there,  there ! 
That  is  bis  friendship,  hearkening  for  the  spit. 
And  sorry  that  he  cannot  smell  the  pot  boil. 

Inc.  Strange  an  inn  should  be  so  cursed,  and 
not  the  sign 


Blasted  nor  withered;  very  strange!   three  days 
And  not  an  egg  eat  in  it,  or  an  onion.  [now, 

Diego.  I  thj^k  they  ha'  strew'd  the  highways 
with  caltrops,  I ; 
No  hone  dares  pass  'em ;  I  did  never  know 
A  week  of  so  sad  doingfs,  since  I  first 
Stood  to  my  sign-post. 

Ino,  Gossip,  I  have  found 
The  root  of  all :  Kneel,  proy ;  it  is  thyself 
Art  cause  thereof;  each  person  is  the  founder 
Of  his  own  fortune,  good  or  bad :  But  mend  it ; 
Call  for  thy  doak  and  rapier. 

Diego,  now! 

Inc.  Do,  call, 
And  put  'em  on  in  haste :  Alter  thy  fortune. 
By  appearing  worthy  of  her.     Dost  thou  think 
Her  good  face  e'er  will  know  a  man  in  ouerpo  $ 
In  single  body,  thus  ?  in  hose  and  doublet. 
The  horse-boy's  garb  ?  base  blank,  and  half-blank 
euerpof 


'  Did  I,  or  master  dean  of  Sevil,  oar  neighbour, 
E'er  reach  our  dignities  in  cuerpo,  think'st  thou  ? 
In  squirting  hose  and  doublet  ?  Signor,  no ; 
There  went  more  to't :  There  were  cloaks,  gowns, 
And  other  paramentos  :  Call,  I  say. —  [cassocks, 
His  cloak  and  rapier  here ! 

Enter  Ho8^e8& 

Hoitesi,  What  means  your  worship  ? 

Ino,  Bring  forth  thy  husband's  sword. — Sol 
hang  it  on. 
And  now  his  cloak ;  here,  cast  it  up. — I  mean. 
Gossip,  to  change  your  luck,  and  bring  yon  guests. 

Hostess.  Why,  is  there  charm  in  this  ? 

Inc.  Expect     Now  walk ; 
But  not  the  pace  of  one  that  runs  on  errands  ! 
For  want  of  gravity  in  an  host  is  odious. 
You  may  remember,  gossip,  if  you  please, 
(Your  wife  being  then  th'  infanta  of  the  gipsies. 
And  yourself  governing  a  great  man's  mules  then) 
Me  a  poor  'squire  at  Madnd,  attending 
A  master  of  ceremonies  (but  a  man,  believe  it, 
That  knew  his  place  to  the  gold- weight ;)  and  such, 
Have  I  heard  him  oft  say,  ought  every  host 
Within  the  catholic  king*s  dominions 
Be,  in  his  own  house. 

Diego.  How? 

Inc.  A  master  of  ceremonies  ; 
At  least,  vice-master,  and  to  do  nought  in  euerpof 
That  was  his  maxim.     I  will  tell  thee  of  him  : 
He  would  not  speak  with  an  ambassador's  cook, 
See  a  cold  bake-meat  from  a  foreign  part. 
In  cuerpo :  Had  a  dog  but  stay'd  without, 
Or  beast  of  quality,  as  an  EngUsh  cow, 
But  to  present  itself,  he  would  put  on 
His  Savoy  chain  about  his  neck,  the  ruff 
And  cuffs  of  Holland,  then  the  Naples  hat. 
With  the  Rome  hatband,  and  the  Florentine  agate, 
The  Milan  sword,  the  cloak  of  Genoa,  set 
With  Flemish  buttons ;  all  his  given  pieces, 
To  entertain  *em  in  ;  and  compliment 
With  a  tame  cony,  as  with  the  prince  that  sent  it. 

IKnock  within. 

'Diego.  List !  who  is  there  ? 

Inc.  A  guest,  an't  be  thy  will ! 

Diego.  Look,  spouse ;  cry  **  luck,"  an  we.  be 
encounter'd.     Ha ! 

Hostess.  Luck  then,  and  good ;  for  'tis  a  fine 
With  a  brave  horse.  [brave  guest, 

Ino,  Why  now,  believe  of  etterpo 
As  you  shall  see  occasion.     Go,  and  meet  him. 

Enter  Tbxooohia  in  Men's  Clothes. 

Theod,  Look  to  my  horse,  I  pray  you,  welL 

Diego,  He  shall,  sir. 

Inc.  .Oh,  how  beneath  his  rank  and  call  was 
that  now ! 
*'  Your  horse  shall  be  entreated  as  becomes 
A  horse  of  fashion,  and  his  inches." 

Theod.  Oh!  iFainte. 

Inc.  Look  to  the  cavalier  I  What  ails  he  ?  Stay  I 
If  it  concern  his  horse,  let  it  not  trouble  him  ; 
He  shall  have  all  respect  the  place  can  yield  him, 
Either  of  barley,  or  fresh  straw. 

Diego.  Good  sir, 
Xiook  up. 

Inc.  He  sinks !  Somewhat  to  cast  upon  him  ; 
He'U  go  away  in  cuerpo  else. 

Diego.  What,  wife  I 
Oh,  your  hot  waters  quickly,  and  some  cold 
To  cast  in  his  sweet  face. 


Hostess.  Alas,  fair  flovrer !  [£rtt 

Inc.  Does  any  body  entertain  his  horse .' 
Diego.  Yes ;  Lazaro  has  him. 

Enter  Hoetess  iptlib  a  Glass  a^  Water, 

Inc.  Go  you  see  him  in  person.        C&ric  I>r»o. 

Hostess.  Sir,  taste  a  little  of  this ;  of  mine  own 
water, 
I  did  distill't  myself.     Sweet  liliy,  look  upon  me ; 
You  are  but  newly  blovm,  my  pretty  tolip  ; 
Faint  not  upon  your  stalk.     'Tis  firm  and  fresh. 
Stand  up :    So !    bolt  upright.    Yon  are  jet  in 
growing. 

Theod.  Pray  yon  let  me  have  a  chamber. 

Hostess.  That  you  shall,  sir. 

Theod.  And  where  I  may  be  private,  I  entreat 
you. 

Hostess.  For  that,  in  troth,  sir,  we  have  no 
choice :  Our  house 
Is  but  a  vent  of  need,  that  now  and  then 
Receives  a  guest  between  the  greater  towns. 
As  they  come  late ;  only  one  rooin 

Inc.  She  means,  sir,  'tis  none 
Of  those  wild  scatter'd  heaps  call'd  inns,  when 

scarce 
The  host's  heard,  though  he  wind  his  bora  to  his 

people; 
Here  is  a  competent  pile,  wherein  the  man. 
Wife,  servants,  all  do  live  within  the  whistle. 

Hostess.  Only  one  room 

Inc.  A  pretty  modest  quadrangle  ! 
She  will  describe  to  you. 

Hostess.  (Wherein  stand  two  beds,  sir) 
We  have  :  and  where,  if  any  guest  do  come. 
He  must  of  force  be  lodged ;  that  is  the  trath,  tar. 

Enter  Disoo. 

Theod,  But  if  I  pay  yon  for  both  your  beds. 
That  should  alike  content  yon.  [methinks, 

Hostess.  That  it  shall,  sir : 
If  I  be  paid,  I  am  paid. 

Theod.  Why,  there's  a  ducat  I 
Will  that  make  you  content  ? 

Hostess.  Oh,  the  sweet  &ce  on  yott ! 
A  ducat  ?  yes  :  An  there  were  three  beds,  air. 
And  twice  so  many  rooms,  which  is  one  more. 
You  should  be  private  in  them  all,  in  all,  air : 
No  one  should  have  a  piece  of  a  bed  with  you ; 
Not  master  dean  of  Sevil  himself,  I  swear. 
Though  he  came  naked  hither,  as  once  he  did. 
When  he  had  like  to  have  been  ta'ea  a-bed  witii 

the  Moor, 
And  gelt  by  her  master ;  you  shall  be  as  piivafte 
As  if  you  lay  in's  ovm  great  boose  that's  haanted. 
Where  nobody  comes,  they  say. 

Theod.  I  thank  you.  Hostess. 
Pray  you,  will  yon  shew  me  in  ? 

Hostess.  Yes,  marry  will  1,  sir ; 
And  pray  that  not  a  fiea,  or  a  chink  vex  yon. 

[Exeunt  Hnotees  and  Tsnooceuk. 

Inc.  You  forget  supper !  Grossip,  move  for  sup- 
per. 

Diego.  'Tis  strange  what  love  to  a  beast  may  do ! 
Threw  him  into  this  fit  [bis  bone 

Inc.  You  shall  excuse  me ; 
It  was  his  being  in  cuerpo  merely  caused  it. 

Diego,  Do  you  think  so,  sir  ? 

Inc.  Most  unlucky  cuerpo  ! 
Nought  else.  He  looks  as  he  would  eat  partrids^. 
This  guest ;  ha'  yon  'em  ready  in  the  hoase  ? 
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And  a  fine  piece  o^kid  now  ?  and  fresh  garlic, 
With  a  aardhia  and  Zant  oil  ? — How  now  ? 

Enter  Hostee*. 

Has  be  betpoke  ?  what,  will  he  have  a  brace. 
Or  bat  one  partridge  ?  or  a  short-legg'd  hen, 
Daintily  carl)onadoed  ? 

HotteM9.  'Las,  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a  supper  as  he. 
Inc.  Ha? 

Iio»tMM,  He  has  no  mind  to  eat,  more  than  his 
Iwte,  Say  you  t  [shadow. 

LHego,  How  does  your  worship  ? 
Inc.  I  put  on 
My  left-shoe  first  to-day,  (now  I  perceive  it) 
And  skipt  a  bead  in  saying  them  over,  else 
I  could  not  be  thus  crossed  !  He  cannot  be 
Above  seventeen ;  one  of  his  years,  and  have 
No  better  a  stomach  ? 

Hotteu.  And  in  such  good  clothes  too  ! 
IHepo.  Nay,  those  do  often  make  the  stomach 
ThAt  is  no  reason.  [worse,  wife ; 

Ine,  I  could,  at  his  years,  gossips, 
(As  temperate  as  you  see  me  now)  have  eaten 
My  brace  of  ducks,  with  my  half-goose,  my  cony. 
And  drank  my  whole  twelve  marvedis  in  wine. 
As  easy  as  I  now  get  down  three  olives. 

IHegOn  And,  with  your  temperance'  favour,  yet 
I  think 
Yonr  worship  would  put  to't  at  six-and-thirty, 
For  a  good  wager,  and  the  meal  in  too. 

Inc..  I  do  not  know  what  mine  old  mouth  can 
I  have  not  proved  it  lately.  [do ; 

Diego,  That's  the  grief,  sir. 
Ine,  Bat  is  he,  wi&out  hope  then,  gone  to  bed? 
HoBtesM.  I  fear  so,  sir ;  he  has  lock'd  the  door 
Sore  he  is  very  ill.  [close  to  him  : 

Inc.  That  is  with  fasting. 
Yon   should  ha'  told  him,  gossip,  what  you  had 
Given  him  the  inventory  of  your  kitchen ;      [had, 
It  is  the  picklock  in  an  inn,  and  often 
Opens  a  close-barr'd  stomach.    What  may  he  be. 
Has  he  so  good  a  horse  ?  [trow  ! 

D%eg9»  Oh,  a  brave  jennet, 
As  e'er  yonr  worship  saw. 
Jnc,  And Atf eats? 
IHeffo.  Strongly. 

Jne,  A  mighty  solecism  !  Heaven  grant  me  pa- 
What  creatures  has  he  ?  [tience  ! 

IIoMieas,  None. 
Inc.  And  so  well  clothed. 
And  so  well  mounted  ? 

Diego*  That's  all  my  wonder,  sir. 
Who  be  should  be :  He  is  attired  and  horsed 
For  the  constable's  son  of  Spain. 

Inc.   My  wonder's  more 
He  sbonld  want  appetite. — ^Well,  a  good  night 
To  both  my  gossips !   1  will  for  this  time 
Put  off  the  thought  of  supping.     In  the  morning 
Remember  him  of  breakfast,  pray  you. 
IIosieMS.  I  shall,  sir, 
Diego.  A  hungry  time,  sir. 
Iwu:,    We  that  live  like  mice 
On  other's  meat,  must  watch  when  we  can  get  it. 

\Ex\i. 
Ho9ies$.  Yes,  but  I  would  not  tell  him,  our  fair 
Says,  though  he  eat  no  supper,  he  will  pay   [guest 
For  one. 

Diego*  Good  news !  we'll  eat  it,  spouse,  to  his 
*T»aa  politicly  done  to  admit  no  sharers,    [health. 


Enter  Vmuno, 

Phil.  Look  to  the  mules  there  I    Where's  mine 

Diego.  Here,  sir. —  [host  ? 

Another  &iry  ? 

Hostess.  Bless  me ! 

Phii.  From  what,  sweet  Hostess  ? 
Are  you  afraid  o'  your  guests  ? 

Hostess.  From  angels,  sir ; 
I  think  there's  none  but  such  come  here  to-night. 
My  house  had  never  so  good  luck  before, 
For  brave  fine  guests ;  And  yet,  the  ill  luck  on't  is, 
I  cannot  bid  you  welcome. 

Phil.  No.> 

Hostess.  Not  lodge  you,  sir. 

Phil.  Not,  Hostess  ? 

Hostess.  No,  in  troth,  sir ;  I  do  tell  you. 
Because  you  may  provide  in  time :  my  beds 
Are  both  ta'en  up  by  a  young  cavalier, 
That  will  and  must  be  private. 

Diego.  He  has  paid,  sir. 
For  all  our  chambers. 

Hostess.  Which  is  one ;  and  beds, 
Which  I  already  ha'  told  you  are  two.     But,  sir. 
So  sweet  a  creature — I  am  very  sorry 
I  cannot  lodge  you  by  him ;  you  look  so  like  him ! 
You  are  both  the  loveliest  pieces 

PhU.  What  train  has  he  ? 

Diego.  None  but  himself. 

PhU.  And  will  no  less  than  both  beds 
Serve  him  ? 

Hostess.  He  has  given  me  a  ducat  for  'em. 

PhU.  Oh, 
You  give  me  reason,  Hostess.    Is  he  handsome, 
And  young,  do  you  say? 

Hostess.  Oh,  sir,  the  delicat'st  flesh. 
And  finest  clothes  withal,  and  such  a  horse^ 
With  such  a  saddle ! 

PhU.  She's  in  love  with  all. 
The  horse,  and  him,  and  saddle,  and  clothes. — 

Good  woman. 
Thou  justifiest  thy  sex,  lov'st  all  that's  brave. 

Enter  IxcvBO, 

Sure,  though  I  lie  o'  th'  ground,  I'll  stay  here  now. 
And  have  a  sight  of  him :  You'll  give  me  house- 
room. 
Fire,  and  fresh  meat,  for  money,  gentle  Hostess, 
And  make  me  a  pallet  ? 

Inc.  Sir,  she  shall  do  reason. — 
I  understood  you  had  another  guest,  gossips : 
Pray  you  let  his  mule  be  look'd  to,  have  good  straw, 
And  store  of  bran.     And,  gossip,  do  you  hear. 
Let  him  not  stay  for  supper :  What  good  fowl  ha' 
This  gentleman  would  eat  a  pheasant.  [you  ? 

Hostess.  'Las,  sir. 
We  ha'  no  such. 

Inc.  I  kiss  your  hands,  fair  sir. — 
What  ha'  you  then  ?  speak  what  you  have. — I'm 
Here  for  the  Catholic  king,  an  officer        [one,  sir. 
To  enquire  what  guests  come  to  these  places :  You^ 
Appear  a  person  of  quality,  and  'tis  fit  [sir. 

You  be  accommodated. — Why  speak  you  not  ? 
What  ha'  you,  woman  ?  are  you  afraid  to  vent 
That  which  you  have  ? 

Phil.  This  is  a  most  strange  man, 
To  appoint  my  meat ! 

Hostess.  The  half  of  a  cold  hen,  sir, 
And  a  boil'd  quarter  of  kid,  is  all  i'  th'  house. 

Inc.  Why,  all's  but  cold.    Let  him  see  it  forth ; 

And  give  the  eye  some  satisfaction :  [cover, 
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A  traveller's  stomach  must  see  bread  and  salt ; 
His  belly  is  nearer  to  him  than  his  kindred.*— 
Cold  hen's  a  prettj  meat,  sir. 

Phil.  What  yoa  please.— 
I  am  resolved  to  obey. 

Inc.  So  is  your  kid. 
With  pepper,  garlic,  and  the  juice  of  an  orange : 
She  shall  with  sallads  help  it,  and  clean  linen. — 
Dispatch  ! — ^What  news  at  court,  sir  ? 

Phil.  'Faith,  new  tires 
Most  of  the  ladies  have,  the  men  old  suits  ; 
Only  the  king's  fool  has  a  new  ooat 
To  serve  you. 

Inc.  I  did  guess  you  came  from  thence,  dr. 

Phil.  But  I  do  know  I  did  not. 

Inc.  I  mistook,  sir. 
What  hear  you  of  the  archdukes  ? 

Phil,  'Troth,  your  question. 

Inc.  Of  the  French  business  what  ? 

PhU.  As  much. 

Inc.  No  more  ? 

Enter  Hostew  and  Serraats.  with  a  Tabte. 

They  say  the  French— Oh,  that's  well ;  come,  I'll 

help  you. — 
Have  you  no  giblets  now  ?  or  a  broiPd  rasher  ? 
Or  some  such  present  dish  to  assist  ? 

Host.  Not  any,  sir. 

Inc.  The  more  your  fiiult !  you  ne'er  should  be 
without 
Such  aids  :  What  cottage  would  ha'  lack'd  a  phea- 
And  kid  forth  quickly,  [sant 

lExeunt  Hooteos  and  Servanta. 
At  such  a  time  as  this  ?    Well,  bring  your  hen. 

Phil,  That  should  be  my  prayer. 
To  'scape  his  inquisition. 

Inc.  Sir,  the  French, 
They  say,  are  divided  'bout  their  match  with  us : 
What  think  you  of  it? 

Phil,  As  of  nought  to  me,  dr. 

Inc.  Nay,  it's  as  little  to  me  too ;  but  I  love 
To  ask  after  these  things,  to  know  the  affections 
Of  states  and  princes,  now  and  then,  for  bettering — 

Phil,  Of  your  own  ignorance. 

Inc,  Yes,  sir. 

Phil.  Many  do  so. 

Inc,  I  cannot  live  without  it.  What  do  you  hear 
Of  our  Indian  fleet  ?  they  say,  they  are  well  re- 
tum'd. 

PhiL  I  had  no  venture  with  *em,  sir ;  had  you  ? 

Inc.  Why  do  you  ask,  sir  ? 

Phii.  'Cause  it  might  concern  you ; 
It  does  not  me* 

Enter  Hostew  and  Servants  ufiOi  Meat,  and  exeunt. 

Inc.  Oh,  here's  your  meat  come. 

Phil.  Thanks! 
I  welcome  it  at  any  price. 

Inc.  Some  stools' here  1 
And  bid  mine  host  bring  wine. — I'll  try  your  Idd, 
If  he  be  sweet :  He  looks  welL    Yes ;  he  is  good 
I'll  carve  you,  sir. 

Phii.  You  use  me  too,  too  princely ; 
Taste,  and  carve  too  I 

Inc.  I  love  to  do  these  offices. 

PhU.  I  think  you  do ;  for  whose  sake?' 

Inc.  For  themselves,  sir ; 
The  very  doing  of  them  is  reward. 

PhU,  He  had  little  faith  would  not  believe  you, 

Ine,  Gossip,  some  wine  \  [sir. 


Enter  liiwaowWi  Wine. 
Diego,  Here  'tis,  and  right  Saint  Martin. 
Inc.  Measure  me  out  a  glass. 
Phil.  I  love  the  humanity 
Used  in  this  place. 
Inc.  Sir,  I  salute  you  here. 
PhU.  I  kiss  your  hands,  sir. 
Inc.  Good  wine!  it  will  beget  an  appetite : 
Fill  him,  and  sit  down,  gossip ;  entertain 
Your  noble  guest  here,  as  becomes  your  title. 
Diego.  Please  you  to  like  this  wine,  sir  ? 
PhU.  I  disUke 
Nothing,  mine  host,  but  tiiat  I  may  not  see 
Your  concealed  guest.     Here's  to  you? 

Diego.  In  go^  faith,  sir, 
I  wish  you  as  well  as  him ;  'would  yon  m%ht  see 
him ! 
Inc.  And  wherefore  may  he  not  ? 
Diego.  He  has  lock'd  himself,  sir. 
Up  ;  and  has  hired  both  the  beds  o*  my  wife 
At  extraordinary  rate. 

PhU.  Ill  give  as  much 
(If  that  will  do't)  for  one,  as  he  for  both  ; 
What  say  you,  mine  host  ?  The  door  once  open, 
I'll  fling  myself  upon  the  next  bed  to  him. 
And  there's  an  end  of  me  till  morning ;  noise 
I  will  make  none. 

Diego.  I  wish  your  worship  well ;  bat 

Inc.  Hii  honour  is  engaged ;  and  my  sche-goaip 
Hath  past  her  promise,  haih  she  not  ? 
Diego,  Yes,  truly. 

Ine.  That  toucheth  to  the  credit  of  the  house : 
Well,  I  will  eat  a  little,  and  think.     Hov  say  yea, 

sir, 
Unto  thia  brawn  o'  th'  hen  ? 

PhU.  I  ha'  more  mind 
To  get  this  bed,  sir. 

Inc.  Say  you  so  ?  why  then, 
Give't  me  again,  and  drink  to  me. — ^Mine  host. 
Fill  him  his  wme !    Thou'rt  dull,  and  dost  not 

praise  it. — 
I  eat  but  to  teach  you  the  way,  sir. 

PhU.  Sir, 
Find  but  the  way  to  lodge  me  in  this  chamber, 
I'll  give  mine  host  two  ducats  for  hia  bed. 
And  you,  sir,  two  reals.    Here's  to  yon  ! 

Inc,  Excuse  me ; 
I  am  not  mercenary. — Gossip,  pledge  him  for  me^ 
I'll  think.     A  little  more ;  but  even  one  bit ; 
And  then — Talk  on ;  you  cannot  interropt  me. 
Diego,  This  piece  of  wine,  sir,  cost  me 

Inc,  Stay,  I  have  found 

This  litde  morsel,  and   then — Here's    exedknt 

garlic  I 
Have  you  not  a  bunch  of  grapes  now,  or  some  bacon. 
To  give  the  mouth  a  reluh? 
Diego,  Wife,  do  you  hear  ? 
Ine,  It  is  no  matter. — Sir,  give  mine  host  your 

ducats. 
Diego,  How,  sir  1 

Ine.  Do  you  reodve  'em :  I  wiD  save 
The  honesty  of  your  house ;  and  yonts  too,  gossip: 
And  I  will  lodge  the  gentleman.    Shew  the  dian- 
Diego.  Good  sir,  do  yon  hear?  [ber. 

Inc.  Shew  me  the  chamber. 
Diego.  Pray  you,  sir, 
Do  not  disturb  my  guest. 
Ine.  Disturb  ?  I  hope 
The  Catholic  king,  sir,  may  oommand  a  kMiigiiitr 
Without  diaturbing^  in  his  vassal's  house. 
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For  any  minister  of  hia,  employed 

In  busiDets  of  the  state.    Where  is  the  door  ? — 

Open  the  door !  Who  are  you  there  ?  Within  ! 

IKnotki. 
In  the  king's  name  ! 

Thsod,  [FFiMtn.]  What  would  you  have  ? 

Jrte,  Your  key,  sir, 
And  yoor  door  open :  I  have  here  command 
To  lodge  a  gentleman,  firom  the  justice,  sent 
Upon  the  king's  affairs. 

Theod.  Kings  and  necessities 
Must  be  obey'd  :  The  key's  under  the  door. 


/nc. 


sir  ?  are  you  fitted  ?  you  se- 


How  nowj 
cured? 

Phil.  Your  two  reals  are  grown  a  piece  of  eight. 

Ine,  Excuse  me,  sir  I 

PhU»  'TwiU  buy  a  hen,  and  wine, 
Sir,  for  to-morrow.  [Exit. 

Inc.  I  do  kiss  your  hands,  sir. — 
Well,  thb  will  bear  my  charge  yet  to  the  gaUies, 
(Where  I  am  owing  a  ducat)  whither  this  night. 
By  the  moon's  leave,  I'll  march ;  for  in  the  mom- 
Early,  they  put  from  Port  Saint  Mary's.  [ing 

Diego,  Luaro  !  [Exeunt  all  but  Dikgo. 

Enter  Laxam). 

How  do  the  horses  ? 

Lmm,  'Would  you  would  go  and  see,  sir ! 
A  plague  of  all  jades,  what  a  clap  he  has  given  me ! 
As  sore  as  yon  live,  master,  he  knew  perfectly 
I  ooxen'd  him  on's  oats  ;  he  look'd  upon  me. 
And  then  he  sneer' d,  as  who  should  say,  '*  Take 

heed,  sirrah !" 
And  when  he  saw  our  half-peck,  which  you  know 
Waa  but  an  old  court-dish,  Lord,  how  he  stampt ! 
I  thought 't  had  been  for  joy  ;  when  suddenly 
He  cata  me  a  back  caper  with  his  heels, 
And  takes  me  just  o'  th'  crupper ;  down  came  I, 
And  all  my  ounce  of  oats  :  Then  he  neigh'd  out, 
As  though  he  had  had  a  mare  by  th'  taiL 

Diego.  'Faith,  Lazaro, 
We  are  to  blame,  to  use  the  poor  dumb  servitors 
So  cruelly. 

Xroa.  Yonder's  this  other  gentleman's  horse, 
Keepings  our  Lady-ere ;  the  devil  a  bit 
He  baa  got  since  he  came  in  yet ;  there  he  stands, 
And  looks,  and  looks — But  'tis  your  pleasure,  sir, 
He  ahall  look  lean  enough.     He  has  hay  before 

him. 
Bat  'tis  as  big  as  hemp,  and  will  as  soon  choak 

him, 
Unless  he  eat  it  butter'd.     He  had  four  shoes. 
And  good  ones,  when  he  came ;    'tis  a  strange 

wonder 
With  atanding  still  he  should  cast  three. 

Diego.  Oh,  Lazaro, 
The  devil's  in  this  trade !  Truth  never  knew  it ; 
And  to  the  devil  we  shall  travel,  Lazaro, 
Unleas  vre  mend  our  manners.     Once  every  week 
I  meet  with  such  a  knock  to  mollify  me, 
Sometiaaes  a  dozen  to  awake  my  conscience, 
Y'et  atill  I  sleep  securely. 
/,aflr.   Certain,  master. 
We  most  use  better  dealing. 

DiegOm  'Faith,  for  mine  own  part, 
(Not  to  g;ive  iU  example  to  our  issues) 
I  could  be  well  content  to  steal  but  two  girths, 
And  now  and  then  a  saddle-cloth ;  change  a  bridle, 
Only  for  exercise. 

Iahx.  If  we  could  stay  there. 


There  were  some  hope  on'sfmaster ;  but  the  devil  is 
We  are  drunk  so  early,  we  mistake  whole  saddles, 
Sometimes  a  horse ;  and  then  it  seems  to  us  too 
Every  poor  jade  has  his  whole  peck,  and  tumbles 
Up  to  his  ears  in  clean  straw ;  and  every  bottle 
Shews  at  the  least  a  dozen ;  when  the  truth  is,  sir, 
There's  no  such  matter,  not  a  smell  of  provender. 
Not  so  much  straw  as  would  tie  up  a  horse-tail. 
Nor  anything  i'  th'  rack,  but  two  old  cobwebs. 
And  so  much  rotten  hay  as  had  been  a  hen's  nest. 

Diego.  Well,  these  mistaking^s  must  be  mended, 
These  apparitions,  that  abuse  our  senses,    [Lazaro, 
And  make  us  ever  apt  to  sweep  the  manger, 
But  put  in  nothing ;  these  fancies  must  be  forgot, 
And  we  must  pray  it  may  be  reveal'd  to  us 
Whose  horse  we  ought,  in  conscience,  to  cozen, 
And  how,  and  when :  A  parson's  horse  may  suffer 
A  little  greasing  in  his  teeth,  'tis  wholesome. 
And  keeps  him  in  a  sober  shuffle ;  and  his  saddle 
May  want  a  stirrup,  and  it  may  be  sworn 
His  learning  lay  on  one  side,  and  so  broke  it : 
He  has  ever  oats  in's  doak-bag  to  prevent  us. 
And  therefore  'tis  a  meritorious  office 
To  tithe  him  soundly. 

Ltut,  And  a  grazier  may 
(For  those  are  pinching  puckfoists,  and  suspicious) 
Suffer  a  mist  before  his  eyes  sometimes  too, 
And  think  he  sees  his  horse  eat  half  a  bushel ; 
When  the  truth  is,  rubbing  his  gums  with  salt, 
Till  all  the  skin  come  off,  he  shall  but  mumble 
Like  an  old  woman  that  were  chewing  brawn, 
And  drop  'em  out  again. 

Diego.  That  may  do  well  too. 
And  no  doubt  'tis  but  venial :  But,  good  Lazaro, 
Have  you  a  care  of  understanding  horses. 
Horses  with  angry  heeU,  gentlemen's  horses. 
Horses  that  know  the  world !  Let  them  have  meat 
Till  their  teeth  ache,  and  rubbing  till  their  ribs 
Shine  like  a  wench's  forehead ;  they  are  devils 

Laz.  And  look  into  our  dealings.    As  sure  as 
we  live. 
These  courtiers'  horses  are  a  kind  of  Welch  pro- 
phets ; 
Nothing  can  be  hid  from  'em !  For  mine  own  part, 
The  next  I  cozen  of  that  kind  shall  be  founder'd, 
And  of  all  four  too  ;  I'll  no  more  such  compliments 
Upon  my  crupper. 

Diego.  Steal  but  a  little  longer. 
Till  I  am  lamed  too,  and  we'll  repent  together ; 
It  will  not  be  above  two  days. 

£a«.  By  that  time 
I  shall  be  well  againj  and  all  forgot,  sir. 

Diego.  Why  then,  I'll  stay  for  thee.       [Exeunt. 


SCENE  11.--^  Bed' Room  in  the  same. 
TuaoDOfitA  and  Parjuippo,  discovered  on  several  Beds. 

Theod.  Oh-^o !  oh^ho  ! 

Phil.  Hal 

Theod.  Oh — oh ! — Heart,  heart,  heart,  heart  1 

PhU.  What's  that? 

Theod.  When  wilt  thou  break,  break,  break, 

Phil.  Ha!  [break? 

I  would  the  voice  were  stronger,  or  I  nearer. 

Theod.  Shame,   shame,   eternal  shame  I    what 

Phil.  Done?  [have  I  done 

Theod.  And  to  no  end !  what  a  wild  journey 
Have  I  more  wildly  undertaken  ! 

Phii,  Journey  ? 
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Theod,  How,  without  counsel,  care,  reason,  or 

PhU,  Whither  will  this  fit  cany  ?  [fear ! 

The«i.  Ob,  my  folly! 

PhiL  This  is  no  common  sickness. 

Theod.  How  have  I  left 
All  I  should  love  or  keep  !  Oh,  Heaven  t 

Phil.  Sirl 

Theod.  Ha! 

Phil,  How  do  you,  gentle  sir  ? 

Theod,  Alas,  my  fortune  ! 

Phil,  It  seems  your  sorrow  oppresses :  Please 
your  goodness. 
Let  me  bear  half,  sir ;  a  divided  burthen 
Is  so  made  lighter. 

Theod,  Oh! 

Phil.  That  sigh  hetrays 
The  fullness  of  your  grief. 

Theod,  Ay,  if  that  .grief 
H«d  not  bereft  me  of  my  understanding, 
I  should  have  well  remembered  where  I  was. 
And  in  what  company  ;  and  clapt  a  lock 
Upon  this  tongue  for  talking. 

Phil,  Worthy  sir, 
Let  it  not  add  to  your  grief,  that  I  have  heard 
A  sigh  or  groan  come  from  you ;  that  is  all,  sir. 

Theod,  Good  sir,  no  more !  you  have  heard  too 
much,  I  fear : 
'Would  I  had  taken  poppy  when  I  spake  it ! 

Phil.  It  seems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me, 
And  would  have  fear'd  much  more,  had  you  spoke 
I  could  interpret.    But,  believe  it,  sir,         [aught 
Had  I  had  means  to  look  into  your  breast, 
And  ta'en  you  sleeping  here,  that  so  securely 
I  might  have  read  all  that  your  woe  would  hide, 
I  would  not  have  betrayed  you. 

Theod.  Sir,  that  speech 
Is  very  noble,  and  almost  would  tempt 
lif  y  need  to  trust  you. 

Phil.  At  your  own  election ; 
I  dare  not  make  my  faith  so  much  suspected 
As  to  protest  again ;  nor  am  I  curious 
To  know  more  than  is  fit. 

Theod.  Sir,  I  will  trust  you  ; 
But  you  shall  promise,  sir,  to  keep  your  bed. 
And,  whatsoe'er  you  hear,  not  to  importune 
More,  I  beseech  you,  from  me 

PhU.  Sir,  I  wiU  not 

Theod.  Than  I  am  prone  to  titter. 

PhU.  My  faith  for  it ! 

Theod.  If  1  were  wise,  I  yet  should  hold  my 
You  will  be  noble  ?  {peace. 

Phil.  You  shall  make  me  so. 
If  you'll  but  think  me  such. 

Theod.  I  do.    Then  know 
You  are  deceived  with  whom  you  have  talkM  so 
I  am  a  most  unfortunate  lost  woman.  [long ; 

Phil.  Ha! 

Theod,  Do  not  stir,  sir  {  I  have  here  a  sword. 

Phil.  Not  I,  sweet  lady.     Of  what  blood  or 

Theod.  You'll  keep  your  faith !  [name! 

Phil.  I'U  perish  else. 

Theod.  Believe,  then, 

Of  birth  too  noble  for  me,  so  descended 

I  am  ashamed,  no  less  than  I'm  affrighted. 

PhU.  Fear  not :  By  all  good  things,  I  will  not 
wrong  you ! 

Theod,  I  am  the  daughter  of  a  noble  gentleman. 
Bom  in  this  part  of  Spain ;  my  father's  name,  sir- 
But  why  should  I  abuse  that  reverence. 
When  a  child's  duty  has  forsaken  me? 


PhU.  All  may  be  mended,  in  fit  time,  too: 

Theod,  Alphonso,  sir.  [Speak  it 

PhU,  Alphonw?  What's  your  own  name? 

Theod.  Any  base  thing  you  can  invent. 

PhU.  Deal  truly. 

Theod,  They  cidl  me  Theodosii. 

PhU,  Ha !  and  love 
Is  that  that  hath  changed  you  thus  ? 

Theod,  You  have  observed  me 
Too  nearly,  sir ;  'tis  that  indeed ;  'tis  love,  sir; 
And  love  of  him— oh,  Heavens,  why  should  ma 

deal  thus  ? 
Why  should  they  use  their  arts  to  oosen  us 
That  have  no  cunning,  but  our  fears,  about  u ; 
And  ever  that  too  late  too  ;  no  dissembting 
Or  double  way,  but  doting,  too  mudi  loving  ? 
Why  should  they  find  new  oaths,'  to  mske  more 

PhU,  What  may  his  name  be  ?  [wretches  ? 

Theod,  Sir,  a  name  that  promises, 
Methinks,  no  such  ill  usage ;  Marc-Antonx), 
A  noble  neighbour's  son.    Now  I  must  desire  ym 
To  stay  a  while  ;  else  my  weak  eyes  must  ansvrr. 

Phil.  I  will. — Are  you  yet  ready  ?  What's  hi« 
quality? 

Theod,  His  best,  a  thief,  sir ;  that  he  wonldbe 
known  by 
Is,  heir  to  Leonardo,  a  rich  gentleman ; 
Next  of  a  handsome  body,  hsMi  Heaven  mtde  hm 
A  mind  fit  to  it.    To  this  man,  my  fortune 
(My  more  than  purblind  fortune)  gave  my  hith, 
Drawn  to  it  by  as  many  shows  of  service 
And  signs  of  truth,  as  ever  false  tongue  utter'd  : 
Heaven  pardon  all ! 

Phil.  'Tis  weU  said  I  Forward,  lady. 

Theod.  Contracted,  sir,  and  by  exchange  of  nags 
Our  souls  delivered ;  nothing  left  unfinished 
But  the  last  work,  enjoying  me,  and  ceremony ; 
For  that,  I  must  confess,  was  the  first  wise  doabt 
I  ever  made.    Yet,  after  all  this  love,  sir. 
All  this  profession  of  his  faith,  when  daily 
And  hourly  I  expected  the  bless'd  priest. 
He  left  me  like  a  dream,  as  all  this  story 
Had  never  been,  nor  thought  of;  why,  I  knovnot; 
Yet  I  have  call'd  my  conscience  to  confesaioii, 
And  every  syllable  that  might  offend 
I  have  had  in  shrift :  Yet  neither  love's  law,  sigDor, 
Nor  tie  of  maiden's  duty,  but  desiring, 
Have  I  transgress'd  in.     Left  his  father  too ; 
Nor  whither  he  is  gone,  or  why  departed. 
Can  any  tongue  resolve  me.    All  my  hope 
(Which  keeps  me  yet  alive,  and  would  persuade  se 
I  may  be  once  more  happy,  and  thus  shapes  me 
A  shame  to  all  my  modest  sex)  is  this,  sir ; 
I  have  a  brother,  and  his  old  companion, 
Student  in  Salamanca ;  there  my  last  hope, 
If  he  be  yet  alive,  and  can  be  loving. 
Is  left  me  to  recover  him :  For  which  travel. 
In  this  suit  left  at  home  of  that  dear  brodier's, 
Thus  as  you  find  me,  without  fear,  or  wisdoast 
I  have  wander'd  from  my  father,  fled  my  fiieodst 
And  now  am  only  child  of  hope  and  daxiger. 
You  are  now  silent,  sir ;  this  tedious  story 
(That  ever  keeps  me  waking)  makes  you  heavy ; 
Tis  fit  it  should  do  so ;  for  that  and  I 
Can  be  but  troubles. 

PhU.  No ;  I  sleep  not,  lady : 
I  would  I  could !— Oh,  Heaven,  is  this  my  coiafoit. 

Theod.  What  ail  you,  gentle  sir  ? 

PhU.  Oh ! 

Theod.  Why  do  you  gnux  so? 
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Phii,  I  must,  I  most !  oh,  misery  !  IRUet. 

Theod,  But  now,  sir, 
Yoa  were  my  comfort :  If  any  thing  afflict  you. 
Am  not  I  fit  to  bear  a  part  on't  ?  and  by  your  own 
rule? 

Phil.  No  ;  if  yoa  conld  heal,  as  you  have  wound- 
But  'tis  not  in  your  power.  [ed  me 

TkewL  I  fear  intemperance. 

PhU.  Nay,  do  not  seek  to  shun  me  !  I  must  see 
you. 
By  Hearen,  I  must. — Hoa  there,  mine  host!  a 
Strive  not ;  I  will  not  stir  you.  [candle  ! — 

ThewL  Noble  sir, 
This  is  a  breach  of  promise. 

Phil.  Tender  lady, 
It  shall  be  none  but  necessary. — Hoa  there  ! 
Some  light,  some  light,  for  Hearen's  sake  1 

Theod,  Will  you  betray  me  ? 
Are  you  a  gentleman  ? 

PAi7.  G^od  woman ! 

Theod,  Sir! 

{ Enter  Diaoo,  with  a  Light. 

Phil,  If  I  be  prejudicial  to  you,  curse  me  I 
Diego,  You  are  early  stirring,  sir. 
Plul,  Give  me  your  candle ; 
And  so,  good  morrow  for  a  while. 

DUffo,  Good  morrow,  sir.  [ExiL 

Theod.  Mj  brother  Don  PhiKppo  ?   Nay,  sir, 
kill  me !  IKiuelt, 

I  ask  no  mercy,  sir,  for  none  dare  know  me ; 
I  can  deserve  none.    As  you  look  upon  me, 
Behold  in  infinite  these  foul  dishonours 
My  noble  father,  then  yourself,  last  all 
That  bear  the  name  of  kindred,  suffer  in  me ! 
I  have  forgot  whose  child  I  am,  whose  sister ; 
Do  you  forget  the  pity  tied  to  that, 
Let  not  compassion  sway  you !  you  will  be  then 
As  foul  as  I,  and  bear  the  same  brand  with  me, 
A  favourer  of  my  fault    You  have  a  sword,  sir, 
And  such  a  cause  to  kill  me  in 

PhU.  Rise,  sister ! 
I  wear  no  sword  for  women,  nor  no  anger, 
\\liile  your  fair  chastity  is  yet  untouch*d. 

Theod.  By  those  bright  stars,  it  is,  sir. 

Phil.  For  my  sister 
I  do  believe  you ;  and  so  near  blood  has  made  us, 
With  the  dear  love  I  ever  bore  your  virtues, 
That  I  will  be  a  brother  to  your  griefis  too. 
Be  comforted  :  'Tis  no  dishonour,  sister, 
To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  do ;  he  is  a  gentleman 
Of  as  sweet  hopes  as  years,  as  many  promises 
As  there  be  growing  truths,  and  great  ones. 

Theod.  Oh,  sir ! 

Phil,  po  not  despair. 

Theod.  Can  you  foigive  ? 

PML  Yes,  sister, 
Though  this  be  no  small  error,  a  for  greater. 

Theod.  And  think  me  still  your  sister  ? 

PhU.  My  dear  sister. 

Theod.  And  will  you  counsel  me  P 

Phil.  To  your  own  peace  too : 
Yoa  shall  love  stilL 

Theod.  How  good  you  are  1 

Phil.  My  business 
And  duty  to  my  father,  which  now  drew  me 
Prom  Salamanca,  I  will  lay  aside, 
And  only  be  your  agent     To  persuade  you 
To  leave  both  love,  and  him,  and  well  retire  you— 

Theod.  Oh,  gentle  brother ! 


Phil,  I  perceive  'tis  folly  : 
Delay's  in  love  more  dangerous-^— 

Theod.  Noble  brother  1 

Phil,  Fear  not,  I'll  run  your  own  way ;  and  to 
help  you, 
(Love  having  rack'd  your  passions  beyond  counsel) 
I'll  hazard  mine  own  &me.   Whither  shall  we  ven- 

Theod.  Alas,  I  know  not,  sir.  [ture  ? 

Phil.  Come,  'tis  bright  morning. 
Let's  walk  out,  and  consider.     You  will  keep  this 

Theod,  I  would,  sir.  [habit  > 

Phil,  Then  it  shall  be  :  What  must  I  call  you  ? 
Come,  do  not  blush  ;  pray  speak  ;  I  may  spoil  all 

Theod,  Pray  call  me  Theodora.  [else. 

Enter  Dswoo, 

Diego,  Are  you  ready  ? 
The  day  draws  on  apace.    Once  more,  good-mor- 
row. 

Theod.  Good-morrow,  gentle  host   Now  I  must 

Phil.  Who  dost  thou  think  this  is  ?  [thank  you. 

Diego,  Were  you  a  wench,  sir, 
I  think  you  would  know  before  me. 

PhU.  Mine  own  brother. 

Diego,  By  th'  mass,  your  noses  are  akin !  Should 
I  then 
Have  been  so  barbarous  to  have  parted  brothers  ? 

PhiL  You  knew  it  then  ? 

DiegO'  I  knew  'twas  necessary 
You  should  be  both  together  :  Instinct,  si^or, 
Is  a  great  matter  in  an  host. 

Theod,  I  am  satisfied. 

Enter  Pjeoho. 

Pedro,  Is  not  mine  host  up  yet  I 

PhU,  Who's  that  I 

Diego,  I'll  see. 

PhU,  Sister,,  withdraw  yourself.    I8ke  ttept  oHde. 

Pedro.  Signor  Philippo  I 

PhU.  Noble  Don  Pedro  !  where  have  you  been 
this  way .' 

Pedro.  I  came  from  Port  Saint  Maries,  whence 
the  gallies 
Put  this  last  tide  ;  and  bound  for  Barcelona, 
I  brought  Marc-Antony  upon  his  way. 

PhU,  Marc-Antony? 

Pedro,  Who  is  turned  soldier. 
And  entertained  in  the  new  regiment 
For  Naples. 

Phil.  Is  it  possible  t 

Pedro,  I  assure  you. 

PhU,  And  put  they  in  at  Barcelona.^ 

Pedro,  So 
One  of  the  masters  told  me. 

Phil,  Which  way  go  you,  sir  ? 

Pedro,  Home. 

PhU,  And  I  for  Sevil.  Pray  you,  sir,  say  not 
That  you  saw  me,  if  you  shall  meet  the  question  ; 
I  have  some  little  business. 

Pedro,  Were  it  less,  sir. 
It  shall  not  become  me  to  lose  the  caution. 
Shall  we  breakfast  together  ? 

Phil,  I'll  come  to  you,  sir.—  lExit  Pxdro. 

Sister,  you  hear  this ;  I  beheve  your  fortune 
Begins  to  be  propitious  to  you.     We  will  hire 
Mules  of  mine  host  here ;  if  we  can,  himself 
To  be  our  guide,  and  straight  to  Barcelona. 
This  was  as  happy  news  as  unexpected. 
Stay  you  till  I  rid  him  away. 

Theod,  I  will.  lExfunt. 
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SCENE  h-i^Before  the  Houte  o/Lsonardo, 
in  Andalusia. 

Enter  Alpronso  and  a  Servant. 

Alph,  Knock  at  the  door. 

Serv.  'Tis  open,  sir. 

Alph.  That's  all  one ; 
Knock  when  I  bid  you. 

Serv.  "Will  not  your  worship  enter  ? 

Alph.  Will  not  you  learn  more  manners^  sir, 
and  do  that 
Your  master  bids  yon  ?  Knock,  you  knave,  or  1*11 
knock 

Such  a  round  peal  about  your  pate ^I  enter 

Under  his  roof,  or  come  to  say,  "  God  save  you" 

to  him, 
The  son  of  whose  base  dealings  has  undone  me  ? 
(Knock  louder!  louder  yet!)  1*11  starve  and  rot 
This  open  air  is  every  man's.  [first ; 

2  Serv.  I  Within.]  Come  in,  sir. 

Enter  Second  Servant 

Afph.  No»  no,  sir ;  I  am  none  of  these  "  Come- 
in-sirs,  ' 
None  of  those  visitants :  Bid  your  wise  master 
Come  out ;  I  have  to  talk  unto  him  ;  go,  sir  1 

2  Serv.  Your  worship  may  be  welcome. 

Alph,  Sir,  I  will  not ; 
I  come  not  to  be  welcome.  Good  my  three  ducats. 
My  pickled  sprat  a-day,  and  no  oil  to't. 
And  once  a-year  a  cotton  coat !  leave  prating, 
And  tell  your  master  I  am  here. 

2  Serv.  I  will,  sir. — 
This  is  a  strange  old  man.  lExit. 

Alph.  I  welcome  to  him  ? 
I'll  be  first  welcome  to  a  pest-house. — Sirrah, 
Let's  have  your  valour  now  cased  up,  and  quiet, 
When  an  occasion  calls  ;  'tis  wisdom  in  you, 
A  serving-man's  discretion :  If  you  do  draw. 
Draw  but  according  to  your  entertainment ; 
Five  nobles'  worth  of  fury. 

Enter  Lbokardo,  and  Sanchio  {carried  bp  two  Servants 

in  a  Chair). 

Leo.  Signor  Alpbonso, 
I  hope  no  discontent  firom  my  will  given. 
Has  made  you  shun  my  house :  I  ever  loved  you  ; 
And  credit  me,  amongst  my  fears  'tis  greatest 
To  minister  offences. 

Alph.  Oh,  good  signor, 
I  know  you  for  Italian  breed,  fair-tongued  ! 
Spare  your  apologies  ;  I  care  not  for  'em ; 
As  little  for  your  love,  sir :  I  can  live 
{    Without  your  knowledge,  eat  mine  own,  and  sleep 
Without  dependences,  or  hopes  upon  you. 
I  come  to  ask  my  daughter. 

Leo.  Gentle  sir  I 

Alph.  I  am  not  gentle,  sir ;  nor  gentle  will  be, 
TiU  I  have  justice,  my  poor  child  restored 
Your  caper-cutting  boy  has  run  away  with. 
Young   signor   Smooth-fiioe;   he   that   takes   up 

wenches 
With   smiles   and  sweet  behaviours,  songs,  and 

sonnets ; 
Your  high-fed  jennet,  that  no  hedge  can  hold : 
They  say  you  bred  him  for  a  stallion. 

Sane.  Fy,  signor  I  there  be  times,  and  terms  of 
honour 


To  aigue  these  things  in,  decidementi  able 
To  sf^ak  ye  noble  gentlemen,  ways  punctoil, 
And  to  the  life  of  credit ;  you're  too  rugged. 
Alph,  I  am  too  tame,  sir. 
Leo.  Will  you  hear  but  reason  ?  j 

Alph.  No,  I  will  hear  no  reason :  I  come  not 
hither 
To  be  popt  off  with  reason  ; — ^reason  then.  I 

Sane.  Why,  signor,  in  all  things  there  must  be 
method ; 
You  choke  the  child  of  Honour  dse.  Discretion. 
Do  you  conceive  an  injury  ? 

Alph.  What  then,  sir  ? 

Sane.  Then  follow  it  in  fair  terms ;   let  toot 
When  time  calls,  not  your  tongue.       [sword  bite, 

Alph.  I  know,  sir. 
Both  when  and  what  to  do,  without  directions, 
And  where,  and  how ;  I  oome  not  to  be  tiitor'3 ; 
My  cause  is  no  man's  but  mine  own« — You,  signor! 
Will  you  restore  my  daughter  ? 

Leo.  Who  detains  her  ? 

Alph.  No  more  of  these  slight  shifts ! 

Leo.  You  urge  me,  sigpaor. 
With  strange  injustioe :  Because  my  son  has  en^d— 

Sane.  Mark  him. 

Leo.  Out  of  the  heat  of  youth,  does't  Mov 
I  must  be  father  of  his  crimes  ? 

Alph.  I  say  still. 
Leave  off  your  rhetoric,  and  reatore  my  daughter, 
And  suddenly ;  bring  in  your  rebel  too, 
Mountdragon,  he  that  mounts  without  Gommisioif 
That  I  may  see  him  punished,  and  severely; 
Or,  by  that  holy  Heaven,  I'll  fire  your  house ! 
And  there's  my  way  of  honour. 

Sane.  Pray  give  me  leave. 
Was  not  man  made  the  noblest  creature  ? 

Alph.  WeU,  sir  ? 

Sane.  Should  not  his  mind  then  answer  to  bi» 
making. 
And  to  his  mind  his  actions  ?    If  this  ought  to  be. 
Why  do  we  run  a  blind  way  from  our  worths. 
And  cancel  our  discretions,  doing  those  diiogs 
To  cure  offences,  are  the  most  offences? 
We  have  rules  of  justice  in  us ;  to  Aose  ruki 
Let  us  apply  our  angers  :  You  can  consider 
The  want  in  others  of  these  terminations. 
And  how  unfumish'd  tiiey  appear. 

Alph.  Hang  others  I 
And,  where  the  wrongs  are  open,  hang  respects ! 
I  come  not  to  consider. 

Leo.  Noble  sir. 
Let's  argue  coolly,  and  consider  like  men. 

Alph.  Like  men  ? 

Leo.  You  are  too  sudden  stilL 

Alph.  like  men,  sir  ? 

.  Sane.  It  is  (air  language,  and  allied  to  bonoar. 

Alph.  Why,  what  strange  beast  would  yoar  $rar< 
Make  me  appear !     Like  men  ?  [revefcsoe 

Sane.  Taste  but  that  point,  tir. 
And  you  recover  all. 

Alph.  I  teQ  thy  wisdom 
I  am  as  much  a  man,  and  as  good  a  man — -> 

Leo.  All  this  is  granted,  sir. 

Alph.  As  wise  a  man 

Sane.  You  are  not  tainted  that  way. 

Alph.  And  a  man 
Dares  make  thee  no  man ;  or,  at  best*  a  base  dab- 
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Laugh  at  me,  sirrah  i 


Sane.  Fy,  fj !  here  wants  much  carriage. 

Alph,  Hang  much  carriage  1 

Leo.  Give  me  good  Unguage. 

Alph.  Sirrah  signor,  give  me  my  daughter. 

Lm.  I  am  as  gentle  as  yourself,  as  firee  born 

Sane.  Observe  his  way. 

Z^o.  As  much  respect  owed  to  me-— 

Sane.  This  hangs  together  nobly. 

Leo.  And  for  civil, 
A  great  deal  more,  it  seems.  Gro  look  your  daughter! 

Sane.  There  you  went  well  off,  signor. 

Leo.  That  rough  tongue 
You  understand  at  first.    You  never  think,  sir, 
Out  of  your  mightiness,  of  my  loss ;  here  I  stand, 
A  patient  anvil  to  your  burning  angers. 
Made  subject  to  your  dangers  ;  yet  my  loss  equal : 
Who  shall  bring  home  my  son  ? 

Alph.  A  whipping  beadle. 

Leo.  Why,  is  your  daughter  whoriah  ? 

Aiph.  Ha,  thou  darest  not 

By  Heaven,  I  know  thou  darest  not— 

Leo.  I  dare  more,  sir. 
If  you  dare  be  uncivil. 

Alph.  Laugh  too,  pigeon  ? 

Sane.  A  fitter  time,  for  Fame's  sake !  two  weak 
nurses 
Would  laugh  at  this.     Are  there  no  more  days 

coming. 
No  ground  but  this  to  argue  on  ?  No  swords  left, 
Nor  friends  to  carry  this,  but  your  own  furies  ? 
Alas  !  it  shews  too  weakly. 

Alph.  Let  it  shew  ! 
I  come  not  here  for  shows. 
I'll  give  you  cause  to  laugh. 

Leo.  You  are  as  like,  sir, 
As  any  man  in  Spain. 

Alph.  By  Heaven,  I  will ; 
I  will,  brave  Leonardo  1 

Leo.  Brave  Alphonso, 
I  will  expect  it  then. 

Sane.  Hold  ye  there  both ! 
These  terms  are  noble. 

Alph.,  You  shall  hear  shortly  from  me. 

Sane.  Now  discreetly. 

Alph.  Assure  yourself  you  shall.    Do  you  see 
this  sword,  sir  ? 
He  has  not  cast  his  teeth  yet. 

Sane.  Rarely  carried  1 

Alph.  He  bites  deep,  most  times  mortal :  Signor, 
I'll  hound  him  at  thee ;  fair  and  home. 

Sane.  Still  nobly. 

Alph.  And  at  all  those  that  dare  maintain  you. 

Sane.  Excellent! 

Leo.  How  you  shall  please,  sir,  so  it  be  fair : 
though  certain 
I  had  rather  give  you  reason. 

Sane.  Fairly  urged  too ! 

Alph.  This  is  no  age  for 
Upon  your  sword's  point-^ 

Sane  Admirably  followed ! 

Alph.  And  there  I'll  hear  it.    So,  till  I  please, 
live,  sir.  lExit. 

Leo.  And  so,  farewell !  you're  welcome. 

Sane.  The  end  crowns  all  things.     Signor, 
Some  little  business  past,  this  cause  I'll  argue, 
And  be  a  peace  between  ye,  ift  so  please  you. 
And  by  the  square  of  honour  to  the  utmost. 
I  feel  the  old  man's  master'd  by  much  passion. 
And  too  high  racked,  which  makes  him  overshoot 
His  valour  should  direct  at,  and  hurt  those       [all 


reason 


prick  your 
[reason 


That  stand  but  by  as  blenchers.    This  he  must 

know  too. 
As  necessary  to  his  judgment ;  doting  women 
Are  neither  safe  nor  wise  adventurers,  conceive  me, 
If  once  their  wills  have  wand^r'd :  Nor  is't  then 
A  time  to  use  our  rages  ;  for  why  should  I 
Bite  at  the  stone,  when  he  that  throws  it  wrongs 

me? 
Do  not  we  know  that  women  are  most  wooers. 
Though  closest  in  their  carriage  ?    Do  not  all  men 

know. 
Scarce  all  the  compass  of  the  globe  can  hold  'em. 
If  their  affections  be  a-foot  ?     Shall  I  then  covet 
The  follies  of  a  she-fool,  that  by  nature 
Must  seek  her  like,  by  reason  be  a  woman  ? 
Sink  a  tall  ship,  because  the  sails  defy  me? 
No,  I  disdain  that  folly ;  he  that  yentures 
Whilst  they  are  fit  to  put  him  on,  has  found  out 
The  everlasting  motion  in  his  scabbard. 
I  doubt  not  to  make  peace.   And  so,  for  this  time. 
My  best  love  and  remembrance  ! 
Leo,  Your  poor  servant  I  ISxeunt 


SCENE  II.— Jl  Forest  near  Ossuna. 

Enter  Diaoo,  Philtpfo,  and  Thsodosia. 

Phil,  Where  will  our  horses  meet  us  ? 
Diego.  Fear  not  you,  sir  j 
Some  half-mile  hence    my  worship's   man  will 

stay  us. 
How  is  it  with  my  young  bloods?    Come,  be 

jovial; 
Let's  travel  like  a  merry  flock  of  wild  geese, 
Every  tongue  talking. 

Phil.  We  are  very  merry. 
But  do  you  know  this  way,  sir  ? 

Theod,  Is't  not  dangerous  ? 
Methinks    these  woody  thickets  should  harbour 
knaves. 
Diego.  I  fear  none  but  fidr  wenches ;  those  are 
thieves 
May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good  conditions, 
If  they  cry  stand  once.    But  the  best  is,  signors. 
They  cannot  bind  my  hands  ;  for  any  else. 
They  meet  an  equal  knave,  and  there's  my  pass- 
port. 
I  have  seen  fine  sport  in  this  place ;   had  these 

trees  tongues. 
They  would  tell  ye  pretty  matters :  Do  not  you 
They  are  not  every  day's  delights*     [fear,  though ; 
PhU.  What  sport,  sir  ? 

Diego.  Why,  to  say  true,  the  sport  of  all  sports. 
Phil.  What  was't  ? 

Diego.  Such  tuming-up  of  taffetaes!  and  you 
know 
To  what  rare  whistling  tunes  they  go,  far  beyond 
A  soft  wind  in  the  shrouds ;  such  stand  there, 
And  doten  i'  th'  other  place  !  such  supplications 
And  sub-divisions  for  those  toys  their  honours  I 
One,  *'  As  you  are  a  gentleman,"  in  this  bush ; 
And  <*  Oh,  sweet  sir,  what  mean  you  ?    There's  a 

bracelet. 
And  use  me,  I  beseech  you,  like  a  woman  !  " 
And  her  petition's  heard  ;  another  scratches, 
And  cries  she  will  die  first,  and  then  swoons  ;  but 

certain 
She's  brought  to  life  again,  and  does  well  after. 
Another,  **  Save  mine  honour,  oh,  mine  honour ! 
My  husband  serves  the  duke,  sir,  in  his  kitchen  ; 
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I  have  a  cold  pie  for  jou ;  fy,  fy,  fy,  gentlemen ! 
Will  nothing  satisfy  you  ?  where's  my  husband  ?  *' 
Another  cries,  "  Do  you  see,  sir,  how  they  use  me  ? 
Is  there  no  law  for  these  things  ?" 

Theod.  And,  good  mine  host, 
Do  you  call  these  fine  sports  ? 

Diego,  What  should  I  call  'em  ? 
They  have  been  so  call'd  these  thousand  years  and 

Phil.  But  what  becomes  o'  th'  men  ?  [upwards. 

Diego.  They  are  stript  and  bound, 
Like  so  many  Adams,  with  fig-leaves  afore  'em, 
And  there's  their  innocence. 

Theod.  'Would  we  had  known  this. 
Before  we  reach'd  this  place  ! 

Phil.  Come,  there's  no  danger ; 
These  are  but  sometimes  chances. 

Diego.  Now  we  must  through. 

Enter  Ikcubo. 

Theod.  Who's  that? 

Diego.  Stand  to  it,  bignors  ! 

PhU.  No,  it  needs  Dot ; 
I  know  the  face,  'tis  honest. 

Inc.  What,  mine  host. 
Mine  everlasting  honest  host? 

Diego.  'Mass,  Baily  ? 
Now  in  the  name  of  an  ill  reckoning. 
What  make  you  walking  this  round  ? 

Itw.  A  pox  of  this  round, 
And  of  all  business  too,  through  woods !  and,  rascals, 
They  have  rounded  me  away  a  dozen  ducats, 
Besides  a  fair  round  cloak  :  Some  of  'em  knew  me. 
Else  thev  had  cased  me  like  a  cony  too. 
As  they  have  done  the  rest,  and  I  think  roasted  me, 
For  they  began  to  baste  me  soundly.    My  young 

signors. 
You  may  thank  Heaven,  and  heartily,  and  hourly, 
You  set  not  out  so  early ;  ye  had  been  smoked  else, 
By  this  true  hand  ye  had,  sirs,  finely  smoked ; 
Had  ye  been  women,  smock'd  too. 

Theod.  Heaven  defend  us ! 

Inc.  Nay,  that  had  been  no  prayer ;  there  were 
those 
That  run  that  prayer  out  of  breath,  yet  failed  too. 
There  was  a  friar,  now  you  talk  of  prayer, 
With  an  huge  bunch  of  beads,  like  a  rope  of  onions, 
(I  am  sure  as  big)  that,  out  of  fear  and  prayer, 
In  half>an-hour  wore  *em  as  small  as  bugles  ; 
Yet  he  was  flead  too. 

Phil.  At  what  hour  was  this  ? 

Inc.  Some  two  hours  since. 

Theod.  Do  you  think  the  passage  sure  now  ? 

Inc.  Yes,  a  rope  take  *em  (as  it  will)  and  bless 
They  have  done  for  this  day,  sure.  ['em ! 

Phil.  Are  many  rifled  ? 

Inc.  At  the  least  a  dozen. 
And  there  left  bound. 

Theod.  How  came  you  free  ? 

Inc.  A  courtesy 
They  use  out  of  their  rogueships,  to  bequeath 
To  one,  that,  when  they  give  a  sign  from  far, 
(Which  is  from  out  of  danger)  he  may  presently 
Release  the  rest :  As  I  met  you  I  was  going. 
Having  the  sign  fri>m  yonder  hill  to  do  it. 

Theod.  Alas,  poor  men ! 

Phil.  Mine  host,  pray  go  unty  'em. 

Diego.  Let  me  alone  for  cancelling !  where  are 
they? 

Inc.  In  every  bush,  like  black-birds  ;  you  can- 
not miss  'em. 


Diego.  I  need  not  stalk  unto  'em.  {JExit 

Inc.  No,  they'll  stand  you. 
My  busy  life  for  yours,  sir.^You  would  wonder 
To  see  the  several  tricks  and  strange  bdiaviottEB 
Of  the  poor  rascals  in  their  miseries  : 
One  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  vreqping, 
A  third  is  monstrous  angry  he  can  laugh. 
And  cries,  "  Go  to !  tlds  is  no  time ;"  he  lanrits 

still; 
A  fourth  exhorts  to  patience ;  him  a  fifth  man 
Curses  for  tameness ;  him  a  friar  Bchoals ; 
All  hoot  the  friar ;  here  one  sings  a  ballad ; 
And  there  a  little  curate  confutes  him :  and  in 
This  linsey-woolsey  way,  that  would  make  a  dog 
Forget  his  dinner,  or  an  old  man  fire, 
They  rub  out  for  their  ransoms.  Amongst  the  rest. 
There  is  a  little  boy  robb'd,  a  fine  child, 
It  seems  a  page  :  I  must  confess  my  pily 
(As  'tis  a  hard  thing  in  a  man  of  my  place 
To  shew  compassion)  stirred  at  him  ;  so  finely, 
And  without  noise,  he  carries  his  affictions. 
And  looks  as  if  he  had  but  dream'd  of  losing. 
This  boy's  the  glory  of  this  robbery; 
The  rest  but  shame  the  action. — ^Now  ye  may  hear 
'em. 

Enter  Dimo,  Lbocaoia  disguited  at  a  Bop ;  a  FUar  emt 
other  Fuaengen  at  robbed. 

Diego.  Come,  lads,  'tis  holy-day;  hang  clothes; 
And  sweating  agues  are  abroad.  ['tis  hot, 

1  Paatenger.  It  seems  so ; 
For  we  have  met  with  rare  physiciaaa 
To  cure  us  of  that  malady* 

Diego.  Fine  footing, 
Light  and  deliver ;  now,  my  boys  1  Master  Friar, 
How  does  your  holiness  ?  Bear  up,  man !  what, 
A  enp  of  neat  sack  now,  and  a  toast  ?  ha,  Frisr  ? 
A  warm  plaister  to  your  belly,  father ! 
There  were  a  blessing  now ! 

Friar.  You  sav  your  mind,  sir. 

Diego.  Where  s  my  fine  boy,  my  pointer  ? 

Inc.  There's  the  wonder. 

Diego.  A  rank  whore  scratch  their  sides  till  die 
pox  follow 
For  robbing  thee  I  thou  hast  a  thousand  ways 
To  rob  thyself,  boy ;  dice,  and  a  chambeiHievil — 

Leoo.  You  are  deceived,  sir. 

Diego.  And  thy  master  too,  boy. 

PhU.  A  sweet-faoed  boy,  indeed  I  what  rogues 
were  these, 
What  barbarous,  bratish  slaves,  to  strip  this  beauty ! 

Theod,  Come  hither,  my  boy.   AJaa !  he's  coU : 
We  must  entreat  your  clodc.  [Bline  bast, 

Diego.  Can  you  entreat  it  ? 

PlUl.  We  do  presume  so  much ;  you  have  other 

Diego.  Will  you  entreat  those  too  ?    [gannents. 

Theod.  Your  mule  must  too 
To  the  next  town :  yon  say  'tis  near :  In  pity. 
You  cannot  see  this  poor  boy  perish ;  I  know 
You  have  a  better  soul.    We'll  satisfy  you. 

Diego,  'Tu  a  strange  foolish  tridc  I  have,  but  I 
cannot  help  it ; 
I  am  ever  cozen'd  with  mine  own  commendatioDB; 
It  is  determined  then  I  shall  be  robb'd  too. 
To  make  up  vantage  to  this  dozen.    Here,  sir ; 
Heaven  has  provici^  you  a  simple  garment 
To  set  you  oiBr ;  pray  keep  it  handsomer 
Than  you  kept  your  own,  and  let  me  have  it  ree- 
Brush  d  and  discreetly  folded.  [Atx'^ 

Leoo.  I  thank  you,  sir. 
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Diego,  Who  wants  a  doublet  ? 

2  Pat9.  I. 

Diego*  Where  will  yoa  have  it? 

2  Pau.  From  you,  sir,  if  you  please. 

Diego,  Oh,  there's  the  point,  sir. 

Phii,  "iAj  honest  friends,  1  am  soriy  for  your 
fortunes ; 
Bat  that's  but  poor  relief :  Here  are  ten  ducats  ; 
And  to  your  distribution,  holy  sir, 
I  render  'em,  and  let  it  be  your  care 
To  see  'em,  as  your  wants  are,  well  divided. 

Diego,  Plain  dealing  now,  my  friends ;  and  Fa- 
ther Friar, 
Set  me  the  saddle  right !  no  wringing.  Friar, 
Nor  tithing  to  the  church  1  these  are  no  duties ; 
Scour  me  your  conscience !  if  the  devil  tempt  you, 
Off  with  your  cord,  and  swinge  him  ! 

Friar,  You  say  well,  sir. 

AU,  Heaven  keep  your  goodness  ! 

Theod.  Peace  keep  you!  Farewell,  friends  ! 

Diego,  Farewell,  light-horsemen  1 

S^Exeuni  Friar  ai^  Fanengers. 

Phil.  Which  way  travel  you,  sir  ? 

Ine,  To  the  next  town. 

Theod,  Do  you  want  anything  ? 

Inc.  Only  discretion  to  travel  at  good  hours, 
And  some  warm  meat  to  moderate  tliis  matter ; 
For  1  am  most  outrageous,  cruel  hungry. 

Diego,  I  have  a  stomach  too,  such  as  it  is, 
Would  pose  a  right  good  pasty ;  I  thank  Heaven 
for't 

/fic.  Cheese,  that  would  break  the  teeth  of  a 
new  handsaw, 
I  could  endue  now  like  an  estrich ;  or  salt  beef. 
That  Caesar  left  in  pickle. 

PhiL  Take  no  care; 
We'll  have  meat  for  you,  and  enough.     I'  th'  mean 

time, 
Keep  yon  the  horse-way,  lest  the  fellow  miss  us ; 
We*ll  meet  you  at  tiie  end  o'  th'  wood. 

Diego,  Make  haste  then. 

[Exennt  DuBoo  and  Incvbo. 

Theod.  My  pretty  sir,  till  your  necessities 
Be  full  sopplial,  so  please  you  trust  our  friend- 
We  most  not  part.  [ships ! 

Leoe.  You  have  pull'd  a  charge  upon  you  ; 
Yet  such  a  one  as  ever  shall  be  thankfiil. 

PhU,  You  have  said  enough.    May  I  be  bold 
to  ask  you, 
What  province  you  were  bred  in  ?  and  of  what  pa- 
rents? 

Leoc.  You  may,  sir :  I  was  bom  in  Andalusia, 
My  name  Francisco,  son  to  Don  Henriques 
De  Cardinas. 

Theod.  Our  noble  neighbour  ! 

PhU.  Son  to  Don  Henriques  ? 
1  know  the  gentleman  :  And,  by  your  leave,  sir, 
1  know  he  has  no  son. 

/^eoc.  None  of  his  own,  sir. 
Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon  his  brother 
Don  Sanchio's  children :  One  of  which  I  am, 
And  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

PhU,  Still  you  do,  sir. 
For  neither  luui  Don  Sanehio  any  son : 
A  daughter,  and  a  rare  one,  is  his  heir, 
Which,  though  I  never  was  so  blest  to  see. 
Yet  I  have  heard  great  good  of. 

Theod.  Urge  no  further  ! 
He  is  ashamed,  and  blushes. 

Pm.  Sir, 


If 't  might  import  you  to  conceal  yourself, 
I  ask  your  mercy,  I  have  been  so  curious. 

Leoc.  Alas !  I  must  ask  yours,  sir,  for  these  lies : 
Yet  they  were  useful  ones ;  for  by  the  claiming 
Such  noble  parents,  I  believed  your  bounties 
Would  shew  more  gracious.    The  plain  truth  is, 

gentlemen, 
I  am  Don  Sanchio's  steward's  son,  a  wild  boy, 
That  for  the  fruits  of  his  unhappiness 
Is  fain  to  seek  the  wars. 

Theod.  This  is  a  lie  too,  lApari  to  Phiupfo. 

If  I  have  any  ears. 

Phil.  Why? 

Theod.  Mark  his  language, 
And  yon  shall  find  it  of  too  sweet  a  relish 
For  one  of  such  a  breed.    I'll  pawn  my  hand, 
This  is  no  boy. 

Phii.  No  boy  ?  what  would  you  have  him  ! 

Theod.  I  know,  no  boy :  1  watch'd  how  fearfully. 
And  yet  how  suddenly,  he  cured  his  lies, 
The  right  wit  of  a  woman ;  now  I  am  sure 

PhU.  What  are  you  sure  ? 

Theod.  That  'tis  no  boy  ;  Til  bum  in't. 

PhU.  Now  I  consider  better,  and  take  counsel, 
Methinks  he  shews  more  sweetness  in  that  face, 
Than  his  fears  dare  deliver. 

Theod,  No  more  talk  on't ! 
There  hangs  some  great  weight  by  it ;  soon  at  night 
I'll  tell  you  more. 

PhU,  Come  sir,  whate'er  you  are, 
With  us,  embrace  your  liber^,  and  our  helps 
In  any  need  you  have. 

Leoc.  All  my  poor  service 
Shall  be  at  your  command,  sir,  and  my  prayers. 

PhU,  Let's  walk  apace ;  hunger  wUl  cut  their 
throats  else.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.~On  board  of  a  GaUey  ai  Sea. 
Enter  RoDxaiao  and  Mabc Antonio  ;  two  Chairs  set  out. 

Rod.  CaU  up  the  master. 

Master.  [  Within."]  Here,  sir. 

Rod.  Honest  master, 
Give  order  all  the  gallies  with  this  tide 
Fall  round,  and  near  upon  us ;  that  the  next  wind 
We  may  weigh  off  together,  and  recover 
The  port  of  Barcelona,  without  parting. 

Master.  [  Within."]  Your  pleasure's  done,  sir. 

Rod.  Signor  Marc-Antonio, 
Till  meat  be  ready,  let's  sit  here,  and  prepare 
Our  stomachs  with  discourses. 

Marc.  What  you  please,  sir. 

Rod.  Pray  you  answer  me  to  this  doubt. 

Marc,  If  I  can,  sir. 

Rod,  Why  shoiUd  such  plants  as  you  are,  Plea- 
sure's children. 
That  owe  their  blushing  years  to  gentle  objects, 
Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  fullness, 
Desire  the  stubborn  wars  ? 

Marc,  In  those  'tis  wonder. 
That  make  their  ease  their  god,  and  not  their 

honour: 
But,  noble  general,  my  end  is  other ; 
Desire  of  Imowledge,  sir,  and  hope  of  tying 
Discretion  to  my  time,  which  only  shews  me. 
And  not  my  years,  a  man,  and  makes  that  more 
Which  we  call  handsome;  the  rest  is  but  boy's 
And  with  the  boy  consumed.  [beauty. 

Rod.  You  argue  well,  sir. 
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Marc,  Nor  do  I  wear  my  yoath,  as  they  wear 
breeches, 
For  object,  bat  for  nae  ;  my  stren^  for  danger, 
(Which  ia  the  liberal  part  of  maa)  not  dalliance ; 
The  wars  must  be  my  mistress,  air. 

Rod,  Oh,  signor, 
You'll  find  her  a  rough  wench. 

Mare,  When  she  is  won  once, 
She'll  show  the  sweeter,  sir. 

Rod,  You  can  be  pleased,  though, 
Sometimes  to  take  a  tamer  ? 

Marc.  'Tis  a  truth,  sir ; 
So  she  be  handsome,  and  not  ill-condition'd. 
'  Bod,  A  soldier  should  not  be  so  curious. 

Marc.  I  can  make  shift  with  any  for  a  heat,  sir. 

Rod,  Nay,  there  you  wrong  your  youth  too; 
and  however 
You  are  pleased  to  appear  to  me,  which  shews  well, 

signor, 
A  tougher  soul  than  your  few  years  can  testify ; 
Yet,  my  young  sir,  out  of  mine  own  experience 
When  my  spring  was,  I  am  able  to  confute  you, 
And  say,  you  had  rather  come  to  th'  shock  of  eyes, 
And  boldly  march  up  to  your  mistress'  mouth, 
Than  to  the  cannon's. 

Marc.  That's  as  their  lading  is,  sir. 

Rod.  There  be  trenches 
Fitter  and  warmer  for  your  years,  and  safer, 
Than  where  the  bullet  plays. 

Marc.  There's  it  I  doubt,  sir. 

Rod.  You'll  easily  find  that  fisith.  But  come,  be 
liberal ; 
What  kind  of  woman  could  you  make  best  wars 

Marc.  They  are  all  but  heavy  marchers,   [with  ? 

Rod.  Fy,  Marc-Antonio  I 
Beauty  in  no  more  reverence? 

Marc.  In  the  sex,  sir, 
I  honour  it,  and,  next  to  honour,  love  it, 
For  there  is  only  beauty ;  and  that  sweetness, 
That  was  first  meant  for  modesty,  sever  it. 
And  put  it  in  one  woman,  it  appears  not ; 
'Tis  of  too  rare  a  nature,  she  too  gross 
To  mingle  with  it 

Rod.  This  is  a  mere  heresy. 

Marc,  Which  makes  'em  ever  mending;   for 
that  gloss 
That  cozens  us  for  beauty,  is  but  bravery. 
An  outward  shew  of  things  well  set,  no  more : 
For  heavenly  beauty  is  as  Heaven  itself,  sir, 
Too  excellent  for  object,  and  what's  seen 
Is  but  the  veil  then,  airy  clouds  :  Grant  this. 
It  may  be  seen,  'tis  but  like  stars  in  twinklings. 

Rod,  'Twas  no  small  study  in  their  libraries 
Brought  you  to  this  experience.     But  what  think 

you 
Of  that  f!iir  red  and  white,  which  we  call  beauty  ? 

Marc,  Why,  'tis  our  creature,  sir ;  we  give  it  'em 
Because  we  like  those  colours !  else  'tis  certain 
A  blue  face  with  a  motley  nose  would  do  it, 
And  be  as  great  a  beauty,  so  we  loved  it : 
That  we  cannot  give,  which  is  only  beauty, 
Is  a  fair  mind. 

Rod.  By  this  rule,  all  our  choices 
Are  to  no  ends. 

Marc.  Except  the  dull  end,  doing. 

Rod,  Then  all  to  you  seem  equal? 

Marc,  Very  true,  sir. 
And  that  makes  equal  dealing  :  I  love  any 
That's  worth  love. 

Rod.  How  long  love  you,  signor  ? 


Marc,  Till  I  hare  other  bnaineaw. 

Rod,  Do  you  never 
Love  steadfastly  one  woman  ? 

Marc,  'Tis  a  toil,  sir. 
Like  riding  in  one  road  peijietaally ; 
It  offers  no  variety. 

Rod.  Right  youth  1 
He  must  needs  make  a  soldier.— Nor  do  you  think 
One  woman  can  love  one  man? 

Marc,  Yes,  that  may  be, 
Thaugh  it  appear  not  often  ;    they  are  things 

ignorant. 
And  therefore  apted  to  that  superstition 
Of  doting  fondness.    Yet  of  late  years,  signor, 
The  world's  well  mended  with  'em ;  fewer  sre 

found  now 
That  love  at  length,  and  to  the  right  mark ;  aU 
Stir  now,  as  the  time  stirs ;  fame  and  fashion 
Are  ends  they  aim  at  now,  and  to  make  that  love 
That  wiser  ages  held  ambition : 
They  that  cannot  reach  this  may  love  by  index ; 
By  every  day's  surveying  who  best  promises, 
Who  has  done  best,  who  may  do,  and  who  mended 
May  come  to  do  again ;  who  appears  neatest 
Either  in  new-stampt  clothes,  or  courtesies, 
Done  but  from  hand  to  mouth  neither ;  nor  love 

they  these  things 
Longer  than  new  are  making,  nor  that  sucoessioo 
Beyond  the  next  fair  feather.     Take  the  dty, 
There  they  go  to't  by  gold-weight,  no  gain  from 
All  they  can  work  by  fire  and  vrater  to  'em,  [*eni. 
Profit  is  all  they  point  at ;  if  there  be  love, 
'Tis  shewed  ye  by  so  dark  a  light,  to  bear  oat 
The  bracks  and  old  stains  in't,  that  ye  may  purchase 
French  velvet  better  cheap ;  all  loves  are  endless. 

Rod,  'Faith,  if  you  have  a  mistren,  'would  she 
heard  you  I 

Mara.  'Twere  but  the  venturing  of  my  place,  or 
swearing 
I  meant  it  but  for  argument,  as  achoolmen 
Dispute  high  questions. 

Rod,  What  a  world  is  this. 
When  young  men  dare  determine  what  those  arr, 
Age  and  the  best  experience  ne'er  could  aim  at ! 

Mare.  They  were  thick-eyed  then,  sir ;  now  the 
print  is  bigger, 
And  they  may  read  their  fortunes  without  spectacks. 

Rod.  Did  you  ne'er  love  ? 

Marc.  'Faith,  yes,  once  after  supper. 
And  the  fit  held  till  midnight. 

Rod.  Hot,  or  shaking  ! 

Marc.  To  say  true,  both. 

Rod.  How  did  you  rid  it  ? 

Mare,  Thus,  sir ; 
I  laid  my  hand  upon  my  heart,  and  bless'd  me. 
And  then  said  over  certain  charms  I  had  leara'd 
Against  mad  dogs  (for  love  and  they  are  all  one :  i 
Last,  thought  upon  a  windmill,  and  ao  slept, 
And  was  well  ever  after. 

Rod.  A  rare  physician  I 
What  would  your  practice  gain  yon  ? 

Mare.  The  wars  ended, 
I  mean  to  use  my  art,  and  have  these  fools 
Cut  in  the  head  like  cats,  to  save  the  kingdom 
Another  inquisition. 

Rod.  So  old  a  soldier. 
Out  of  the  wars,  I  never  knew  yet  pivctised. 

Marc,   I  shall  mend  every  day.      But,  noble 
general. 
Believe  this,  but  as  this  yon  named^ 
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Rod.  Oh,  yon're  a  cunning  gamester. 

Mare.  Mirths  and  toys 
To  cozen  time  withal ;  for,  o'  my  troth,  sir, 
I  can  love ;  I  think,  well  too,  well  enoogh ; 
And  think  as  well  of  women  as  they  are. 
Pretty  fantastic  things,  some  more  regardfdly 
And  some  few  worth  a  service :  I  am  so  honest, 
I  wish  'em  all  in  Heaven ;  and  you  know  how  hard, 

sir, 
*TwiIl  be  to  get  in  there  with  their  great  farthingals. 

Rod.  Well,  Marc- Antonio,  1  would  not  lose  thy 
For  the  best  galley  I  command.  [company 

Marc,  'Faith,  general, 
If  these  discourses  please  you,  I  shall  fit  you 
Ooce  every  day. 

Rod,  li^ou  canst  not  please  me  better.     Hark, 
they  call  [JTnoefc  toltkin. 

Below  to  diimer :  You  are  my  cabin  guest ; 
My  bosom's,  so  you  please  sir. 

Mare,  Your  poor  servant  I  \Exewii, 


SCENE  IV-— YouALADA A  Room  in  the  Inn. 

Snter  Host  and  Ms  Wifew 

Host.  Let  'em  have  meat  enough,  woman,  half 
a  hen ; 

I  ' 

There  be  old  rotten  pilchards,  put  'em  off  too ; 
'TLs  but  a  little  new  anointing  of  'em, 
And  a  strong  onion,  that  confounds  the  stink. 
Wife.  They  caU  for  more,  sir. 
Host.  Knock  a  dozen  eggs  down ; 
Bat  then  beware  your  wenches. 
Wife.  More  thim  this  too. 
1 1       Host.  Worts,  worts,  and  make  'em  porridge ; 

pop  'em  up,  wench ; 
!  But  they  shall  pay  for  cullises. 
j        Wife.  All  this  is  nothing  ; 

They  call  for  kid  and  partridge. 
I'       Host.  Well  remember'd ; 
I    Where's  the  falconer's  half  dog  he  left .' 
Wife.  It  stinks,  sir ; 
Psst  all  hope  that  way. 

Host.  Run  it  o'er  with  garlic. 
And  make  a  Roman  dish  on't. 
Wife.  Pray  you  be  patient. 
And  get  provision  in  :  These  are  fine  gentlemen, 
And  liberal  gentlemen :  they  have  unde  quare  ; 
No  mangy  muleteers,  nor  pinching  posts. 
That  feed  upon  the  parings  of  musk-melons, 
And  radishes,  as  big  and  tough  as  rafters. 
Will  you  be  stirring  in  this  business  P  Here's  your 

brother. 
Mine  old  host  of  Ossuna,  as  wise  as  you  are, 
That  is,  as  knavish ;  if  you  put  a  trick, 
Take  heed  he  do  not  find  it. 

Host.  I'll  be  wagging.  lExit. 

Wife.  'Tis  for  your  own  commodity. — ^Why, 
Serv.  [  Within.']  Anon  forsooth.        [wenches  ! 
Wife,  Who  makes  a  fire  there  ?  and  who  gets  in 
water  ? 
Let  Oliver  go  to  the  justice,  and  beseech  his  wor- 
ship 
We  may  have  two  spits  going ;  and,  do  you  hear, 

Druce? 
Let  him  invite  his  worship,  and  his  wife's  worship, 
To  the  left  meat  to-morrow. 

Enter  lucvao. 
Inc.  Where's  this  kitchen  ? 


Wife.  E'en  at  the  next  door,  signor.  What,  old 
We  meet  but  seldom.  [don  1 

Inc.  IVythee  be  patient.  Hostess ; 
And  tell  me  where  die  meat  is. 

Wife.  'Faith,  master  BaUy, 
How  have  you  done  }  and  how,  man 

Inc.  Good  sweet  Hostess, 
What  shall  we  have  to  dinner  ? 

Wife.  How  does  your  woman  ? 
And  a  fine  woman  she  is,  and  a  good  woman. 
Lord,  how  you  bear  your  years  ! 

Inc.  Is't  veal  or  mutton, 
Beef,  bacon,  pork,  kid,  pheasant .'  or  all  these  ? 
And  are  they  ready  all  ? 

Wife.  The  hours  that  have  been 
Between  us  two,  the  merry  hours :  Lord  I 

Inc.  Hostess, 
Dear  Hostess,  do  but  hear  I  I  am  hungry. 

Wife.  You  are  merrily  disposed,  sir. 

Inc.  Monstrous  hungry. 
And  hungry  after  much  meat  I    I  have  brought 
Righf  worshipful  to  pay  the  reckoning ;       [hither 
Money  enough  too  vrith  'em  ;  desire  enough 
To  have  the  best  meat,  and  of  that  enough  too : 
Come  to  the  point,  sweet  wench ;  and  so  I  kiss 
thee. 

Wife.  You  shall  have  anything,  and  instantly, 
Ere  you  can  lick  your  ears,  sir. 

Inc.  Portly  meat. 
Bearing,  substantial  stuff,  and  fit  for  hunger, 
I  do  beseech  you,  Hostess,  first ;  then  some  Ught 

garnish. 
Two  pheasants  in  a  dish ;  if  you  have  leverets, 
(Rather  for  way  of  ornament,  than  appetite) 
They  may  be  look'd  upon,  or  larks  ;  for  fish. 
As  there's  no  great  need,  so  I  would  not  wish  you 
To  serve  above  four  dishes' ;  but  those  full  ones. 
You  have  no  cheese  of  Parma  ? 

Wife.  Very  old,  sir. 

Inc.  The  less  will  serve  us ;  some  ten  pound. 

Wife.  Alas,  sir. 
We  have  not  half  these  dainties. 

Inc.  Peace,  good  Hostess, 
And  make  us  hope  you  have. 

Wife.  You  shall  have  all,  sir 

Inc.  That  may  be  got  for  money. 

Enter  Vuaoo  and  a  Boy. 

Diego.  Where's  your  master? 
Bring  me  your  master.  Boy  I  I  must  have  liquor 
Fit  for  the  myrmidons ;  no  dashing  now,  child, 
No  conjurings  by  candle-light  1  I  know  all ; 
Strike  me  the  oldest  sack,  a  piece  that  carries 
Point-blank  to  this  place,  Boy,  and  batters. — 

Hostess, 
I  kiss  thy  hands,  through  which  many  a  round 

reckoning 
And  things  of  moment  have  had  motion. 
Wife.  Still  mine  old  brother. 
Diego.  Set  thy  cellar  open. 
For  I  must  enter,  and  advance  my  colours. 
I  have  brought  thee  dons  indeed,  wench,  dons 

with  ducats. 
And  those  dons  must   have  dainty  wine,  pure 

Bacchus, 
That  bleeds  the  life-blood. — ^What,  is  your  cure 
ended  } 
Inc.  We  shall  have  meat,  man. 
Diego.  Then  we  will  have  wine,  man, 
And  wine  upon  wine,  cut  and  drawn  with  wine. 


620 


LOVE'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


ACT  III. 


W\fe,  Ye  shall  have  all,  and  more  than  all. 
Inc.  All,  well  then. 

Diego,  Away,  about  your  business !  yon  with  her, 
For  old  acquaintance  sake,  to  stay  your  stomach  ! 

[Exeunt  Wife  and  Incubo. 

And,  Boy,  be  you  my  guide,  ad  inferos  ; 
For  I  will  make  a  full  descent  in  equipage. 

Boy.  I'll  shew  you  rare  wine. 

Diego,  Stinging  geer  ? 

Boy,  Divine,  sir. 

Diego.  Oh,   divine   Boy !   march,   march,   my 
child.     Rare  wine,  boy  ? 


Boy.  As  any  b  in  Spain,  sir. 

Diego,  Old,  and  strong  too  ? 
Oh,  my  fine  boy  !  clear  too  ? 

Boy.  As  crystal,  sir,  and  strong  as  truth. 

Diego,  Away,  boy ! 
I  am  enamour'd,  and  I  long  for  daliianoe. 
Stay  no  where,  child,  not  for  thy  father's  blessing, 
I  charge  thee,  not  to  save  thy  sister's  honour, 
Nor  to  close  thy  dam*s  eyes,  were  she  a-dying, 
Till  we  arrive ;  and,  for  thy  recompense, 
I  will  remember  thee  in  my  will. 

Boy,  You  have  said,  sir.  [Exvmi. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. — A  Hoom  in  the  tame  Inn. 
Enter  Phiuppo  and  Host. 

PAt/.  Mine  Host,  is  that  apparel  got  you  spoke 
You  shall  have  ready  money.  [of? 

Hoet.  'Tis  come  m,  sir ;  he  has  it  on,  sir, 
And  I  think  'twill  be  fit ;  and  o'  my  credit, 
*Twas  never  worn  but  once,  sir,  and  for  necessity 
Pawn'd  to  the  man  I  told  you  of. 

PhU.  Pray  bargain  for't. 
And  I  will  be  the  paymaster. 

Host.  I  will,  sir. 

Phil,  And  let  our  meat  be  ready  when  you 
I  mean  as  soon.  [please ; 

Host,  It  shall  be  presently. 

Phil.  How  far  stands  Barcelona  ? 

Host.  But  two  leagues  off,  sir. 
You  may  be  there  by  three  o'clock. 

Phil,  I  am  glad  on't.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  II. — A  Grove  near  the  same. 
Enter  Theodosia  and  Lmocadia. 

Theod,  Signor  Francisco,  why  I  draw  you  hither 
To  this  remote  place,  marvel  not ;  for,  trust  me. 
My  innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing  ; 
And  as  you  have  a  noble  temper,  start  not 
Into  offence,  at  anything  my  knowledge. 
And  for  your  special  good,  would  be  inform'd  of ; 
Nor  think  me  vainly  curious. 

Leoc.  Worthy  sir. 
The  courtesies  you  and  your  noble  brother. 
Even  then  when  few  men  find  the  way  to  do  *em, 
I  mean  in  want,  so  freely  shower'd  upon  me. 
So  truly  and  so  timely  minister'd, 
Must,  if  I  should  suspect  those  minds  that  made 
Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  taker,         ['em. 
Or  worse,  a  base  believer.      Speak  your  mind,  sir, 
Freely,  and  what  yon  please ;  I  am  your  servant. 

Theod.  Then,  my  young  sir,  know,  since  our 
first  acquaintance. 
Induced  by  circumstances  that  deceive  not, 
To  clear  some  doubts  I  have  (nay,  blush  not, 

signor !) 
I  have  bebdd  you  narrowly.    More  blushes  ? 
Sir,  you  give  me  so  much  l^ht,  I  find  you 
A  thing  confess'd  already.    Yet  more  blushes  ? 
You  would  ill  cover  an  offence  might  sink  you. 
That  cannot  hide  yourself.  Why  do  you  shake  so  ? 
1  mean  no  trouble  to  you.    This  fair  hand 
Was  never  made  for  hardness,  nor  those  eyes 


(Come,    do    not   hide  'em)  for  rough   objects. 

Hark  ye. 
You  have  betray'd  yourself;  that  sigh  confirms  me. 
Another  ?  and  a  third  too?    Tlien  I  see 
These  boy's  clothes  do  but  pinch  you.    Come,  be 

liberal; 
You  have  found  a  friend  that  has  found  you ;  dis- 
guise not 
That  loaden  soul  that  labours  to  be  open. 
Now  you  must  weep,  I  know  it,  for  I  see 
Your  eyes  down-laden  to  the  lids ;  another 
Manifest  token  that  my  doubts  are  perfect : 
Yet  I  have  found  a  greater ;  tell  me  this. 
Why  were  these  holes  left  open?  there  was  an 

error, 
A  fold  one,  my  Francisco  I — Have  I  caught  yon  ? 
Oh,  pretty  sir,  the  custom  of  our  country 
AUows  men  none  in  this  place.     Now  the  shower 

comes. 
Leoe,  Oh,  signor  Theodore  !  £ir«9t. 

Theod.  This  sorrow  shews  so  sweetly, 
I  cannot  chuse  but  keep  it  company. 
Take  truce  and  speak,  sir:  And  I  charge  yoor 

goodness, 
By  all  those  perfect  hopes  that  point  at  virtue. 
By  that  remembrance  these  fair  tears  are  shed  for, 
If  any  sad  misfortune  have  thus  form'd  you, 
That  either  care  or  counsel  may  redeem. 
Fain,  purse,  or  anything  within  the  power 
And  honour  of  free  genUemen,  reved  it. 
And  have  our  labours. 

Leoe.  I  have  found  you  noble. 
And  you  shall  find  me  true:  Your  doubts  are 

certain. 
Nor  dare  I  more  dissemble ;  I  am  a  woman. 
The  great  example  of  a  wretched  woman. 
Here  you  must  give  me  leave  to  shew  my  sex. — 
And  now,  to  make  you  know  how  much  your 

credit 
Has  won  upon  my  soul,  so  it  please  your  patienee, 
I'll  tell  you  my  unfortunate  sad  story. 
Theod,  Sit  down  and  say  on,  lady* 
Leoc.  I  am  bom,  sir. 
Of  good  and  honest  parents,  rich  and  noUe, 
And,  not  to  lie,  the  daughter  of  Don  Sanchio, 
If  my  unhappy  fortune  have  not  lost  me ; 
My  name  (»ll'd  Leocadia,  even  the  same 
Your  worthy  brother  did  the  special  lumour 
To  name  for  beautiful,  and  without  pride 
I  have  been  often  made  believe  so,  4gnor ; 
But  that's  impertinent  I    Now  to  my  sorrowm  : 
Not  for  from  us  a  gentleman  of  worth, 
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A  neighbour,  and  a  noble  Tisitor, 

Had  his  abode,  who  often  met  my  father 

In  gentle  sports  of  chase  and  river-hawking, 

In  course  and  riding ;  and  with  him  often  brought 

A  son  of  his^  a  young  and  hopeful  gentleman, 

Nobly  tnun*d  up,  in  yean  fit  for  affection ; 

A  sprightly  man,  qf  understanding  excellent, 

Of  speech  and  civil  'haviour  no  less  powerful ; 

And  of  all  parts,  else  my  eyes  Ued,  abundant : 

We  grew  acquainted,  and  from  that  acquaintance 

Nearer  into  affection ;  from  affection 

Into  belief. 

Theod,  Well? 

/^oc.  Then  we  durst  kiss. 

Theod,  Go  forward! 

Leoe.  But  oh,  man,  man,  nnconstant,  careless 
man. 
Oh,  subtle  man,  how  many  are  thy  mischiefs  I 
Oh,  Marc- Antonio,  I  may  curse  those  kisses  1 

Theod.  What  did  you  call  him,  lady  ? 

Leoe.  Marc-Antonio; 
The  name  to  me  of  misery. 

Theod.  Pray,  forward  1 

Leoe.  From  these  we  bred  desires,  sir ;  but  lose 
If  mine  were  lustful !  [me,  Heaven, 

Theod.  I  believe. 

Leoe.  This  nearness 
Made  him   importunate  :    When,  to  save  mine 

honour, 
(Love  having  full  possession  of  my  powers) 
1  got  a  contract  from  him. 

Theod.  Sealed? 

Leoe.  And  sworn  too ; 
Which  since,  for  some  offence  Heaven  laid  upon 
I  lost  amongst  my  monies  in  the  robbery         [me, 
(The  loss  that  miJces  me  poorest :)  This  won  from 
Fool  that  I  was,  and  too  too  credulous,  [him, 

I  'pointed  him  a  bye-way  to  my  chamber 
The  next  night  at  an  hour 

Theod.  6»y  stay  there,  lady ! — 
And  when  the  night  came,  came  he?   kept  he 

touch  with  you  ? 
(Be  not  so  shame-faced!)  had  ye  both  your  wishes? 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye  ? 
Were  ye  in  one  another's  arms  a^bed?  the  contract 
Confirmed  in  full  joys  there  ?  did  he  lie  with  you  ? 
Answer  to  that  I  ha  I  Did  your  father  know  this, 
The  good  old  man,  or  kindred  privy  to't? 
And  had  you  their  consents  ?  did  that  night's 
Make  you  a  mother  ?  [promise 

Leoe.  Why  do  you  ask  so  nearly  ? 
Good  sir,  does  it  concern  you  anything  ? 

Theod.  No,  lady ; 
Only  the  pity  why  you  should  be  used  so 
A  little  stirs  me.     But  did  he  keep  his  promise  ? 

Leoe.  No,  no,  signer ; 
Alas,  he  never  came,  nor  never  meant  it  I 
My  love  was  fool'd,  time  numbered  to  no  end, 
My  expectation  flouted ;  and  guess  you,  sir. 
What  dor  unto  a  doting  maid  this  was, 
What  a  base  breaking- off  ! 

Theod.  [Aside.]  AU's  weU  then.— Lady, 
Go  forward  in  your  story. 

Leoe.  Not  only  fail'd,  sir, 
(Which  is  a  curse  in  love  ;  and  may  he  find  it 
Wlien  his  affections  are  full-wing'd,  and  ready 
To  stoop  upon  the  quitrry,  then  when  all 
His  full  hopes  are  in's  arms  !)  not  only  thus,  sir, 
But  more  injurious,  faithless,  treacherous, 
Within  two  dajTB  Fame  gave  him  far  removed 


With  a  new  love ;  which,  much  against  my  con- 
science, 
But  more  against  my  cause,  which  is  my  hell, 
I  must  confess  a  fair  one,  a  right  fair  one, 
Indeed  of  admirable  sweetness,  daughter 
Unto  another  of  our  noble  neighbours ; 
The  thief  call*d  Theodosia,  whose  perfections 
I  am  bound  to  ban  for  ever,  curse  to  wrinkles. 
As  Heaven  I  hope  will  make  them  soon,  and  aches ; 
For  they  have  robb*d  me,  poor  unhappy  wench, 
Of  all,  of  all,  sir,  all  that  was  my  glory, 
And  left  me  nothing  but  these  tears  and  travel. 
Upon  this  certain  news,  I  quit  my  father, 
(And,  if  you  be  not  milder  in  construction, 
I  fear  mine  honour  too)  and  like  a  page 
Stole  to  Ossuna ;  from  that  place  to  Sevil ; 
From  thence  to  Barcelona  I  was  travelling 
When  you  o'er-took  my  misery,  in  hope 
To  hear  of  gallies  bound  up  for  Italy ;  for  never 
Will  I  leave  off  the  search  of  this  bad  man. 
This  filcher  of  affections,  this  love-pedlar  I 
Nor  shall  my  curses  cease  to  blast  her  beauties. 
And  make  her  name  as  wand'ring  as  her  nature. 
Till,  standing  face  to  face  before  their  lusts, 
I  call  Heaven's  justice  down. 

Theod.  This  shews  too  angry ; 
Nor  can  it  be  her  fiiult  she  is  beloved : 
If  I  give  meat,  must  they  that  eat  it  surfeit  ? 

Leoe.  She  loves  again,  sir,  there's  the  mischief 
And  in  despite  of  me,  to  drown  my  blessings,  [of  it. 
Which  she  shall  dearly  know 

Theod.  You  are  too  violent. 

Leoe.  She  has  devils  in  her  eyes,  to  whose  de- 
He  offers  all  his  service.  [votion 

Theod,  Who  can  say 
But  she  may  be  forsaken  too  ?   He  that  once  wan- 
ders 
From  such  a  perfect  sweetness  as  you  promise. 
Has  he  not  still  the  same  rule  to  deceive  ? 

Leoo.  No,  no ;  they  are  together,  love  together, 
Past  all  deceit  of  that  side ;  sleep  together, 
Live,  and  delight  together  ;  and  such  deceit 
Give  me  in  a  wild  desert! 

Theod.  By  your  leave,  lady, 
I  see  no  honour  in  this  cunning. 

Leoe.  Honour? 
True,  none  of  her  part ;   honour  ?  she  deserves 

none; 
'Tis  ceased  with  wand'ring  ladies,  such  as  she  is, 
So  bold  and  impudent. 

Theod.  I  could  be  angry,  [Aside. 

Extremely  angry  now,  beyond  my  nature, 
An  'twere  not  for  my  pity :  What  a  man 
Is  this,  to  do  these  wrongs  ! — ^Believe  me,  lady, 
I  know  the  maid,  and  kno^  she  is  not  with  him — 

Leoo.  I  would  you  knew  she  were  in  Heaven  I 

Theod.  And  so  well  know  her, 
That  I  think  you  are  cozen'd. 

Leoo.  So  I  say,  sir. 

Theod.  I  mean,  in  her  behaviour ;  for,  trust  my 
So  much  I  dare  adventure  for  her  credit,  [faith, 
She  never  yet  delighted  to  do  wrong. 

Leoo*  How  can  she  then  delight  in  lum  ?  Dare 
she  think 
(Be  what  she  will,  as  excellent  as  angels) 
My  love  so  fond,  my  wishes  so  indulgent. 
That  I  must  take  her  prewnings  ?  stoop  at  that 
She  has  tired  upon  ?  No,  sir,  I  hold  my  beauty, 
(Wash  but  these  sorrows  from  it)  of  a  sparkle 
As  right  and  rich  as  hers,  my  means  as  equal, 
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My  youth  as  mach  unblown ;  and,  for  our  worths 
And  weight  of  Tirtue 

Theod,  Do  not  task  her  so  far. 

Lews,  By  Heaven  she's  cork,  and  clouds  1  light, 
light,  sir,  vapour ! 
But  I  shall  find  her  out,  with  all  her  witchcrafts, 
Hier  paintings,  and  her  pouncings ;  for  'tis  art, 
And  only  art  preserves  her,  and  mere  spells 
That  work  upon  his  powers.    Let  her  but  shew  me 
A  ruin'd  cheek  like  mine,  that  holds  his  colour 
(And  writes  but  sixteen  years)  in  spite  of  sorrows, 
An  unbathed  body,  smiles  that  give  but  shadows. 
And  wrinkle  not  the  face  1  Besides,  she's  little, 
A  demy  dame,  that  makes  no  object. 

Theod,  Nay, 
Then  I  must  say  you  err ;  for,  credit  me, 
I  think  she's  taller  than  yourself. 

Leoc,  Why,  let  her  I 
It  is  not  that  shall  mate  me ;  I  but  ask 
My  hands  may  reach  unto  her. 

Theod,  Gentle  Udy, 
'Tb  now  ill  time  of  further  aigument ; 
For  I  perceive  your  anger  void  of  counsel, 
Which  I  could  wish  more  temperate. 

Leoe,  Pray  forgive  me, 
If  I  have  spoke  imcivilly  :  They  that  look  on 
See  more  than  we  that  play  ;  and  I  beseech  you 
Impute  it  love's  offence,  not  mlue ;  whose  torments, 
If  you  have  ever  loved,  and  found  my  crosses. 
You  must  confess  are  seldom  tied  to  patience  : 
Yet  I  could  wish  I  had  said  less. 

Theod,  No  harm  then ; 
You  have  made  a  full  amends.     Our  company 
You  may  command,  so  please  you,  in  yoi^r  travels, 
With  all  our  faith  and  furtherance ;  let  it  be  so. 

Leoo.  You  make  too  great  an  offer. 

Theod,  Then  it  shall  be. 
Go  in,  and  rest  yourself ;  our  wholesome  diet 
Will  be  made  rouiy  straight.    But  hark  you,  lady ! 
One  thing  I  must  entreat ;  your  leave  and  suffer- 
ance. 
That  these  things  may  be  open  to  my  brother, 
For  more  respect  and  honour. 

Leoc,  Do  your  pleasure. 

Theod,  And  do  not  change  this  habit,  by  no 
Unless  you  change  yourself.  [means, 

Leoe,  Which  must  not  yet  be. 

Theod,  It  carries  you  conceal'd  and  safe. 

Leoo,  I  am  counsdl'd.  [£x<r. 

Enter  Philippo. 

PhU,  What's  done? 

Theod,  Why,  all  we  doubted ;  'tis  a  woman. 
And  of  a  noble  strain  too :  Guess  I 

Phil,  I  cannot. 

Theod,  Yon  have  heard  often  of  her. 

PhU.  Stay  ;  I  think  not. 

Theod,  Indeed  you  have ;  'tis  the  fair  Leocadia, 
Daughter  unto  Don  Sanchio,  our  noble  neighbour. 

Phil.  Nay? 

Theod,  'Tis  she,  sir,  o'  my  credit. 

PhU.  Leocadia? 
Pish !  Leocadia  it  must  not  be. 

Theod,  It  must  be,  or  be  nothing. 

PhU,  Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder :  Leocadia  ? 

Theod,  The  very  same. 

PhU,  The  damsel  Leocadia  ? 
I  guess'd  it  was  a  woman,  and  a  fair  one, 
I  see  it  through  her  shape,  transparent,  plain ; 
But  that  it  should  be  she  1  tell  me  directly. 


Theod,  By  Heavens,  'tis  she. 

PhU.  By  Heavens,  then,  *tis  a  tweet  one. 

Theod.  That's  granted  too. 

PhU,  But  hark  you,  hark  you,  sister ! 
How  came  she  thus  disguised  ? 

Theod.  m  tell  you  that  too ; 
As  I  came,  on  the  self-same  ground,  so  used  too. 

PhU,  By  the  same  man  ? 

Tlheod.  The  same  too. 

PhU.  As  I  Uve, 
You  lovers  have  fine  &ncies,  wondrous  fine  ones ! 

Theod.  Pray  Heaven,  you  never  make  one  \ 

PhU,  'Faith,  I  know  not : 
But,  in  that  mind  I  am,  I  had  rather  cobble; 
'TIS  a  more  Christian  trade. — Pray  tdl  me  odc 

thing; 
Are  not  you  two  now  monstrous  jealous 
Of  one  another  ? 

Theod,  She  is  much  of  me, 
And  has  rail'd  at  me  most  unmerdfuOy, 
And  to  my  face ;  and,  o'  my  consdenoe, 
Had  she  but  known  me,  either  she  or  1, 
Or  both,  had  parted  with  strange  fiKses, 
She  w«B  in  such  a  fury. 

PhU.  Leocadia? 
Does  she  speak  handsomely  ? 

Theod,  Wond'rous  well,  sir. 
And  all  she  does  becomes  her,  even  her  anger. 

PhU.  How  seem'd  she  when  you  found  her? 

Theod,  Had  you  seen 
How  sweetly  fearful  hei;  pretty  self 
Betray'd  herself;  how  neat  her  sorrow  shcv'd, 
And  in  what  handsome  phrase  she  put  her  story; 
And  as  occasion  stiiT'd  her  how  she  started, 
Though  roughly,  yet  most  aptly,  into  anger; 
You  would  have  wonder'd. 

PhU.  Does  she  know  you? 

Theod.  No, 
Nor  must  not  by  no  means. 

PhU,  How  stands  your  difference  ? 

Theod.  I'll  tell  you  that  some  fitter  time;  bst, 
trust  me, 
My  Marc-Antonio  has  too  much  to  answer. 

PhU,  May  I  take  knowledge  of  her  ? 

Theod.  Yes,  she's  willing. 

PhU.  VTAy  use  her  as  she  U,  with  all  rspeits 
then; 
For  she's  a  woman  of  a  noble  breeding. 

Theod,  You  shall  not  find  me  wanting. 

PhU.  Which  way  bears  she? 

Theod,  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

PhU,  I  am  glad  on't.     Hark  you ! 
She  keeps  her  shape  ? 

Theod,  Yes,  and  I  think,  by  this  time, 
Has  mew'd  her  old. 

Enter  Lsocaoca  in  atwOker  SuU, 

PhU.  She's  here :  By  Heaven,  a  race  one ! 
An  admirable  sweet  one  1  what  an  eye ! 
Of  what  a  full  command  she  bears  !  how  gndov    j 
All  her  aspect  shews  ?  Bless  me  from  a  fever !         j 
I  am  not  well  o'  th'  sudden.  | 

Leoc,  Noble  friends, 
Your  meat  and  all  my  service  waits  upon  ye.  | 

PhU,  You  teach  us  manners,  lady;  all  wtiic^ 
service 
Must  now  be  mine  to  you,  and  «U  too  poor  too ; 
Blush  not  we  know  yon ;  for,  by  all  our  iaitlu. 
With  us  your  honour  is  in  sanctoaiy. 
And  ever  shall  be. 
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Leoc.  I  do  well  believe  it : 
Will  yoa  walk  nearer,  sir  ? 

[Exeunt  ParuFro'and  LaocASiA. 

Theod.  She  shews  still  fairer, 
Younger  in  every  change,  and  clearer,  neater : 
I  know  not ;  I  may  fool  myself,  and  finely 
Nourish  a  wolf  to  eat  my  heart  out.     Certain 
As  she  appears  now,  she  appears  a  wonder, 
A  thing  amazes  me ;  what  would  she  do  then 
In  woman's  helps,  in  ornaments  apt  for  her, 
And  deckings  to  her  delicacy  ?  Without  all  doubt. 
She  would  be  held  a  miracle ;  nor  can  I  think 
He  has  forsaken  her,  say  what  she  please ; 
I  know  his  curious  eye :  Or,  say  he  had. 
Put  case  he  could  be  so  boy-blind  and  foolish, 
Yet  still  I  fear  she  keeps  the  contract  with  her» 
Not  stol'n,  as  she  affirms,  nor  lost  by  negligence ; 
She  would  lose  herself  first,  'tis  her  life ;  and  there 
AU  my  hopes  are  dispatch'd.     Oh,  noble  Love, 
Thit  ihou  could'st  be  without  this  jealousy. 
Without  this  passion  of  the  heart>  how  heavenly 
Wouldst  thou  appear  upon  us !  Come  what  may 

come, 
I'll  see  the  end  on't :  And  since  chance  has  cast  her 
Naked  into  my  refuge,  all  I  can 
She  freely  shall  command,  except  the  man.    [.Exit. 


SCENE    lll.^Before  Leonardo's  Haute,  in 

Andalusia, 

Enter  LxoNAitno  and  Psbbo. 

Leo.  Don  Pedro,  do  you  think  assuredly 
The  gallies  will  come  round  to  Barcelona 
Within  these  two  days  ? 

Pedro,  Without  doubt. 

Leo,  And  think  you 
He  will  be  with  'em  certainly  ? 

Pedro.  He  is,  sir ; 
I  Mw  him  at  their  setting  off. 

Leo.  Must  they  needs 
Tooch  there  for  water,  as  you  say  ? 

Pedro.  They  must,  sir. 
And  for  fresh  meat  too ;  few  or  none  go  by  it 
Beside,  so  great  a  fleet  must  needs  want  trimming. 
If  they  have  met  with  foul  seas  ;  and  no  harbour 
On  this  side  Spain  is  able,  without  danger, 
To  moor  'em,  out  that  haven. 

Leo.  Kie  the  wars 
His  only  end  ? 

Pedro.  So  he  professes. 

Leo.  Bears  he 
Any  command  amongst  'em  ? 

Pedro.  Good  regutl 
With  all ;  which  quickly  will  prefer  him. 

Leo.  Pray,  sir,  tell  me. 
And  as  you  are  a  gentleman  be  liberaL 

Pedro.  I  will,  sir,  and  most  true. 

Leo.  Who  saw  you  with  him  ? 

Pedro.  None  but  things  like  himself;  young 
soldiers, 
And  gentlemen  desirous  to  seek  honour. 

Leo.  Was  there  no  woman  there,  nor  none  dis- 
guised 
That  might  be  thought  a  woman  ?  In  his  language, 
Did  he  not  let  slip  something  of  suspicion 
Touching  that  wanton  way  ? 

Pedro.  Believe  me,  sir, 
I  neither  saw,  nor  could  suspect  that  face 
That  might  be  doubted  woman's ;  yet  I  am  sure 


Aboard  him  I  see  all  that  past :  And  'tis  impossible 
Among  so  many  high-set  bloods  there  should  be 
A  woman,  let  -her  close  herself  within  a  cockle, 
But  they  would  open  her :  He  must  not  love 
Within  that  place  alone ;  and  therefore  surely 
He  would  not  be  so  foolish,  had  he  any. 
To  trust  her  there.     For  his  discourse,  'twas  ever 
About  his  business,  war,  or  mirth,  to  make  us 
Relish  a  can  of  wine  wdll ;  when  he  spoke  private, 
'Twas  only  the  remembrance  of  his  service. 
And  hope  of  your  good  prayers  for  his  health,  sir ; 
And  so  I  gave  him  to  the  seas. 

Leo.  I  thank  you, 
And  now  am  satisfied.     And  to  prevent 
Suspicions  that  may  nourish  dangers,  signer, 
(For  I  have  told  you  how  the  mad  Alphonso 
Chafes  like  a  stag  i'  th'  toil,  and  bends  his  fury 
'Gainst  all,  but  his  own  ignorance)  Tm  determined, 
For  peace  sake  and  the  preservation 
Of  my  yet  untouched  honour,  and  his  cure. 
Myself  to  seek  him  there,  and  bring  him  back. 
As  testimony  of  an  unsought  injury 
By  either  of  our  actions ;  that  the  world 
And  he,  if  he  have  reason,  may  see  plainly 
Opinion  is  no  perfect  guide,  nor  all  fames 
Founders  of  truths.  In  the  mean  time  this  courtesy 
I  must  entreat  of  you,  sir ;  be  myself  here. 
And  as  myself  command  my  fiunily. 

Pedro.  You  lay  too  much  trust  on  me. 

Leo.  'Tis  my  love,  sir. 
I  will  not  be  long  from  you.    If  this  question 
Chance  to  be  call'd  upon  ere  my  return, 
I  leave  your  care  to  answer.     So,  farewell,  sir  1 

Pedro,  You  take  a  wise  way ;  all  my  best  en- 
deavours 
Shall  labour  in  your    absence.    Peace   go  with 

you  ! [Exit  LXON AllDO. 

A  noble,  honest  gentleman,  fi'ee-hearted. 

And  of  an  open  faith,  much  loving  and  much  loved. 

And  lather  of  that  goodness  only  malice 

Can  truly  stir  against ;  what  dare  befall 

Till  his  return  I'll  answer.  [Exit. 

Enter  Auvonso  and  Benrant. 

Alph,  Walk  off,  sirrah  ; 
But  keep  yourself  within  my  calL 
Serv.  I  will,  sir. 

Aiph,  And  stir  my  horse,  for  taking  cold. — 
Within  there ! 
Hoa,  people !    you  that  dwell  there !   my  brave 

signer! 
What,  are  ye  all  asleep  ?  is't  that  time  with  ye  ? 
I'll  ring  a  little  louder. 

Enter  Panao. 

Pedro.  Sir,  who  seek  you  ? 

Alph.  Not  you,  sir.     Where's  your  master  ? 

Pedro.  I  serve  no  man 
In  way  ofpay,  sir. 

Alph.  Where's  the  man  o'  th'  house  then  ? 

Pedro.  What  would  you  have  with  him,  sir  ? 

Alph,  Do  you  stand  here,  sir, 
To  ask  men  questions  when  they  come  ? 

Pedro.  I  would,  sir. 
Being  his  friend,  and  hearing  such  alarums, 
Know  how  men  come  to  visit  him. 

Alph.  You  shall,  sir : 
Pray  tell  his  mightiness  here  is  a  gentleman. 
By  name  Alphonso,  would  entreat  his  conference 
'  About  affairs  Of  state,  sir.    Are  yon  answer'd  ? 
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Enter  Samchio  carried  in  a  Chair. 

Pedro,  I  miut  be,  sir. 

Sane,  Stay ;  set  me  down.    Stay,  signer ! 
You  most  stay,  and  you  shall  stay. 

Alph,  Meaning  me,  sir  ? 

Sane.  Yes,  you,  sir ;  you  I  mean,  I  mean  you. 

Aiph.  Well,  sir? 
Why  should  I  stay  ? 

Sane.  There's  reason. 

Alph,  Reason,  sir  ? 

Sane.  Ay,  reason,  sir; 
My  wrong  is  greatest,  and  I  will  be  served  first. 
Call  out  the  man  of  fame. 

Alph.  How  served,  sir  ? 

Sane.  Thus,  sir. 

Alph,  But  not  before  me  ? 

Sane.  Before  all  the  world,  sir. 
As  my  case  stands. 

Alph,  I  have  lost  a  daughter,  sir. 

Sane.  I  have  lost  another,  worth  five  score  of 
her,  sir. 

Alf^.  You  must  not  tell  me  so. 

Sane,  I  have  ;  and,  hark  ye. 
Make  it  up  five  score  more.    Call  out  the  fellow ; 
And  stand  you  by,  sir. 

Pedro.  This  is  the  mad  morris. 

Alph,  And  I  stand  by  ? 

Sane,  I  say,  stand  by,  and  do  it. 

Alph.  Stand  by,  among  thy  lungs. 

Sane.  Turn  presently, 
And  say  thy  prayers  i  thou  art  dead. 

Alph.  I  soom  thee  ! 
And  scorn  to  say  my  prayers  more  than  thou  dost  1 
Mine  is  the  most  wrong,  and  my  daughter  dearest, 
And  mine  shall  first  be  righted. 

Sane,  Shall  be  righted  ? 

Pedro.  A  third  may  live,  I  see. — ^Pray  hear  me, 

Sane.  Shall  be  ?  [gentlemen. 

Alph.  Ay,  shall  be  righted. 

Sane.  Ndw? 

Alph.  Now. 

Sane,  Instantly  .> 

Alph.  Before  I  stir. 

Sane,  Before  me  ? 

Alph.  Before  any. 

Sane,  Dost  thou  consider  what  thou    sayst.' 
Hast  thou  friends  here 
Able  to  quench  my  anger,  or  persuade  me 
(After  I  nave  beaten  &ee  into  one  main  bruise, 
And  made  thee  spend  thy  state  in  rotten  apples) 
Thou  canst  at  length  be  quiet  ?     Shall  I  kill  thee  ? 
Divide  thee  like  a  rotten  pnmpion. 
And  leave  thee  stinking  to  posterity  ? 
'There's  not  the  least  blow  I  shall  give,  but  does 
Urge  me  no  further :  I  am  first.  [this. 

Alph.  I'll  hang  first  1 
No,  goodman  Glory,  'tis  not  yovr  bravadoes, 
Your  punctual  honour,  nor  soldadoship-^— 

Sane,  Set  me  a  little  nearer. 

Alph.  Let  him  sally  ! — 
Lined  with  your  quirks  of  carriage  and  discretion, 
Can  blow  me  off  my  purpose.  Where's  your  credit. 
With  all  your  school-points  now?   your  decent 

arguing. 
And  apt  time  for  performing?   where  are  these 

toys. 
These  wise  ways  and  most  hono^irable  courses. 
To  take  revenge  ?   How  dar'st  thou  talk  of  killing. 
Or  think  of  drawing  anything  but  squirts, 
When  lechery  has  dry-founder'd  thee  ? 


Sane.  Nearer  yet  I 
That  I  may  spit  him  down !— Thou  look'st  like  a 

Pedro.  I  would  be  thought  so,  sir.  [maa. 

Sane.  Pr'ythee  do  but  tdce  me, 
And  fling  me  upon  that  puppy. 

Alph.  Do,  fbr  Heaven's  sake, 
And  see  but  how  I'U  hug  him. 

Sane.  Yet  take  warning  ! 

Pedro.  Taith,  gentlemen,  this  is  a  needka 
quarreL 

Sane.  And  do  you  desire  to  make  one  ? 

Pedro,  As  a  friend,  sir. 
To  tidl  you  all  this  anger  is  but  lost,  sir ; 
For  Leonardo  is  from  home. 

Alph,  No,  no,  sir ! 

Pedro.  Indeed  he  is. 

Sane.  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here,  sir, 
When  men  are  wrong'd,  and  come  for  satis&c- 
tions? 

Pedro.  It  seems  he  has  done  none,  sir ;  for  his 

business. 

Clear  of  those  cares,  hath  carried  him  for  some 

To  Barcelona :  If  he  had  been  guilty,  [time 

I  know  he  would  have  stayed,  and  ckared  all 

difference. 
Either  by  free  confession,  or  his  sword. 

Sane.  This  must  not  be ! 

Pedro.  Sure  as  I  live,  it  is,  sir. 

Alph,  Sure,  as  we  all  live. 
He's  run  away  for  ever ! — Barcelona  ? 
Why,  'tis  the  key  for  Italy,  from  whence 
He  stole  first  hither. 

Sane,  And  having  found  his  knaveries 
Too  gross  to  be  forgiven,  and  too  open, 
He  has  found  the  same  way  back  again :  I  bdinc 
The  good  grass  gentleman,  for  his  own  ease,   [too 
Has  taken  one  o'  th'  fillies.     Is  not  his  staff  soM? 

Alph,  I  fear  his  worship's  shoes  too,  to  empe 
I  do  not  think  he  has  a  dish  within  doors»  [as: 
A  louse  left  of  his  lineage. 

Pedro,  You  are  too  wide,  sir. 

Alph,  Or  one  poor  wooden  spoon. 

Pedro.  Come  in  and  see,  sir. 

Alph,  I'll  see  his  house  on  fire,  first! 

Pedro,  Then  be  pleased. 
Sir,  to  give  better  censure. 

Sane.  I  will  after  him, 
And  search  him  like  oonoeal'd  land,  but  111  bsve 

him ; 
And,  though  I  find  him  in  his  shrift,  111  kill  him. 

Alph,  I'll  bear  you  company. 

Sane,  Pray  have  a  care  then, 
A  most  especial  care,  indeed  a  feBr« 
You  do  not  anger  me. 

Alph.  I  will  observe  you ; 
And  if  I  light  upon  him  handsomdy 

Sane.  lUU  but  a  piece  of  him ;  leave  some,  AI- 
For  your  poor  friends  I  [phooM, 

Pedro.  I  fear  him  not  for  aU  this. 

Alph.  Shall  we  first  go  home, 
(For  it  may  prove  a  voyage)  and  dispoae 
Of  things  there  ?  Heaven  Imows  what  may  folios 

Sane,  No ; 
rU  kill  him  in  this  shirt  I  have  on :  Let  thiogs 
Govern  themselves  1  I  am  master  of  my  honour 
At  this  time,  and  no  more  ;  let  wifie,  and  land, 
Lie  lay  till  I  return ! 

Alph.  I  say  Amen  to't  i 
But  what  care  for  our  monies  ? 

Sane,  I'U  not  spend 
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Above  three  shillings,  till  his  head  be  here ; 
Pour  is  too  great  a  sam  for  all  his  fortunes. 
Come,  take  me  np  instantly. 

jllph.  Farewell  to  yon,  sir  ! 
And  if  your  friend  be  in  a  feather-bed, 
Sow*d  np  to  shrowd  bis  fears,  tell  him  'tis  folly ; 
For  no  coarse  but  his  Tolnntary  hanging 
Can  get  our  pardons.  lExeunt 

Pedro.  These  I  think  would  be 
Offence  enough,  if  their  own  indiscretiona 


Would  suffer  'em  ;  two  of  the  old  seditions ! 
When  they  want  enemies,  they  are  their  own  foes ! 
Were  they  a  little  wiser,  I  should  doubt  'em  ; 
Till  when,  I'll  ne'er  break  sleep,  nor  suffer  hunger, 
For  any  harm  he  shall  receive :  For  'tis  as  easy. 
If  he  be  guilty,  to  turn  these  two  old  men 
Upon  their  own  throats,  and  look  on,  and  live  still. 
As  'tis  to  tell  five  pound ;  a  great  deal  sooner. 
And  so  I'll  to  my  meat,  and  then  to  hawking. 

lExii, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.— Barcblona.     The  Harbour. 
Enter  Makc-Aktomio  and  a  Gentleman. 

Mare.  Sir,  this  is  compliment ;  I  pray  you  leave 

Gent.  Sir,  it  is  not  [me. 

Mare.  Why,  I  would  only  see 
The  town. 

Gent,  And  only  that  I  come  to  shew  you. 

Marc.  Which  I  can  see  without  you. 

Gent.  So  you  may, 
Plainly,  not  safely  :  For  such  difference 
As  you  have  seen  betwixt  the  sea  and  earth 
When  waves  rise  high,  and  land  would  beat  'em 
As  fearful  of  invasion  ;  such  we  find  [back, 

When  we  land  here  at  Barcelona. 

Marc.  Sir 

Gent.  Besides,  pur  general  of  the  gallies,  fearing 
Your  hasty  nature,  chaxged  me  not  return 
Without  you  safe. 

Mare,  Oh,  sir,  that  Roderigo 
1  Is  Doble,  and  he  does  mistake  my  temper : 
,  There  is  not  in  the  world  a  mind  less  apt 
,  To  conceive  wrongs,  or  do  'em.     Has  he  seen  me 
In  all  this  voyage,  in  the  which  he  pleases 
To  call  me  friend,  let  slip  a  hasty  word  ? — 

Enter  BvoEttu.  leith  divers  Attendants. 
'Slight,  sir !  yonder  is  a  lady  veiled ; 
Per  propemess  beyond  comparison, 
<  And  sure  her  face  is  like  the  rest  $  we'U  see't. 

Gent.  Why,  you  are  hasty,  sir,  already.  Know 
What 'tis  you  go  about?  [you 

Mare.  Yes  *,  I  would  see 
The  woman's  face. 

Gent.  By  Heaven  yon  shall  not  do't  1 
YoQ  do  not  know  the  custom  of  the  place : 
To  draw  that  curtain  here,  though  she  were  mean. 
Is  mortal. 

Mare,  Is  it  ?  Earth  must  come  to  earth 
At  last ;  and,  by  my  troth,  I'll  try  it^  sir. 

Gent.  Then  I  must  hold  you  fast  By  all  the 
That  can  be  placed  in  man,  'tis  an  attempt  [faith 
More  dangerous  than  death ;  'Us  death  and  shiune  ! 
I  know  the  lady  welL 

Mare.  Is  she  a  lady  ? 
I  shall  the  more  desire  to  see  her,  sir. 

Gent.  She  is  Alanso's  wife,  the  governor, 
A  noble  gentleman. 

Mare.  Then  let  me  go : 
If  I  can  win  her,  you  and  I.  will  govern 
This  town,  sir,  fear  it  not,  and  we  will  alter 
These  barbarous  customs  then ;  for  every  lady 
Sliall  be  seen  daily,  and  seen  over  too. 

Gent.  Come,  do  not  jest,  nor  let  your  passions 
bear  you 

VOL.   II. 


To  such  wild  enterprizes  !     Hold  you  stiU ; 
For,  as  I  have  a  soul,  you  shall  not  do't  1 
She  is  a  lady  of  unblemish'd  fame, 
And  here  to  offer  that  affront,  were  base. 
Hold  on  your  way :  and  we  will  see  the  town^ 
And  overlook  the  ladies. 

Marc.  I  am  school'd, 
And  promise  you  I  will. — But,  good  sir,  see  ! 
She  will  pass  by  us  now :  I  hope  I  may 
Salute  her  thus  far  off. 

Geni.  'Sfoot,  are  you  mad  ? 
'Twill  be  as  ill  as  the  other. 

1  Attend.  What's  the  matter? 
What  would  that  fellow  have  ? 

Gent.  Good  sir,  forbear. 

1  Attend.  It  seems  you  are  new  landed  ;  would 
Anything  here  ?  [you  beg 

Mare.  Yes,  sir,  all  happiness 
To  that  fair  lady,  as  I  hope. 

Gent,  Marc-Antonio  1 

Mare.  Her  face,  which  needs  no  hiding,  I  would 
A  sight  of.  [beg 

Gent.  Now  go  on ;  for  'tis  too  late 
To  keep  this  from  a  tumult. 

1  Attend.  Sirrah,  you 
Shall  see  a  fitter  object  for  your  eyes, 
Than  a  fair  lady's  face. 

Etig.  For  Heaven's  sake,  raise  not 
A  quarrel  in  the  streets  for  me  I 

1  Attend.  Slip  in  then ; 
This  is  your  door. 

Eug.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then  ? 

1  Attend,  We  must,  or  suffer 
This  outrage. — Is't  not  all  your  minds,  sirs  ?  speak. 

AIL  Yes. 

Euff.  Then  I  do  beseech  ye,  let  my  lord 
Not  think  the  quarrel  about  me  ;  for  'tis  not. 

lExit. 
Enter  three  or  /our  Soldiers. 

Gent.  See,  happily  some  of  our  galley  soldiers 
Are  come  ashore. 

1  Attend.  Come  on,  sir !  you  shall  see 
Faces  enough. 

Enter  certain  Townsmen. 

Gent.  Some  one  of  you  call  to 
Our  general  \  the  whole  roar  of  the  town 
Comes  in  upon  us. — 

Mare,  I  have  seen,  sir,  better       ITo  Attendants. 
Perhaps,  than  that  was  covered  ;  and  will  yet 
See  that,  or  spoil  yours.  {They  fight 

Enter  Priupfo,   Thbodosia,  and  Liocadia. 
PhU.  On !  why  start  you  back  ? 
Theod.  Alas,  sir,  they  are  fighting. 

a  i 
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Leoo,  Let's  be  gone.—         [Muu>Ajrroino  fall*. 
See,  see,  a  handsome  man  stmck  down  1 

Gent,  Ho,  general  I 
Look  out !  Antonio  is  in  distress. 

Theod,  Antonio? 

Leoe»  Antonio  ?  'Tis  he. 

[RoDBBiGo  appear$  on  the  deck  of  a  goUey. 

Rod.  [Within.']  Ho,  Qovemor !— Make  a  shot 
into  the  town  1 
I'll  part  you.     Bring  away  Antonio  lA  tkot. 

Into  my  cabin.       lExeunt  A.ttendante  and  Townsmen. 

Gent,  I  will  do  that  office  : 
I  fear  it  is  the  last  that  I  shall  do  him. 

IBxeunt  Soldiers  and  Gaitlemen«  unth  MAnc-Airroirio. 

Theod.  The  last  ?  why,  will  he  die  ?        IFaiKU. 

Leoo,  Since  I  have  fonnd  him,  happiness  leave 
me. 
When  I  leave  him  I  ZBxit. 

Phil,  Why,  Theodosia! 
My  sister !  wake  1    Alas^  I  grieved  but  now 
To  see  the  ftreets  so  full,  and  now  I  grieve 
To  see  them  left  so  empij :  I  could  wish 
Tumult  himself  were  here,  that  yet  at  least 
Amongst  the  band  I  might  espy  some  face 
So  pale  and  fearful,  that  would  willingly 
Embrace  an  errand  for  a  cordial. 
Or  aqua-viUBf  or  a  cup  of  sack. 
Or  a  physician.     But  to  talk  of  these 
She  breathes ! — Stand  up  1  oh,  Theodosia ! 
Speak  but  as  thou  wert  wont ;  give  but  a  sigh, 
Which  is  but  the  most  unhappy  piece  of  life, 
And  I  will  ever  after  worship  sadness, 
Apply  myself  to  grief,  prepare  and  build 
Altars  to  sorrow ! 

Theod.  Oh,  Fhilippo,  help  me  1 

Phil.  I  do:   These  are  my  arms,    Fhllippo's 
arms, 
Thy  brother's  arms,  that  hold  thee  up. 

Theod.  You  help  me 
To  life;  but  I  would  see  Antonio 
That's  dead. 

PhU.  Thou  shalt  see  anything.  How  dost  thou  ? 

Theod.  Better,  I  thank  you. 

PhU.  Why,  that's  well.     Call  up 
Thy  senses,  and  undond  thy  covered  spirits. 
How  now  ? 

Theod.  Recovered.    But  Antonio  ! 
Where  is  he  ? 

PhU.  We  will  find  him.    Art  thou  well  ? 

Theod.  Perfectly  well,  saving  the  miss  of  him. 
And  I  do  charge  you  here,  by  our  alliance. 
And  by  the  love  which  would  have  been  betwixt  us, 
Knew  we  no  kindred ;  by  that  killing  fear, 
Mingled  with  twenty  thousand  hopes  and  doubts. 
Which  you  may  think  placed  in  a  lover's  heart. 
And  in  a  virgin's  too  when  she  wants  help. 
To  grant  me  your  assistance  to  find  out 
This  man,  alive  or  dead  I  and  I  will  pay  you. 
In  service,  tears,  or  pray'rs,  a  world  of  wealtii ; 
But  other  trevure  I  have  none.    Alas  ! 
You  men  have  strong  hearts ;  but  we  feeble  maids 
Have  tender  eyes,  which  only  given  be 
To  blind  themselves,  crying  for  what  they  see. 

PhU.  Why  dost  thou  duurge  me  thus  ?    Have  I 
been  found 
Slow  to  perform,  what  I  could  but  imagine 
Thy  wishes  were  ?  Have  I  at  any  time 
Tendered  a  business  of  mine  own,  beyond 
A  vanity  of  thine  ?    Have  I  not  been 
As  if  I  were  a  senseless  creature,  made 


To  serve  thee  without  power  of  questioning  ? 
If  so,  why  fiMr'st  thou  ? 

Theod.  I  am  satisfied. 

PhU.  Come  then,  let's  go  1— *Where's  Leoodia? 

Theod.  I  know  not,  sir. 

PhU.  Where's  LeocadU  ? 

Theod.  I  do  not  know. 

PhU.  Leocadia  I 
This  tumult  made  the  streeta  aa  dead  as  night; 
A  man  may  talk  as  freely  1  what'a  beoons 
Of  LeocadU? 

Theod.  She  is  run  away. 

PhU.  BeTgone,  and  let  us  never  more  bdiold 
Each  other's  fiux,  tiU  we  may,  both  together, 
Fasten  our  eyes  on  her  !     Accursed  be 
Those  tender  cozening  names  of  Charity, 
And  Natural  Afiection !  they  have  lost 
Me,  only  by  observing  them,  what  cost. 
Travel,  and  fruitless  wishes,  may  in  vain 
Search  through  the  world,  but  never  6nd  igiin. 

Theod.  Good  sir,  be  patient !    I  have  done  do 
fault 
Worthy  this  banishment. 

PliU.  Yes :  Leocadia, 
The  lady  so  distressM,  who  was  content 
To  lay  her  story,  and  to  lay  her  heart 
As  open  as  her  story  to  yourself ; 
Who  was  content  that  I  should  know  her  Kx, 
Before  dissembled,  and  to  put  herself 
Into  my  conduct ;  whom  I  undertook 
Safely  to  guard;  is  in  this  tnmult  lost! 

Theod.  And  can  1  help  it,  sir  ? 

Phil.  No;  'would  thou  couldst! 
You  might  have  done,  but  for  that  aeal'd  refipoo 
You  women  bear  to  swoonings  :  You  do  pick 
Your  times  to  fiunt,  when  somebody  is  by 
Bound  or  by  nature,  or  by  love,  or  serrice, 
To  raise  you  from  that  wdl-dissembled  deitfa: 
Inform  me  but  of  one  that  has  been  fonnd 
Dead  in  her  private  chamber  by  herself, 
Where  sickness  would  no  more  fofbear  than  here, 
And  I  will  quit  the  rest  for  her. 

Theod.  I  know  not 
What  they  may  do,  and  how  they  may  disKmble ; 
But,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not. 

PhU.  By  my  troth, 
'Would  I  had  tried  I  'would  I  had  let  thee  lain. 
And  foUow'd  her ! 

Theod.  I  would  you  had  done  so, 
Rather  than  been  so  angry.    Where's  Antonio? 

PhU.  Why  dost  thou  vex  me  with  these  vpe^- 
tions  } 
I'll  tell  thee  where ;  he's  carried  to  the  gsBies, 
There  to  be  chain'd,  and  row,  and  beat,  and  mv 
With  knotted  ropes,  and  piislea ;  if  he  swoon, 
He  has  a  dose  of  biscuit. 

Theod.  I  am  glad 
He  is  alive. 

PhU.  Was  ever  man  thus  troubled  ? 
Tdl  me  where  Leocadia  is  1 

Theod.  Good  brother. 
Be  not  so  hasty,  and  I  think  I  can : 
You  found  no  error  in  me,  when  I  first 
Told  you  she  was  a  woman ;  and,  believe  me. 
Something  I  have  found  out  which  makes  me  tiiioB> 
Nay,  almost  know  so  well,  that  I  durst  swear 
She  foUow'd  hurt  Antonio. 

PhU.  What  do  we 
Then  lingering  here  ?  We  will  aboard  the  gaffis. 
And  find  her.  t«** 


l| 


9CENB  H* 


LOVE'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


627 


EhUt  the  Qonmat,  two  Attendants,  and  the  Tovmsmeii. 

Goo.  Made  he  a  shot  into  the  town  ? 

1  Attend,  He  did,  sir. 

Gov,  Call  hack  those  gentlemen. 

1  Attend,  The  GoTernor 
Commands  yon  back. 

Phil.  We  will  obey  him,  sir. 

Gw.  Tou  gave  him  cause  to  shoot,  I  know :  He 
So  ht  from  rash  offence,  and  holds  with  me       [is 
Sach  canons  fnendship---Cou]d  not  one  of  yon 
Have  call'd  me  while  'twas  doing  ?  Snch  an  uproar, 
Before  my  door  too  ? 

1  Toiwnt.  By  my  troth,  sir. 
We  were  so  busy  in  the  public  cause, 
Of  oar  own  private  falling  out,  that  we  forgot  it. 
At  home  we  see  now  you  were  not ;  but  as  soon 
As  the  shot  made  us  fly,  we  ran  away 
As  &8t  as  we  could  to  seek  your  honour. 

Gov.  'Twas  gravely  done !  but  no  man  tells  the 
cause. 
Or  chance,  or  what  it  was,  that  made  you  differ. 

]  7*of9fw.  For  my  part,  rir,  if  there  were  any 
that 
!  knew  of,  the  shot  drove  it  out  of  my  head. — 
Do  joa  know  any  neighbours  ? 

AU,  Not  we,  not  we. 

Gw,  Not  we  ?— Nor  can  you  tell .' 

1  Attend,  No  other  cause, 
Bat  the  old  quarrel  betwixt  the  town  and  the  gallies. 

Gw,  Come  nearer,  gentlemen !     What  are  your 

Phil,  My  name  Fhihppo.  [names  ? 

Theod.  And  mine  Theodoro. 

Guv.  Strangers  you  are,  it  seems. 

Phil.  Newly  arrived. 

Gw.  Then  you  are  they  begun  this  tumult. 

P^.  No,  sir. 

Gw.  Sp^nk  one  of  you. 

1  Attend,  They  are  not ;  I  can  quit  'em. 

Theod.  Yet  we  saw  part,  and  an  unhappy  part. 
Of  this  debate ;  a  long-sought  friend  of  ours 
Struck  down  for  dead,  and  borne  unto  the  gallies ; 
His  name  is  Marc-Antonio. 

PAt/.  And  another 
Of  oar  own  company,  a  gentleman 
Of  noble  birth,  besides  accompanied 
With  all  the  gifts  of  Nature,  ravish'd  hence 
We  know  not  how,  in  this  dissention. — 

Go9.  Get  you  home  all,  and  work ;  and  when  I 
Yoa  meddle  with  a  weapon  any  more,  [hear 

Bat  those  belonging  to  your  trades,  Til  lay  you 
Where  your  best  customers  shall  hardly  find  you..— 

{^Exeunt  Townsmen. 
I  tm  sorry,  gentlemen,  I  troubled  you. 
Being  both  strangers,  by  your  tongues,  and  looks, 
Of  worth :  To  make  ye  some  part  of  amends, 
If  there  be  anything  in  this  poor  town 
Of  Barcelona  that. you  would  command, 
Command  me  I 

Theod.  Sir,  this  wounded  gentleman. 
If  it  might  please  you,  if  your  power  and  love 
Extend  so  wCf  I  would  be  glad  to  wish 
Might  be  removed  into  the  town  for  cure : 
l^he  gallies  stay  not ;  and  his  wound,  I  know. 
Cannot  endure  a  voyage. 

Gov.  Sir,  he  shall, 
I  warrant  you. — Go  call  me  hither,  sirrah. 
One  of  my  other  servants.  \E*U  itt  Attendant. 

Phil  And  besides, 
The  gentleman  we  lost,  signor  Francisco, 
•ShaU  he  be  x«nder'd  too  ? 


Enter  a  Servant. 

Gw).  And  he,  sir,  too.^.Go,  sirrah,  bear  this 
To  Roderigo,  my  most  noble  friend,  [nng 

The  generad  of  the  gallies :  Tell  him  this. 

ITaUa  apart  to  hit  eemrvii.    £xi<  Servant. 

Theod,  Now  we  shall  have  'em  both. 

Pm,  Blest  be  thy  thoughts 
For  apprehending  this  I  blest  be  thy  breath 
For  uttering  it  1 

Gov,  Come,  gentlemen,  you  shall 
Enter  my  roof ;  and  I  will  send  for  surgeons. 
And  you  shall  see  your  friends  here  presently. 

Theod,  His  name  was  Marc- Antonio. 

Gov.  I  know  it. 
And  have  sent  word  so. 

PhU.  Did  you  not  forget 
Francisco's  name  ? 

Gov,  Nor  his.    You  are  truly  welcome ; 
To  talk  about  it  more,  were  but  to  say 
The  same  word  often  over :  You  are  welcome. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  ll,~^Befare  the  House  qfthe  Governor, 

Enter  MAac-AirvoNio,  carried  dy  two  Soldiers ;  Lbocaoia 
and  the  Beryaat/oUowing. 

Serv.  This  is  the  house,  sir. 

Mare,  Enter  it,  I  pray  you ; 
For  I  am  faint,  although  I  think  my  wound 
Be  nothing. — Soldiers,  leave  us  now ;  I  thank  you. 

1  Sold.  Heaven  send  you  health,  sir ! 
Serv.  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

Marc,  My  wound's  not  in  my  feet ;  I  shall  en- 
treat 'em, 
I  hope,  to  bear  me  so  hr,        iSxit  with  the  Servant. 

2  Sold.  How  seriously 

These  Und-men  fled,  when  our  general  made 
A  shot,  as  if  he  had  been  a  warning 
To  call  'em  to  their  hall  1 

1  Sold.  I  cannot  blame  'em  : 

What  a  man  have  they  now  in  the  town 

Able  to  maintain  a  tumult,  or  uphold 

A  matter  out  of  square,  if  need  be  ?    Oh, 

The  quiet  hurly-burlies  that  I  have  seen 

In  this  town,  when  we  have  fought  four  hours 

togetiier. 
And  not  a  man  amongst  us  so  impertinent 
Or  modest  to  ask  why ! 
But  now  the  piUart  that  bare  up  this  blessed 
Town  in  that  regular  debate,  and  scrambling. 
Are  dead,  the  more*s  the  pi^. 

2  Sold.  Oldlgnatio 
lives  still. 

1  Sold,  Yes,  I  know  him ;  he  wUl  do 
Prettily  well  at  a  man's  liver :  But  where 
Is  there  a  man  now  living  in  the  town 
That  hath  a  steady  hand,  and  understands 
Anatomy  well  ?     If  it  come 

To  a  particular  matter  of  the  lungs, 

Or  the  spleen,  why,  alas !  Ignatio  is  to  seek. 

Are  there  any  such  men  left  as  1  have  known, 

That  would  say  they  would  hit  you  in  this  place  ? 

Is  there  ever  a  good  artist, 

Or  a  member-piercer,  or  a  small-gut-man. 

Left  in  the  town  ?    Answer  me  that 

2  Sold.  'Mass, 

I  think  there  be  not. 

1  Sold.  No,  I  warrant  thee. 
Come,  come ;  'tis  time  we  were  at  the  gallies. 

lExeunt. 
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SCENE  III.— ^  Room  in  the  same  House. 

lEnter  Governor,  Euokkia,  Marc-Antowio,  Pbiuppo, 
Thbodoaia,  Lbocadu,  and  Attendants. 

.     Gov.  Sir,  you  may  know  by  what  I  said  already 
You  may  command  my  house ;  but  I  must  beg 
Pardon  to  leave  you.     If  the  public  'business 
Forced  me  not  from  you,  I  myself  should  caU  it 
Unmannerly ;  but,  good  sir,  do  you  give  it 
A  milder  name.    It  shall  not  be  an  hour 
Ere  I  return. 

Marc,  Sir,  I  was  ne*er  so  poor 
In  my  own  thoughtSi  as  that  I  want  a  means 
To  requite  this  with. 

Gov,  Sir,  within  this  hour.  [Exit. 

Marc,  Is  this  the  lady  that  I  quarreU'd  for  ? 

[Apart. 
Oh,  Lu9t,  if  wounds  cannot  restrain  thy  power. 
Let  shame  I     Nor  do  I  feel  my  hurt  at  all, 
Nor  is  it  aught ;  only  I  was  well  beaten. 
If  I  pursue  it|  all  the  civil  world, 
That  ever  did  imagine  the  content 
Found  in  the  band  of  man  and  wife  unbroke, 
The  reverence  due  to  households,  or  the  blemish 
That  may  be  stuck  upon  posterity, 
Will  catch  me,  bind  me,  bum  upon  my  forehead, 
''  This  is  the  wounded  stranger,  that,  received 

For  charity  into  a  house,  attempted" 

I  will  not  do  it.  [Ooing. 

Eug,  Sir,  how  do  you  now. 
That  you  walk  off? 

Marc,  Worse,  madam,  than  I  was  ; 
But  it  will  over. 

Eug,  Sit,  and  rest  a  while  I 

Marc,  Where  are  the  surgeouB  ? 

Eug,  Sir,  it  is  their  manner. 
When  they  have  seen  the  wound,  especially 
The  patient  being  of  worth,  to  go  consult 
(Which  they  are  now  at  in  another  room) 
About  the  dressing. 

Marc.  Madam,  I  do  feel 
Myself  not  well. 

Theod,  Alas  I 

Leoo.  How  do  you,  sir  ? 

Eug.  Will  you  drink  waters  ? 

Marc,  No,  good  madam  ;  'tis  not 
So  violent  upon  me,  nor  I  think 
Any  thing  dangerous :  But  yet  there  are 
Some  things  that  sit  so  heavy  on  my  conscience, 
That  will  perplex  my  mind,  and  stop  my  cure ; 
So  that  unless  I  utter  *em,  a  scratch, 
Here  on  my  thumb,  will  kill  me. — Gentlemen, 
I  pray  you  leave  the  room,  and  come  not  in 
Yourselves,  or  any  other,  till  I  have 
Open'd  myself  to  this  most-honour'd  lady  ! 

Phil,  We  wiU  not. 

Theod.  Oh,  blessed !  he'll  discover  now 
His  love  to  me. 

Leoc.  Now  he  will  tell  the  kdy 
Our  contract. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Erosmo  and  MARc-Ampomo. 

Eug.  I  do  believe  he  wiU  confess  to  me 
The  wrong  he  did  a  lady  in  the  streets ; 
But  I  foi^^ve  him. 

Marc,  Madam,  I  perceive 
Myself  grow  worse  and  worse. 

Eug,  Shall  I  caU  back 
Your  friends  ? 

Marc.  Oh,  no !  but,  ere  I  do  impart 
What  burthens  me  so  sore,  let  me  entreat  you 


(For  there  is  no  trust  in  these  suigeoos) 
To  look  upon  my  wound ;  it  is  perhaps 
My  last  request :  But  tell  me  truly  too, 
(Tliat  must  be  in)  how  far  you  do  imagine 
It  will  have  power  upon  me. 

Eug.  Sir,  I  will. 

Marc.    For  Heaven's  sake,  softly  !    Oh !  I 
must  needs  lay 
My  head  down  easily,  whilst  you  do  it. 

Eug.  Do,  sir. — 
'Tis  but  an  ordinary  blow ;  a  child 
Of  mine  has  had  a  greater,  and  been  well ; 
Are  you  faint-hearted  ? 

Marc.  Oh! 

Eug.  Why  do  you  sigh  ? 
There  is  no  danger  in  the  world  in  this ; 
I  wonder  it  should  make  a  man        Sit  dovn. 
What  do  you  mean  ?  why  do  you  kiss  my  breast*? 
Lift  up  your  head  ;  your  wound  may  wdl  endore  it 

Marc.  Oh,  madam,  may  I  not  express  affection 
(Dying  affection  too,  I  fear)  to  those 
That  do  me  favours,  such  as  this  of  yours  ? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  so,  'tis  well :  But  what's  th? 
lies  on  your  conscience  ?  [huttness 

Marc.  I  will  tell  you,  madam. 

Eug.  Tell  me,  and  laugh  ? 

Marc.  But  I  will  tell  you  true. 
Though  I  do  laugh  :*  I  know  aa  well  as  you, 
My  wound  is  nodiing ;  nor  the  power  of  earth 
Could  lay  a  wound  upon  me  in  your  presence. 
That  I  could  feel :  But  I  do  laugh  to  think 
How  covertly,  how  far  beyond  the  read* 
Of  men,  and  wise  men  too,  we  shall  decerre  *eo. 
Whilst  they  imagine  I  am  talking  here 
With  that  short  breath  I  have,  ready  to  swooa 
At  every  full  point ;  you  my  ghostly  mother 
To  hear  my  sad  confession  ;  you  and  I 
Will  on  tlrnt  bed  within,  prepared  for  me. 
Debate  the  matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear  I 
Thou  wert  but  now  as  welcome  to  this  house 
As  certain  cures  to  sick  men,  and  just  now 
This  sudden  alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  plagues  come  to  infect  it ;  if  thou  knev'st 
How  loathsome  thou  wilt  be,  thou  wonldst  entreat 
These  walls  or  posts  to  help  thee  to  a  hurt, 
Past  thy  dissimulation.       ^ 

Marc.  Gentle  madam. 
Call  'em  not  in  ! 

Eug,  I  will  not  yet ;  this  place 
I  know  to  be  within  the  reach  of  tongue 
And  ears  ;  thou  canst  not  force  me ;  tiierefore  h€«r 
What  I  will  tell  thee  quickly :  Thou  art  bora  [i* 
To  end  some  way  more  disesteemed  than  thb; 
Or,  which  is  worse,  to  die  of  this  hurt  yet— 
Come,  gentlemen  I 

BnterlMmocAJMA. 

Marc.  Good  madam! 

Eug,  Gentlemen  1 

Leoc.  Madam,  how  ia't  ?  Is  Marc- Antonio iwU 
Methinks  your  looks  are  alter'd,  and  I  see 
A  strange  distemper  in  you. 

Eug.  I  am  wrought 
By  that  dissembling  man,  that  fellow,  woith 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

Enter  Pmiufpo  and  ToaooosrA. 

Leoc.  Gentle  madam,  speak 
To  me  alone  1  let  not  them  understand 
His  fault!  he  will  repent  it,  I  dare  swetf. 
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Etuf,  rU  tell  it  yoa  in  piiTate. — 

Phil.  Marc-Antonio, 
How  do  you  t 

Marc.  Stand  further  off  I  pray  you ; 
Gire  me  some  air. 

Theod.  Good  brother,  will  he  'scape  ? 
The  surgeons  say  there  is  no  danger. 

Phil.  'Scape  ? 
No  doubt  he  will. — 

Leoc.  Alas,  will  he  not  leave 
This  trying  all? — Madam,  I  do  beseech  you 
Let  me  but  speak  to  him,  you  and  these  by, 
And  I  dare  almost  promise  you  to  make  him 
Shew  himself  truly  sorrowful  to  you. 
Besides,  a  story  I  shall  open  to  you. 
Not  put  in  so  good  words,  but  in  itself 
So  fall  of  chance,  that  you  will  easily 
Forgive  my  tedious&ess,  and  be  well  pleased 
With  that  so  much  afflicts  me. 

Extg.  Good  sir,  do. 

Leoc.  And  I  desire  no  interruption 
Of  speech  may  trouble  me,  till  I  have  said 
What  I  will  quickly  do. 

Theod.  What  will  she  say? 

Eug.  Come,  gentlemen,  I  pray  you  lend  your 
ears. 
And  keep  your  voices. 

Leoc.  Signor  Marc- Antonio, 
How  do  you  ? 

Mare.  Oh,  the  surgeons  1 

Leoc.  Let  me  tell  you, 
Who  know  as  well  as  you,  you  do  dissemble* 
It  is  no  time  to  do  so  ;  leave  the  thoughts 
Of  this  vain  world,  forget  your  flesh  and  blood, 
And  make  your  spirit  an  untroubled  way 
To  pass  to  what  it  ought. 

Marc.  You  are  not  in  earnest  ? 
Why,  I  can  walk,  sir,  and  am  well. 

Leoc.  'Tis  true 
That  you  can  walk,  and  do  believe  you're  well : 
It  is  the  nature,  as  your  surgeons  say, 
Of  these  wounds,  for  a  man  to  go,  and  talk. 
Nay  merrily,  till  his  last  hour,  his  minute  i. 
For  Heaven  sake,  sir,  sit  down  again  I 

Marc.  Alas, 
Where  are  the  surgeons  ? 

Leoc.  Sir,  they  will  not  come ; 
If  they  should  dress  you,  you  would  die,  they  say. 
Ere  one  told  twenty.     Trouble  not  your  mind. 
Keep  your  head  warm,  and  do  not  stir  your  body. 
And  you  may  live  an  hour. 

Mare.  Oh,  Heavens,  an  hour  ? 
Alas,  it  is  too  little  to  remember 
But  half  the  wrongs  that  I  have  done  :  How  short 
Then  for  contrition,  and  how  least  of  all 
For  satisfaction ! 

Leoc.  But  you  desire 
To  satisfy  ? 

Mare.  Heaven  knows,  I  do  ! 

Leoc.  Then  know 
That  T  am  he,  or  she,  or  what  you  will. 
Most  wrong'd  by  you,  your  Leocadia, 
(I  know  you  must  remember  me) 

3farc.  Oh,  Heaven  I 

Leoc.  That  lost  her  friends,  that  lost  her  father's 
house. 
That  lost  her  fame  in  losing  of  her  sex. 
With  these  strange  garments :  There  is  no  excuse 
To  hinder  me ;  it  is  within  your  power 
To  give  me  satisfaction ;  you  have  time 


Left  in  this  little  piece  of  life  to  do  it : 
Therefore  I  charge  you  for  your  conscience'  sake. 
And  for  our  fame,  which  I  would  fain  have  live 
When  both  of  us  are  dead,  to  celebrate 
That  contract,  which  you  have  both  sealed  and 

sworn. 
Yet  ere  you  die ;  which  must  be  hastily, 
Heaven  knows. 

Marc.  Alas,  the  sting  of  conscience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults  !  Draw  nearer  all. 
And  hear  what  I,  unhappy  man,  shall  say. — 
First,  madam,  I  desire  your  pardon  ;  next, 
(I  feel  my  spirits  fail  me  !)  gentlemen, 
Let  me  shake  hands  with  you,  and  let's  be  friends  ; 
For  I  have  done  wrong  upon  wrong  so  thick, 
I  know  not  where,  that  every  man  methinks 
Should  be  mine  enemy ;  forgive  me  both  ! 
Lastly,  'tis  true  (oh,  I  do  feel  the  power 
Of  death  seize  on  me  I)  that  I  was  contracted 
By  seal  and  oath  to  Leocadia  ; 
(I  must  speak  fast,  because  I  fear  my  life 
Will  else  be  shorter  than  my  speech  would  be) 
But  'tis  impossible  to  satisfy 
You,  Leocculia,  but  by  repentance, 
Though  I  can  dyingly  and  boldly  say 
I  know  not  your  dishonour ;  yet  that  was 
Your  virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well : 
But  herein  lies  the  impossibility ; 
(Oh  1  Theodosia,  Theodosia  1) 
I  was  betroth'd  to  Theodosia, 
Before  I  ever  saw  thee  ;  Heaven  forgive  me  ! 
She  is  my  wife  this  half-hour  whilst  I  live. 

Theod.  That's  I,  That's  I !     I'm  Theodosia. 
Hear  me  a  little  now,  who  have  not  suffer*d 
Disgrace  at  all  methinks,  since  you  confess 
What  I  so  long  have  sought  for.    Here  is  with 

me 
Philippe  too,  my  brother. 

Marc.  I  am  glad ; 
All  happiness  to  him  !     Come,  let  me  kiss  thee. 
Beg  pardon  of  that  maid  for  my  offence  ; 
And  let  me  further,  with  a  dying  breath, 
Tell  in  thine  ear  the  rest  of  my  desires. 

[,Whispert  Thbodosia. 

Bug.  I  am  afraid  they  will  all  four  turn  women. 
If  we  hold  longer  talk. 

Leoc.  Alas,  there  is 
No  hope  for  me ;  that*s  Theodosia, 
And  that  her  brother.     I  am  only  sorry 
I  was  beholding  to  'em ;  I  will  search 
Over  the  world,  as  careless  of  my  fortunes 
As  they  of  me,  till  I  can  meet  a  curse 
To  make  these  almost-killing  sorrows  worse  !  iExiL 

Theod,  Sir,  as  I  live,  she  lied,  only  to  draw 
A  just  confession  from  you,  which  she  hath  ; 
A  happy  one  for  me  !     Ask  of  this  lady, 
Ask  of  my  brother. 

Eug.  Sir,  she  did  dissemble ; 
Your  wound  is  nothing. 

Phil.  Leocadia's  gone  !  IEjcU. 

Theod,   Rise  up,   and  stir  yourself;    'tis   but 
amazement 
And  your  imagination  that  afflicts  you ; 
Look  you,  sir,  now !  •    [//<?  risei. 

Marc.  I  think  'tis  so,  indeed. 

Theod.  The  surgeons  do  not  come,  because  they 
swear 
It  needs  no  dressing. 

Eug.  You  shall  talk  with  'em 
Within,  for  your  own  fancy. 
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Marc,  Where's  your  brother, 
And  Leocadia  ? 

Eiig.  Within,  belike. 

Marc,  I  feel  myself,  methinks,  9S  well  as  ever. 

Eug,  Keep  then  your  mind  so  too ;  I  do  forgive 
The  fault  you  did  to  me ;  but  here  is  one 
Must  not  be  wrong'd  hereafter. 


Marc,  Neither  shall  she : 
When  I  make  jests  of  oaths  again,  or  make 
My  lust  play  with  religion  ;  when  I  teare 
To  keep  true  joys  for  her,  and  yet  within 
Myself  true  sorrow  for  my  paned  deeds  ; 
May  I  want  grace  when  I  would  fain  npesl, 

And  find  a  great  and  sodden  panishmflot ! 

iExent. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I A  Street, 


Enter  Phiupto,  Disgo,  and  Incubo. 

Phil,  Where  is  mine  host  ?  did  not  he  see  him 
Diego,  Not  I,  i'faith,  sir.  [neither  P 

Phil.  Nor  the  muleteer  ? 
Inc.  Nay,  he's  past  seeing,  unless  it  be  in's  sleep, 
By  this  time ;  all  his  visions  were  the  pots, 
Three  hours  since,  sir. 

PhU,  Which  way  should  she  take  ? 
Nay,  look  you  now !  do  yoUTall  stand  still?  Good 

Heaven ! 
You  might  have  lighted  on  him.  Now,  this  instant  I 
For  love's  sake,  seek  him  out !  Whoever  finds  him, 
I  will  reward  his  fortune  as  his  diligence. 
Get  all  the  town  to  help,  that  will  he  hired  ; 
Their  pains  I'll  turn  to  an  annual  holiday. 
If  it  shall  chance  but  one  bring  word  of  her : 
Pray  you,  about  it ! 

Inc.  Her,  sir  ?  who  do  you  mean  ? 

Phil,  I  had  forgot  myself;  the  page,  I  meant, 
That  came  along  with  us. 

Diego,  He  you  gave  the  clothes  to  ? 

Phil.  I  gave  the  clothes  to,  rascal  ? 

Diego.  Nay,  good  sir ! 

Phil.  Why  dost  thou  mention  or  upbraid  my 
Slave  V  [courtesies, 

Diego.  For  your  honour,  sir. 

Phil.  Wretch!  I  was  honoured. 
That  she  should  wear  'em  (he,  I  would  say)  'sdeath ! 
Go,  get  and  find  him  out,  or  never  see  me. — 
I  sh^  betray  my  love,  ere  I  possess  it. 
Some  star  direct  me,  or  ill  planet  strike  me  !  lExit. 

Inc.  Best  to  divide. 

Diego,  111  this  way. 

Inc,  And  I  this. 

Diego.  I,  as  you,  find  him  for  a  ryal ! 

Inc.  'Tis  done. 

Diego.  My  course  is  now  cUrecUy  to  some  pie- 
I  know  the  pages'  compass.  [house ; 

Inc.  I  think  rather 
The  smock  side  o'  th'  town,  the  surer  harbour 
At  his  years  to  put  in. 

Diego.  If  I  do  find 
The  hungry  haunt,  I  take  him  by  the  teeth  now. 

Ine,  I  by  the  tail ;  yet  I  as  you  1 

Diego.  No  more.  lExennt. 


SCENE  U.— Another  Street. 

Enter  Phiupto. 

PhU.  Dear  Leocadia,  where  canst  thou  be  fled 
Thus,  like  a  spirit,  hence  ?  and  in  a  moment  I 
What  doud  can  hide  thee  from  my  following  search, 
If  yet  thou  art  a  body  ?    Sure  she  hath  not 
Ta'en  any  house :  She  did  too  late  leave  one 


Where  all  humanity  of  a  place  received  her, 
And  would,  if  she  had  stayed,  have  h^'d  torigbt 
The  wrong  her  fortune  did  her.    Yet  An  most 
Be  entered  somewhere,  or  be  found ;  no  street, 
Lane,  passage,  comer,  turn,  hath  'scaped  eDqouy. 
If  her  despair  had  ravish'd  her  to  air, 
She  could  not  yet  be  rarified  ao, 
But  some  of  us  should  meet  her :  Tbongh  their  eya 
Perhaps  be  leaden,  and  might  torn,  mine  wooU 
Strike  out  a  lightning  for  her,  and  divide 
A  mist  as  thick  as  ever  daikneaa  was, 
Nay,  see  her  through  a  quarry  :  They  do  lie. 
Lie  grossly,  that  say  Love  is  blind ;  by  hnn. 
And  Heaven,  they  lie  !  he  has  a  sight  can  pierce 
Through  ivory,  as  dear  as  it  were  horn, 
And  reach  his  object. 

Enter  Ivcdbo. 

Inc.  Sir,  he's  found,  he's  found ! 

PhU.  Ha  ?  where  ?  But  reach  that  happy  sete 
And  let  it  relish  truth,  thou  art  an  angel,    l^»^ 

Inc,  He's  here;  fast  by,  sir;  calling  for  a  boat 
To  go  aboard  the  gallies. 

PhU,  Where,  where  ?    Hold  thee ! 

iGieesme^tef.miaA 

Inc.  He  might  ha'  kept  this  now,  I  had  noo^ 
to  shew  for't,  __^ 

If  he  had  had  the  wit  to  have  gone  firom's  word : 
These  direct  men,  they  are  no  men  of  iuhion ; 
Talk  what  you  wiU,  this  is  a  very  smelt.       [1^ 


SCENE  III.— -4  Room  in  the  Hwm  oftk 

Surgeon. 

filter  LaowABDO,  with  the  Bargeaa. 
Leo,  Upon  your  art,  sir,   and  your  fcith  w 
assist  it,  ^ 

Shall  I  believe  you  then  his  wound's  not  mortal 
Surg,  Sir,  'tis  not  worth  your  question,  tea  yoar 

fear. 
Leo.  You  do  restore  me,  sir ;  I  pray  yoa  accept 
This  small  remembrance  of  a  fathers  thanks. 
For  so  assured  a  benefit. 
Surg.  Excuse  me  1 

Leo.  Sir,  I  can  spare  it,  and  must  not  be&erc 
But  that  your  fortune  may  receiTe't ;  eicqrt 
You'd  ha'  me  think  you  live  not  by  your  prtrtK*. 
Surg,  1  crave  your  pardon,  sir;  you  teach »« 
manners.  • 

Leo,  I  crave  your   tove  and   friendship;  awi  ; 

require, 
As  I  have  made  now  both  myself  and  tasiBes* 
A  portion  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring  me. 
Under  the  person  of  a  calTd  assistant. 
To  his  next  opening ;  where  I  may  but  see  lui»« 
And  utter  a  few  words  to  him  in  private, 
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And  yoa  will  merit  me  :  For  I  am  loth. 
Since  here  I  have  not  to  wpear  myself. 
Or  to  be  known  nnto  the  Governor, 
Or  make  a  tumult  of  my  purpose. 

Surg.  Neither 
I  hope  will  be  your  need,  sir :  I  shall  bring  you 
Both  there,  and  off  again,  without  the  hazard. 


SCENE  IV.— rAtf  Harbour. 

Enter  Phiuppo  and  Lbocadia. 

Phil.  Will  yon  not  hear  me  ? 

Leoe.  I  have  heard  so  much 
Will  keep  me  deaf  for  ever  !    No,  Marc-Antonio, 
After  thy  sentence,  I  may  hear  no  more  : 
Hum  hast  pronounced  me  dead  1 

Phii.  Appeal  to  Reason : 
She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grief, 
Which  rules  but  in  her  absence :  Hear  me  say 
A  sovereign  message  from  her,  which  in  duty, 
And  love  to  your  own  safety,  you  ought  hear. 
Why  do  you  strive  so  ?  whither  would  you  fly  ? 
Ton  cannot  wrest  yourself  away  frt)m  care, 
Ton  may  from  counsel ;  you  may  shift  your  place, 
But  not  your  person ;  and  another  dime 
Makes  you  no  other. 

l€oc.  Oh! 

Phil.  Far  passion*s  sake, 
(Which  I  do  serve,  honour,  and  love  in  you) 
if  yon  will  sigh,  sigh  here  ;  if  you  would  vary 
A  sigh  to  tears,  or  outcry,  do  it  here  1 
No  shade,  no  desart,  darlmess,  nor  the  grave. 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  tlum  I. 
Only  but  hear  me  speak  I 

Leoe»  What  would  you  say  ? 

PhiL  That  which  shall  raise  your  heart,  or  pull 
down  mine, 
Qniet  your  passion,  or  provoke  mine  own ; 
We  must  have  both  one  balsam,  or  one  wound. 
For  know,  loved  £ur,  since  the  first  providence 
Made  me  yonp  rescue,  I  have  read  you  through. 
And  with  a  wond'ring  pity  looked  on  you ; 
1  have  observed  the  method  of  your  blood. 
And  waited  on  it  even  with  sympathy 
Of  a  like  red  and  paleness  in  mine  own  ; 
I  knew  which   bluah  was  Anger's,  which  was 

Love's, 
Whidi  was  the  eye  of  Sorrow,  which  of  Truth  ; 
And  could  distinguish  honour  from  disdain 
In  every  change ;  and  you  are  worth  my  study. 
I  saw  your  Toluntary  misery 
Saatain'd  in  travel :  A  disguised  maid, 
Wearied  with  seeking,  and  with  finding  lost ; 
Neglected,  where  you  hoped  most,  or  put  by ; 
I  saw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  heart : 
And  though  it  were  my  sister  which  was  righted, 
Tet  being  by  your  wrong,  I  put  off  nature. 
Could  not  be  glad,  where  I  was  bound  to  triumph, 
My  care  for  you  so  drown'd  respect  of  her ; 
Nor  did  I  only  apprehend  your  bonds. 
But  studied  your  release ;  and  for  that  day 
Have  I  made  up  a  ransom,  brought  you  health, 
Preservative  'gainst  chance,  or  injury, 
Please  you  apply  it  to  the  grief ;  myself. 

Leoe.  Humh ! 

Phil.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  less  than  such  a  cure, 
Antonio  was  not ;  and,  'tis  possible, 
Philippo  may  succeed  :  My  blood  and  house 
Are  as  deep-rooted,  and  as  fairly  spread, 


As  Marc-Antonio's ;  and  in  that  all  seek. 
Fortune  hath  given  him  no  precedency : 
As  for  our  thuiks  to  Nature,  I  may  bum 
Incense  as  much  as  he ;  I  ever  durst 
Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  self-same  light 
At  any  feast,  or  triumph,  and  ne'er  cared 
Which  side  my  lady  or  her  woman  took 
In  their  survey ;  I  durst  have  told  my  tale  too. 
Though  his  discourse  new  ended. 

Leoe.  My  repulse 

Phil,  Let  not  that  torture  you,  which  makes  me 
happy; 
Nor  think  that  conscience.    Cur,  which   is    no 

shame  I 
'Twas  no  repulse ;  it  was  your  dowry  nther : 
For  then  methought  a  thousand  graces  met 
To  make  you  lovely,  and  ten  thousand  stories 
Of  constant  virtue,  which  you  then  out-reach'd. 
In  one  example  did  proclaun  you  rich  : 
Nor  do  I  think  you  wretched,  or  disgraced. 
After  this  suffering,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need ;  but  rather  know 
You  are  the  charge  and  business  of  those  powers, 
Who,  like  best  tutors,  do  inflict  hard  tasks 
Upon  great  natures,  and  of  noblest  hopes. 
Read  trivial  lessons,  and  half  lines  to  slugs ; 
They  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  mischance. 
Spend  more  than  ludf  their  age  in  ignorance. 

Leoe.  'Tis  well  you  think  so. 

Phil.  You  shall  think  so  too ; 
You  shall,  sweet  Leocadia,  and  do  so. 

Leoe.   Good  sir,  no  more!  you  have  too  fair 
a  shape 
To  play  so  foul  a  part  in  as  the  tempter : 
Say  that  I  could  make  peace  with  Fortune,  who, 
Who  should  absolve  me  of  my  tow  yet  ?  ha  ? 
My  contract  made  ? 

Phil,  Your  contract  ? 

Leoe,  Yes,  my  contract : 
Am  I  not  his  ?  his  wife  ? 

Phil.  Sweet,  nothing  less. 

Leoe.  I  have  no  name  then  ? 

Pfiil.  Truly  then,  you  have  not : 
How  can  you  be  his  wife,  who  was  before 
Another's  husband  ? 

Leoe.  Oh,  though  he  dispense 
With  his  faith  given,  I  cannot  with  mine. 

Phil.   You  do  mistake,  dear  soul ;  his  pre- 
contrikct 
Doth  annul  yours,  and  yon  have  given  no  faith 
That  ties  you  in  religion,  or  humanity ; 
You  rather  sin  against  that  greater  precept. 
To  covet  what's  another's  ;  sweet,  yon  do  : 
Believe  me,  who  dare  not  urge  diriionest  things  ! 
Remove  that  scruple  therefore,  and  but  take 
Your  dangers  now  into  your  judgment's  scale. 
And  weigh  them  with  your  safeties :  Think  but 

whither 
Now  you  can  go ;  what  you  can  do  to  live ; 
How  near  you  ha'  barred  all  ports  to  your  own 

succour. 
Except  this  one  that  I  here  open,  love. 
Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a  prey 
To  the  wild  lust  of  any,  who  would  look 
Upon  this  shape  like  a  temptation. 
And  think  you  want  the  man  you  personate ; 
Would  not  regard  this  shift,  which  love  put  on 
As  virtue  forc'd,  but  covet  it  like  vice ; 
So  should  you  live  the  slander  of  each  sex. 
And  be  the  child  of  error  and  of  shame  ; 
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And,  which  is  worse,  even  Marc- Antony 
Would  be  caird  just,  to  turn  a  wanderer  off, 
And  fame  report  you  worthy  hii  contempt ; 
Where,  if  you  make  new  choice,  and  settle  here, 
There  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood, 
Each  current  keeps  his  course,  and  all  suspicions 
Shall  return  honours.     Came  you  forth  a  maid? 
Go  home  a  wife  :  Alone  ?  and  in  disguise  ? 
Go  home  a  waited  Leocadia  : 
Go  home,  and,  by  the  virtue  of  that  charm. 
Transform  all  mischiefs,  as  yon  are  transform'd ; 
Turn  your  offended  father's  wrath  to  wonder, 
And  all  his  loud  grief  to  a  silent  welcome  ; 
Unfold  the  riddles  you  have  made.  What  say  yon  ? 
Now  is  the  time ;  delay  is  but  despair  ; 
If  you  be  chang'd,  let  a  kiss  tell  me  so !  IKiues  her. 
Leoc.  I  am ;  but  how,  I  rather  feel  than  know. 

Enter  Savcmio  carried,  Axphonso  and  Seryants. 

Sane.  Come,  sir ;  you  are  welcome  now  to  Bar- 
Take  off  my  hood.  [celona. 

Phii.  Who  be  these  ?     Stay,  let's  view  'em  ! 

Alph.  'Twas  a  long  journey;  are  you  not  weary, 
sir? 

Sane,   Weary?    I  could  have  rid  it  in  mine 

Leoc,  Alas  !  [armour. 

PhiL  What  ail  yon,  dear  ? 

Leoc,  It  is  my  father. 

PhU,  Your  father  ?  which  ? 

Leoc,  He  that  is  carried :  Oh, 
Let  us  make  hence  1 

PhU,  For  love's  sake,  good  my  heart  t 

Leoc.  Into  some  house,  before  he  see  me. 

PhU.  Dear, 
Be  not  thus  frighted. 

Leoc.  Oh,  his  wrath  is  tempest. 

PhU,  Sweet,  take  your  spirit  to  you,  and  stay. 
Be't  he, 
He  cannot  know  you  in  this  habit ;  and  me 
I'm  sure  he  less  knows,  for  he  never  saw  roe. 

jllph.  Ha  I  who  is  that  ?  my  son  Philippo ! 

PhU,  Sir! 

Alph,   Why,  what  make  you  here  ?     Is  this 
Salamanca  ? 
And  that  your  study  ?  ha  ? — Nay,  stay  him  too ; 
We'll  see  him,  by  his  leave.  IThep  hold  them. 

Serv,  You  must  not  strive,  sir. 

Alph,  No,  no ;  cone  near. 

Sano,  My  daughter  ?    Leocadia  ? 

Alph.  How,  sir  1  your  daughter  ? 

Sane,  Yes,  sir :  and  as  sure 
As  that's  your  son. — Come  hither  I-  What  now  ? 

run. 
Out  o'  your  sex  ?  breech'd  ?    Was  it  not  enough 
At  once  to  leave  thy  father,  and  thine  honour, 
Unless  thou  had'st  quit  thyself  too  ? 

PhU,  Sir,  what  fault 
She  can  be  urged  of,  I  must  take  on  me 
The  guilt  and  punishment. 

Sane,  You  must,  sir  ?     How 
If  you  shall  not,  though  you  must  ?     I  deal  not 
With  boys,  sir,  I :  You  have  a  father  here 
Shall  do  me  right. 

Alph,  Thou  art  not  mad,  Philippo  ? 
Art  diou  Marc- Antony,  son  to  Leonardo  ? 
Our  business  is  to  them.  [LaocADiA  eUpt  out. 

Sane.  No,  no,  no,  no  ! 
I'll  ha'  the  business  now,  with  you,  none  else. 
Pray  you  let's  speak  in  private. — Carry  me  to 
him.— 


Your  son's  the  ravisher,  sir ;  and  here  I  find  him. 
I  hope  you'll  give  me  cause  to  think  yon  noble, 
And  do  me  right,  with  your  sword,  sir,  as  becomes 
One  gentleman  of  honour  to  another : 
All  tMs  is  fair,  sir ;  here's  the  sea  §ut  by ; 
Upon  the  sands  we  will  determine. 
"Hs  that  I  call  yon  to  ;  let's  make  no  days  bn't; 
I'll  lead  your  way.~To  the  sea-side,  rssois  I 

Phi.  Sir, 
I  would  beseech  your  stay ;  he  may  not  foQov 
you. 

Sane.  No  ?— Turn.— I'll  kill  him  here  then.- 
Slaves,  rogues,  blocks. 
Why  do  you  not  bear  me  to  him  ?    Ha'  you  bees 
Acquainted  with  my  motions,  logs,  so  long, 
And  yet  not  know  to  time  'em  ? 

PhU,  Were  you,  sir. 
Not  impotent 

Alph,  Hold  you  your  peace,  boy ! 

Sano,  Impotent? 
'Death,  I'll  cut  his  throat  first,  and  then  his  ft- 
ther's. 

Alph,  You  must  provide  you  then  a  ihsrper 
razor 
Than  is  your  tongue ;  for  I  not  fear  your  swonL 

Sano.  'Heart,  bear  me  to  either  of  'em ! 

PhU.  Pray,  sir,  your  patience. 

Enter  Qoremar  and  Attendanti. 

Alph,  My  curse  light  on  thee,  if  thou  stay  him! 

PhU,  Hold! 

Gov,  Why,  what's  the  matter,  gentlemen?  what 
tumult 
Is  this  you  raise  i'  th'  street !  before  my  door  ? 
Know  you  what  'tis  to  draw  a  weapon  here ! 

Sane.  Yes,  and  to  use  it. — Bear  me  up  to  him, 
Thus,  at  a  traitor's  heart !  [rogues. 

Alph.  Truer  than  thine. 

Gov,  Strike,  strike;  some  of  the  people  disum 
Kill  'em  if  they  resist.  ['ca; 

PhU,  Nay,  generous  sir. 
Let  not  your  courtesy  turn  fury  now. 

Gov,  Lay  hold  upon  'em ;  take  away  their  vn- 
I  will  be  worth  an  answer,  ere  we  part.       [pooi ! 

PhU.  It  is  the  Governor,  sir. 

Alph,  I  yield  myself.  ZOivee  tn>  kit  mnrd. 

Sane.  My  sword  ?  What  think'st  thou  tf  me? 
pray  thee,  tell  me. 

1  Attend,  As  of  a  gentleman. 

Sano,  No  more  ? 

I  Attend,  Of  wortii. 
And  quality. 

Sane.  Aji  I  should  quit  my  sword, 
There  were  small  worth  or  quality  in  that,  fnoA ; 
Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  worth  and  quaUty, 
Than  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force  it,  I  say  I 

I  Attend.  The  Governor, 
You  hear,  commands. 

Sane,  The  Governor  shall  pardon  me. 

PhU,  How  !  Leocadia  gone  again  ? 

Sane.  He  shall,  friend, 
I'  th'  point  of  honour,  by  his  leave ;  to  tell  him:    | 
His  person  and  authority  I  acknowledge, 
And  do  submit  me  to  it ;  but  my  sword* 
He  shall  excuse  me,  were  he  fifteen  goveraofi ; 
That  and  I  dwell  together,  and  must  yet. 
Till  my  hands  part,  assure  him. 

Gov,  I  say,  force  it.    i«i»  fword  i$  iaItmAm  *-» 
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Sane.  Stay,  hear  me  1  Hast  thoa  erer  read  Ca- 
ranza? 
Undentandest  thoa  honour,  noble  GoTemor  ? 

Gov,  For  that  we'll  have  more  fit  dispute. 

Sane.  Your  name,  sir  ? 

Gov,  You  shall  know  that  too,  but  on  colder 
terms ; 
Your  blood  and  brain  are  now  too  hot  to  take  it. 

Sane.  Force  my  sword  from  me  ?    This  is  an 

Gov,  Bring  'em  away !  [affront. 

Sane.  You'U  do  me  reparation  ?  \,Exeunt. 

Enter  Philipfo. 

PhU.  I  haye  for  ever  lost  her,  and  am  lost, 
And  worthily ;  my  tameness  hath  undone  me  ! 
She  is  gone  hence,  ashamed  of  me;  yet  I  seek  her: 
Will  she  be  ever  found  to  me  again, 
^\liom  she  saw  stand  so  poorly,  and  dare  nothing 
In  her  defence  here,  when  I  should  have  drawn 
This  sword  out,  like  a  meteor,  and  have  shot  it 
In  both  our  parents'  eyes,  and  left  'em  blind 
Unto  their  impotent  angers  ?  Oh,  I  am  worthy. 
On  whom  this  loss  and  scorn  should  light  to  death ; 
Without  the  pity  that  should  wish  me  better, 
Either  alive,  or  in  my  epitaph.  {Exit. 


SCENE  V.—^  Room  in  the  Governor's  House. 
Enter  Lxonardo  and  MARC-Ajraomo. 

Leo.  Well,  son,  your  father  is  too  near  himself, 
And  hath  too  much  of  nature,  to  put  off 
Any  affection  that  belongs  to  you  : 
1  could  have  only  wish'd  you  had  acquainted 
Her  father,  whom  it  equally  concerns. 
Though  you'd  presumed  on  me;   it  might  have 
An  easier  gate  and  path  to  both  our  joys  :  [open'd 
For  though  I  am  none  of  those  flinty  fathers, 
That,  when  their  children  do  but  natural  things. 
Turn  rock  and  offence  straight,  yet,  Marc-Antonio, 
AH  are  not  of  my  quarry. 

Marc.  'Tis  my  fear,  sir  ; 
And  if  hereafter  I  should  e'er  abuse 
So  great  a  piety,  it  were  my  malice. 

Enter  Attendants. 

Attend.  We  must  entreat  you,  gentlemen,  to  take 
Another  room  ;  the  Governor  is  coming 
Here,  on  some  business. 

Enter  Govemor,  Sanchio  carried,  Airaonao,  and 

Attendants. 

Mare.  We  will  give  him  way. 
Sane,  I  will  have  right,  sir,  on  you  (that  believe,) 
If  there  be  any  marshal's  court  in  Spain. 
Gov.  For  that,  sir,  we  shall  talk. 
Sane.  Pox  !  do  not  slight  me, 
Though  I  am  without  a  sword. 
Gov.  Keep  to  your  chair,  sir. 
Sane.  Pox!    let  me  fall,  and  hurl  my  chair, 

slaves,  at  him ! 
Gov.  You  are  the  more  temper'd  man,  sir ;  let 
me  entreat 
Of  you,  the  manner  how  this  brawl  fell  out 
Alph,  Fell  out  ?  I  know  not  how,  nor  do  I  care 
much; 
But  here  we  came,  sir,  to  this  town  together. 
Both  in  one  business,  and  one  wrong,  engaged, 
To  seek  one  Leonardo,  an  old  Genoese— '- 
I  ha'  said  enough ;  there  I  would  you  more  ? — 
False  father 


Of  a  false  son,  call'd  Marc- Antonio, 
Who  had  stole  both  our  daughters  ;  and  which  fa- 
Conspiring  with  his  son  in  treachery,  [ther. 
It  seem'd,  to  fly  our  satisfaction, 
Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  town, 
Here  to  take  ship  for  Italy. 

Leo.  You  heard  IComet  forward. 

More  than  was  true  then,  by  the  fear,  or  falsehood : 
And  though  I  thought  not  to  reveal  myself 
(Pardon  my  manners  in't)  to  you,  for  some 
Important  reasons  ;  yet,  being  thus  character'd 
And  challenged,  know  I  dare  appear,  and  do, 
To  who  dares  threaten. 

Mare.  I  say  he  is  not  worthy 
The  name  of  man,  or  any  honest  preface. 
That  dares  report  or  credit  such  a  slander. 
Do  you,  sir,  say  it  ? 

Alph.  Sir,  I  do  say  it. 

Gov.  Hold  !— 
Is  this  your  father,  signor  Marc-Antonio  ? 
You  have  ill  requited  me,  thus  to  conceal  him 
From  him  would  honour  him,  and  do  him  service. 

Leo.  'Twas  not  his  fault,  sir. 

Enter  Eugenia. 

Eug.  Where's  my  lord  ? 

Gov.  Sweetheart ! 

Eug.  Know  you  these  gentlemen  ?  they  are  all 
the  fathers 
Unto  our  Mends. 

Gov.  So  it  appears,  my  dove. 

Sane,  Sir,  I  say  nothing :  I  do  want  a  sword  ; 
And  till  I  have  a  sword  I  wiU  say  nothing. 

Eug.  Good  sir,  command  these  gentlemen  their 
arms; 
Entreat  'em  as  your  friends,  not  as  your  prisoners. 
Where  be  their  swords  ? 

Gov.  Restore  each  man  his  weapon. 

Scnc.  It  seems  thou  hast  not  read  Caranza,  fel- 
I  must  have  reparation  of  honour,  [low  : 

As  well  as  this ;  I  find  that  wounded. 

Gov,  Sir, 
I  did  not  know  your  quality  ;  if  I  had, 
'Tis  like  I  should  have  done  you  more  respects. 

Sane.  It  is  sufficient,  by  Caranza's  rule. 

Eug.  I  know  it  is,  sir. 

Sane.  Have  you  read  Caranza,  lady  ? 

Eug.  If  you  mean  him  that  writ  upon  the  duel, 
He  was  my  kinsman. 

Sane.  Lady,  then  you  know. 
By  the  right  noble  writings  of  your  kinsman, 
My  honour  is  as  dear  to  me  as  the  king's. 

Eug.  *Tis  very  true,  sir. 

Sane.  Therefore  I  must  crave 
Leave  to  go  on  now  with  my  first  dependance. 

Eug.  What !  ha'  you  more  ? 

Gov.  None  here,  good  signor. 

Sane.  I  will  refer  me  to  Caranza  still. 

Eug.  Nay,  love,  I  pr'ythee  let  me  manage  this ! 
With  whom  is't,  sir  ? 

Sane.  With  that  false  man  Alphonso. 

Eug.  Why,  he  has  the  advantage,  sir,  in  legs. 

Sane.  But  I 
In  truth,  and  hand,  and  heart,  and  a  good  sword. 

Eug.  But  how  if  he  will  not  stand  you,  sir  ? 

Alph.  For  that. 
Make  it  no  question,  lady ;  I  will  stick 
My  feet  in  earth  down  by  him,  where  he  dare. 

Sane.  Oh,  Vould  thou  wouldst ! 

Alph.  I'Udoit! 
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Sane.  Let  me  Jobs  him. 
I  fear  thou  wilt  not  yet. 

Eug.  Whj,  gentlemen, 
If  jon'VL  proceed  according  to  Caranza, 
Methinks  an  easier  way  were  two  good  chairs  ; 
So  yon  would  be  content,  sir,  to  be  bound, 
'Cause  he  is  lame :  I'll  fit  you  with  like  weapons, 
Pistols  and  poniards,  and  even  end  it,  if 
The  difference  between  you  be  so  mortal 
It  cannot  be  ta'en  up. 

Sana.  Ta'en  up  ?  take  off 
This  head  first ! 

Alph.  Come,  bind  me  in  a  chair. 

IHe  it  hound  down, 

Eug.  Yes,  do. 

Gov.  What  mean  you,  doyeP 

Eug.  Let  me  alone ;-« 
And  set  'em  at  their  distance :  When  you  have 

done, 
Lend  me  two  poniards ;  I*U  hsTe  pistols  ready  ' 
Quickly.  lExU. 

Enter  Yanxno, 

PhU,  She  is  not  here. — Marc-Antonio, 
Saw  you  not  Leocadia  ? 

Marc.  Not  I,  brother. 

PhU.  Brother,  let's  speak  with  you.    You  were 
false  unto  her. 

Marc.  I  was,  but  hare  ask'd  pardon :  Why  do 
you  ui^  it  ? 

Phil.  You  were  not  worthy  of  her  I 

Marc.  May  be  I  was  not ; 
But  'tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  so. 

Phil.  "M-j  sister 
Is  not  so  fair 

Marc.  It  skills  not. 

PhU.  Nor  so  virtuous. 

Marc.  Yes,  she  must  be  as  virtuous. 

Phil.  Iwouldfidn 

Marc.  What,  brother  ? 

PhU.  Strike  you. 


Marc.  I  shall  not  bear  ititdua. 
Though  I  do  these  strange  words. 

PhU.  WiUyonnotkiUme? 

Mare.  For  what,  good  brother  ? 

PhU.  Why,  for  speaking  well 
Of  Leocadia. 

Marc.  No,  indeed. 

PhU.  Nor  ill 
OfTheodosia? 

Mare.  Neither. 

PhU.  Fare  you  well,  then ! 

Enter  BuosinA,  Lmcaima,  tumsoamA,  and  Berfant,  ma 

two  PiaioU. 

Eug.  Nay,  you  shall  have  as  noble  seconds  too 
As  ever  duellists  had.    Give  'em  tfaeir  weapons : 
Now,  Saint  lago ! 

Sane.  Are  they  chaiged  ? 

Eug.  Charged,  sir ! 
I  warrant  you. 

Alph.  'Would  they  were  well  discharged ! 

Sane.  I  like  a  sword  much  better,  I  confeis. 

Eug.  Nay,  wherefore  stay  you  ?   Shall  I  moid 
your  mark  ? 
Strike  one  another  thorough  these  ? 

PhU.  My  love  I 

Alph.  MyTheodosia! 

Sane.  I  ha'  not  the  heart 

Alph.  Nor  I. 

Eug.  Why,  here  is  a  dependence  ended. 
Unbind  that  gentleman. — Come,  take  here  to  you 
Your  sons  snd  daughters,  and  be  friends  !  A  feast 
Waits  you  within,  is  better  than  your  firay. — 
Lovera,  take  you  your  own ;  and  all  forbear, 
Under  my  roof,  either  to  blush  or  fear ! — 
My  love,  what  say  you  ?  could  Caransa  himself 
Carry  a  business  better  ? 

Gov.  It  is  well. 
All  are  content,  I  hope ;  and  we  well  eased. 
If  they,  for  whom  we  have  done  all  this,  be  pleased. 


THE    LOVERS'    PROGRESS. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Kino  or  Fbahcb. 

Clsahdjbr,  fftubaiui  to  Causta. 

LioiAiv,  Brother  to  Cauota.  in  love  with  Olikda. 

CLAitAwas,  Rival  to  Lioiah. 

DoBXLAVB,  Father  to  Lidian  and  Calibta,  a 

merrpoldMan, 
Lisaxobr,  Friend  to  Clsandbr,  and  Lover  to 

Causta. 
Alcidon,  Friend  to  Itmi ax. 
Bkbomtb,  Brother  to  Clbakdbb. 
laBMcaa,  a  noble  Courtier, 
LsoN,  a  Viilaint  Lover  qf  CLAxnmA. 
Malwokt,  a/ooli*h  Steteard  of  Clxambbb. 


Laitcblot,  /Servant  to  Lisandbr. 

Friar. 

Host's  Ghost. 

Chamberlaixu 

Jaspbr,  filervant  to  DoaiiAiffi. 

Servants. 

Cajuista,  a  virtuous  Ladp,  Wife  to  Clxahobr. 
OuNDA,  a  noble  Maid,  and  rich  Heir,  Mistreu 

to-LiDiAW  and  Claranob. 
CtARiNDA,  a  luitfvd  Wench,  CAiMftK*%  Waitinff- 

Woman, 


SCENE, — Paris,  and  the  meighboubino  Country. 


PROLOGUE. 


A  STORY,  and  a  known  one,  long  since  writ, 

(Truth  must  take  place)  and  by  an  able  wit ! 

(Fonl-moQth'd  detraction  daring  not  deny 

To  give  so  much  to  Fletcher's  memory ;) 

If  so,  some  may  object,  why  then  do  you 

Present  an  old  piece  to  us  for  a  new  ? 

Or  wherefore  will  your  profest  ¥rriter  be 

( Not  taxed  of  theft  before)  a  plagiary  ? 

To  this  he  answers  in  his  just  ddTence, 

And  to  maintain  to  all  our  innocence, 

Thus  much ;  though  he  hath  travelled  the  same  way. 

Demanding,  and  receiving  too  the  pay 


For  a  new  poem,  you  may  find  it  due. 
He  having  neither  cheated  us,  nor  you : 
He  vows,  and  deeply,  that  he  did  not  spare 
The  utmost  of  his  strengths,  and  his  best  care 
In  the  reviving  it ;  and  though  his  powers 
Could  not,  as  he  desired,  in  three  short  hours 
Contract  the  subject,  and  much  less  express 
The  changes,  and  the  various  passages 
That  will  be  looked  for,  you  may  hear  this  day 
Some  scenes  that  will  confirm  it  is  a  play. 
He  being  ambitious  that  it  should  be  known. 
What's  good  was  Fletcher's,  and  what  ill  his  own. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— Paris.    A  Room  in  the  Howe  cf 

Cleandsr. 

Enter  Laoir  and  Malfort. 


Malf,  And,  as  I  told  you, 

heon,  I  understand  you ; 
Clarinda's  still  perverse. 

Maif.  She's  worse ;  obdurate. 
Flinty,  relentless  ;  my  love-passions  jeered  at. 
My  prenents  scom'd ! 

Leon,  'Tis  strange,  a  waiting-woman, 
In  her  condition,  apt  to  yield,  should  hold  out, 
A  man  of  your  place,  reverend  beard  and  shape. 
Besieging  her. 

Malf,  You  might  add  too,  my  wealth. 
Which  she  contemns;  five  hundred  crowns  per 
annum,  [knows  it) 

(For  which  I  have  ventured  hard,  my  consdeace 


Not  thought  upon,  though  offer'd  for  a  jointure  ; 
This  chain,  which  my  lord's  peasants  worship, 

flouted; 
My  solemn  hum's  and  ha's,  the  servants  quake  at. 
No  rhetoric  with  her ;  every  hour  she  hangs  out 
Some  new  flag  of  defiance  to  torment  me : 
Last  Lent  my  lady  call'd  me  her  Poor-John, 
But  now  I  am  grown  a  walking  skeleton ; 
You  may  see  through  and  through  me. 

Leon,  Indeed  you  are 
Much  fiall'n  away. 

Maif,  I  am  A  kind  of  nothing, 
As  she  hath  made  me :  Love's  a  terrible  glister. 
And  if  some  cordial  of  her  favours  help  not, 
I  shall,  like  an  Italian,  die  backward. 
And  breathe  my  last  the  wrong  way. 

Leon.  As  I  live. 
You  have  my  pity :  but  this  is  cold  comfort. 
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And,  in  a  friend,  lip-physic  ;  and,  now  I  thinV  on't, 
I  should  do  more,  and  will,  so  you  deny  not 
Yourself  the  means  of  comfort. 

Malf,  I'll  be  hang*d  first : 
One  dram  oft,  I  beseech  you  ! 

Leon,  YodVe  not  jealous 
Of  any  man's  access  to  her  ? 

Malf,  I  would  not 
Receive  the  dor ;  but  as  a  bosom  friend 
You  shall  direct  me  ;  still  provided,  that 
I  understand  who  is  the  man,  and  what 
His  purpose  that  pleads  for  me. 

Leon.  By  all  means. 
First,  for  the  undertaker,  I  am  he  : 
The  means  that  I  will  practise,  thus 

Malf.  Pray  you  forward  I 

Leon,  You  know  your  lady,  chaste  Calista,  loves 

Malf,  Too  well ;  that  makes  her  proud,     [her. 

Leon.  Nay,  give  me  leave. 
This  beauteous  lady  (I  may  style  her  so. 
Being  the  Paragon  of  France  for  feature) 
Is  not  alone  contented  in  herself 
To  seem  and  be  good,  but  desires  to  make 
All  such  as  have  dependence  on  her  like  her : 
For  this,  Clarinda's  liberty*s  restrained, 
And  though  her  kinsman,  the  gate's  shut  against 
Now  if  you  please  to  make  yourself  the  door    [me : 
For  my  conveyance  to  her,  though  you  run 
The  hazard  of  a  check  for't,  'tis  no  matter. 

Malf.  It  being  for  mine  own  ends  ? 

Leon,  I'll  give  it  o'er, 
If  that  you  make  the  least  doubt  otherwise. 
Studying  upon't  ?  good  morrow  ! 

Ma^f.  Pray  you  stay,  sir  ! 
You  are  my  friend  :  yet,  as  the  proverb  says, 
'*  When  love  puts  in.  friendship  is  gone  :  "  Suppose 
You  should  yourself  affect  her  ? 

Leon,  Do  you  think 
1*11  commit  incest !  for  it  is  no  less, 
She  being  my  cousin-german.     Fare  you  well,  sir. 

Malf,  I  had  forgot  that ;  for  this  once,  forgive 
Only,  to  ease  the  throbbing  of  my  heart,        [me. 
(For  I  do  feel  strange  pangs)  instruct  me  what 
I  ou  will  say  for  me. 

Leon,  First,  I'll  tell  her  that 
She  hath  so  far  besotted  you,  that  you  have 
Almost  forgot  to  cast  account 

Malf,  Mere  truth,  sir. 

Leon.  That  of  a  wise  and  provident  steward,  you 
Are  tum'd  stark  ass. 

MaJlf,  Urge  that  point  home ;  I  am  so. 

Leon,  That  you  adore  the  ground  she  treads 
And  kiss  her  footsteps.  [upon, 

MaJf,  As  I  do  when  I  find 
Their  print  i'  th'  snow. 

Leon-  A  loving  fool ;  I  know  it, 
By  your  bloodless  frosty  lips.     Then,  having  re- 
lated 
How  much  you  suffer  for  her,  and  how  well 
You  do  deserve  it 

Malf,  How?  to  suffer? 

Iteon,  No,  sir; 
To  have  your  love  retum'd- 


Malf,  That's  good  ;  I  thank  you. 

Leon,  I  will  deliver  her  an  inventory 
Of  your  good  parts ;  as  this,  your  precious  nose, 
Dropping  affection ;  your  high  forehead,  reaching 
Almost  to  the  crown  of  your  head ;  your  slender 

waist, 
And  a  back  not  like  a  thresher^s,  but  a  bending 


And  court-like  back,  and  so  forth,  for  your  body. 
But  when  I  touch  your  mind,  (for  thai  most  take 

her, 
Since  your  outside  promises  little)  I'll  enlarge  it, 
Though  ne'er  so  narrow  ;  as,  your  arts  to  thriTC, 
Your  composition  with  the  cook  and  butler 
For  the  coney-skins  and  chippings ;  and  half  a 
With  all  the  under-officers  o'  th  house,        [share 
In  strangers'  bounties ;  that  she  shall  have  ^ 
And  you  as  'twere  her  bailiff. 

Ma^f,  As  I  will  be. 

Leon,  As  you  shall,  so  I'll  promise. — ^Then  your 
qualities ; 
As  playing  on  a  gittem,  or  a  Jew's  trump 

Malf  A  little  too  o'  th'  viol. 

Leon.  Fear  you  nothing. — 
Then  singing  her  asleep  with  curious  catehes 
Of  your  own  making ;  for,  aa  I  have  heard, 
You  are  poetical. 

Malf,  Something  given  that  way : 
Yet  my  works  seldom  thrive ;  and  die  main  reason 
The  poets  urge  for't  is,  because  I  am  not 
As  poor  as  they  are. 

Leon,  Very  likely.     Fetch  her. 
While  I  am  in  the  vein. 

Malf  'Tis  an  apt  time. 
My  lady  being  at  her  prayers. 

Leon,  Let  her  pray  on. 
Nay,  go ;  and  if,  upon  my  intercession, 
She  do  you  not  some  favour,  I'll  disclaim  her. 
I'll  ruminate  on't  the  while. 

Malf,  A.  hundred  crowns 

Is  your  reward. 

Leon,  Without  'em. — Nay,  no  trilling. 

lExU  MuMKt. 

That  this  dull  clod  of  ignorance  should  know 
How  to  get  money,  yet  want  eyes  to  see 
How  grossly  he's  abused,  and  wroaght  upon ! 
When  he  should  make  his  will,  the  rogue's  ton'd 

rampant. 
As  he  had  renew'd  his  youth.     A  handsome  wench 
Love  one  a  spital  whore  would  run  away  from? 
Well,  master  steward,  I  will  plead  for  you 
In  such  a  method,  as  it  shall  appear 
You  are  fit  to  be  a  property. 

Enter  Majlvort  and  ChAMxxvA. 

Malf,  Yonder  he  walks, 
That  Imows  my  worth  and  value,  though  yoo  scorn 

Clari,  If  my  lady  know  not  this  lii- 

Malf,  I'll  answer  it 
If  you  were  a  nun,  I  hope  your  oousin-german 
Might  talk  with  you  through  a  grate ;  but  yoa  are 

none, 
And  therefore  may  come  closer :  Ne'er  hang  off; 
As  I  live  you  shall  bill ;  you  may  salute  as  strangerv, 
Custom  allows  it. — ^Now,  now,  come  upon  her 

With  all  your  oratory,  tickle  her  to  the  quick, 
As  a  young  advocate  should,  and  leave  no  virtue 
Of  mine  unmention'd.     I'll  stand  centinel ; 
Nay,  keep  the  door  myself.  i^*^ 

Clari,  How  hava  you  work'd 
Thia  piece  of  motley  to  your  ends  ? 

Leon,  Of  that 
At  leisure,  mistress.  IKissi*^. 

Clari.  Lower ;  you  are  too  loud ; 
Though  the  fool  be  deaf,  some  of  the  boose  may 
hear  you. 

Leon,  Suppose  they  should,  I  am  a  genticDsn, 
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And  held  your  kinsman ;  under  that,  I  hope, 
I  may  be  free. 

Clari,  I  grant  it,  but  with  caution ; 
But  be  not  seen  to  talk  with  me  familiarly, 
But  at  fit  distance ;  or  not  seen  at  all, 
It  were  the  better :  Yon  know  my  lady's  humour ; 
She  is  all  honour,  and  composed  of  goodness. 
As  she  pretends ;  and  you  having  no  business. 
How  jealous  may  she  grow ! 

Leon.  I  will  be  ruled : 
But  you  have  promised,  and  I  must  enjoy  you. 

Ciati.  We  shall  find  time  for  that ;  you  are  too 
hasty: 
Make  yourself  fit.  and  I  shall  make  occasion ; 
Deliberation  makes  best  in  that  business, 
And  contents  every  way. 

Leon.  But  you  must  feed 
This  foolish  steward  witl^  some  shadow  of 
A  future  favour,  that  we  may  preserve  him 
To  be  our  instrument. 

Clari.  Hang  him ! 

Leon,  For  my  sake,  sweet  I 
I  undertook  to  speak  for  him  ;  any  bauble, 
Or  slight  employment  in  the  way  of  service, 
Will  feed  him  fat. 

Clari.  Leave  him  to  me. 

EnUr  Maltokt. 

Malf.  She  comes ! 
Mykdy! 

Clari.  I  will  satisfy  her. 

^faJf.  How  far 
Have  you  prevaird  ? 

Leon.  Observe. 

Clari.  Monsieur  Malfort, 
I  must  be  brief ;  my  cousin  hath  spoke  much 
In  your  behalf,  and  to  give  you  some  proof 
I  entertain  you  as  my  servant,  you 
Shall  have  the  grace 

Leon.  Upon  your  knee  receive  it 

Clari.  And  take  it  as  a  special  favour  firom  me — 
To  tie  my  shoe. 

Malf.  I  am  o'erjoy'd. 

Leon.  Good  reason. 

Clari.  You  may  come  higher  in  time. 

Enter  Calista. 

Leon.  No  more ;  the  lady  ! 

Malf.  She  frowns. 

Clari.  I  thank  you  for  this  visit,  cousin ; 
But,  vrithout  leave  hereafter  from  my  lady, 
I  dare  not  change  discourse  with  you. 

Malf.  Pray  you  take 
Year  morning's  draught. 

Leon.  I  thank  you : — Happiness 
Attend  your  honour ! 

[JSlrcunl  Lion  and  BfALroRT. 

Col.  Who  gave  warrant  to 
This  priyate  parle  ? 

Clari.  My  innocence ;  I  hope 
My  conference  with  a  kinsman  cannot  call 
Your  anger  on  me. 

Col.  Kinsman?    Let  me  have 
No  more  of  this,  as  you  desire  you  may 
Continue  mine  1 

Clari.  Why,  madam,  under  pardon. 
Suppose  him  otherwise ;  yet,  coming  in 
A  lawful  way,  it  is  excusable. 

Col.  How's  this? 

Clari.  I  grant  you  are  made  of  pureness. 
And  that  your  tenderness  of  honour  holds 


The  sovereignty  o'er  your  passions :  Yet  yon  have 

A  noble  husband  with  allow'd  embraces 

To  quench  lascivious  fires,  should  such  fame  in  you. 

As  I  must  ne'er  believe.     Were  I  the  wife 

Of  one  that  could  but  zany  brave  Cleander, 

Even  in  his  least  perfections,  (excuse 

My  o'er  bold  inference)  I  should  desire 

To  meet  no  other  object. 

Col,  You  grow  saucy  ! 
Do  I  look  further  ! 

Clari.  No,  dear  madam  ;  and 
It  is  my  wonder,  or  astonishment  rather, 
You  could  deny  the  service  of  Lisander ; 
A  man  without  a  rival,  one  the  king 
And  kingdom  gazes  on  with  admiration, 
For  all  the  excellences  a  mother  could 
Wish  in  her  only  son. 

Col.  Did  not  mine  honour 
And  obligation  to  Cleander,  force  me 
To  be  dcAf  to  his  complaints  ? 

Clari.  "Tib  true  ;  but  yet 
Your  rigour  to  command  him  firom  your  presence 
Argued  but  small  compassion ;  the  groves 
Witness  his  grievous  sufferings ;  your  fiur  name 
Upon  the  rind  of  every  gentle  poplar, 
And  amorous  myrtle,  (trees  to  Venus  sacred,) 
With  adoration  carved,  and  kneel'd  unto. 
This  you,  unseen  of  him,  both  saw  and  heard 
Without  compassion  ;  and  what  received  he 
For  his  true  sorrows,  but  the  heavy  knowledge 
That  twas  your  peremptory  will  and  pleasure, 
Howe'er  my  lord  lived  in  him,  he  should  quit 
Your  sight  and  house  for  ever  ? 

Col.  I  confess 
I  gave  him  a  strong  potion  to  work 
Upon  his  hot  blood,  and  I  hope  'twill  cure  him  r 
Yet  I  could  wish  the  cause  had  concem'd  others, 
I  might  have  met  his  sorrows  with  more  pity ; 
At  least,  have  lent  some  counsel  to  his  miseries. 
Though  now,  for  honour  sake,  I  must  forget  him, 
And  never  know  the  name  more  of  Lisander ; 
Yet  in  my  justice  I  am  bound  to  grant  him. 
Laying  his  love  aside,  most  truly  noble : 
But  mention  him  no  more.     This  instant  hour 
My  brother  Lidian,  new  retum'd  firom  travel. 
And  his  brave  friend  Clarange,  long  since  rivals 
For  fair  and  rich  Olinda,  are  to  hear 
Her  absolute  determination,  whom 
She  pleases  to  elect.     See  all  things  ready 
To  entertain  'em ;  and,  on  my  displeasure. 
No  more  words  of  Lisander ! 

Clari.  She  endures 
To  hear  him  named  by  no  tongue  but  her  own : 
Howe'er  she  carries  it,  I  know  she  loves  him. 

lExU, 

Col,  Hard  nature,  hard  condition  of  poor  wo- 
men, 
That,  where  we  are  most  sued  to,  we  must  fly  most  I 
The  trees  grow  up,  and  mix  together  fireely. 
The  oak  not  envious  of  the  sailing  cedar. 
The  lusty  vine  not  jealous  of  the  ivy 
Because  she  clips  the  elm ;  the  flowers  shoot  up. 
And  wantonly  kiss  one  another  hourly. 
This  blossom  glorying  in  the  other's  beauty. 
And  yet  they  smeU  as  sweet,  and  look  as  lovely : 
But  we  are  tied  to  grow  alone.     Oh,  honour. 
Thou  hard  law  to  our  lives,  chain  to  our  freedom  I 
He  that  invented  thee  had  many  curses. 
How  is  my  soul  divided  I     Oh,  Cleander, 
My  best-deserving  husband  1     Oh,  Lisander^ 
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The  traest  lover  that  e'er  sacrificed 

To  Cupid  against  Hymen  !    Oh,  mine  honour, 

A  tyrant,  yet  to  be  obey'd !  and  'tit 

But  justice  we  should  thy  strict  laws  endure, 

Since  our  obedience  to  thee  keeps  us  pure.    C£r<t. 


SCENE  II. — Another  Apartment  in  the  same. 
Enter  Clkandui,  Ltoiak,  and  Clahavob. 

Cle.  How  insupportable  the  difference 
Of  dear  friends  is,  the  sorrow  that  I  feel 
For  my  lisander's  absence  (one  that  stamps 
A  reverend  print  on  friendship)  does  assure  me. 
You  are  rivals  for  a  lady,  a  fair  lady  ; 
And,  in  the  acquisition  of  her  favours, 
Hazard  the  cutting  of  that  gordian  knot 
From  your  first  childhood  to  this  present  hour, 
By  all  the  ties  of  love  and  amity  fastened. 
I  am  blest  in  a  wife  (Heaven  make  me  thankful  I) 
Inferior  to  none,  sans  pride  I  speak  it ; 
Yet  if  I  were  a  freeman,  and  could  purchase 
At  any  rate  the  certainty  to  enjoy 
Lisander's  conversation  while  I  lived, 
(Forgive  me,  my  CaUsta,  and  the  sex !} 
I  never  would  seek  change. 

LuL  My  lord  and  brother, 
I  dare  not  blame  your  choice,  Lisander's  worth 
Being  a  mistress  to  be  ever  courted ; 
Nor  shall  our  equal  suit  to  foir  Olinda 
Weaken,  but  add  strength  to  our  true  affection, 
With  zeal  so  long  continued. 

Clara,  When  we  know 
Whom  she  prefiers,  as  she  can  chuse  but  one, 
By  our  so-long-tried  friendship  we  have  vowed 
The  other  shall  desist. 

Cle,  'Tis  yet  your  purpose ; 
But  how  this  resolution  will'hold 
In  him  that  is  refused,  is  not  alone 
Doubtful,  but  dangerous. 

Enter  Mai^wowt, 

Malf,  The  rich  heir  is  come,  sir. 

Cle.  Madam  Olinda? 

Ma^f,  Yes,  sir ;  and  makes  choice, 
After  some  little  conference  with  my  lady, 
Of  this  room  to  give  answer  to  her  suitors. 

Cle.  Already  lK)th  look  pale,  between  your  hopes 
To  win  the  prize,  and  your  despair  to  lose 
What  you  contend  for. 

Lid.  No,  sir ;  I  am  armed. 

Clara.  I  confident  of  my  interest 

Cle.  I'll  believe  you 
When  you've  endured  the  test. 

Enter  Caluta,  Olinda,  and  Clamnoa. 

Malf.  Is  not  your  garter 
Untied  ?    You  promised  that  I  should  grow  higher 
In  doing  you  service. 

Clari.  Fall  off,  or  you  lose  me !     {Exit  Malfort. 

Cle.  Nay,  take  your  place;  no  Paris  now  sits 
On  the  contending  goddesses :  You  are        [jv<^£)C 
The  deity  that  must  make  curst,  or  happy, 
One  of  your  languishing  servants. 

O/tn.  I  thus  look 
With  equal  eyes  on  both ;  either  deserves 
A  fairer  fortime  than  they  can  in  reason 
Hope  for  from  me  :  From  Lidian  I  expect. 
When  I  have  made  him  mine,  all  pleasures  that 
The  sweetness  of  his  manners,  youth,  and  virtues. 
Can  give  assurance  of :  But  turning  thia  way 


To  brave  Clarangiy  in  hia  ftoe  appears     • 
A  kind  of  majesty  which  should  command. 
Not  sue  for  fiivonr.    If  the  fairest  lady 
Of  France,  set  forth  with  nature's  beat  endowmenis, 
Nay,  shoidd  I  add  a  princess  of  the  blood. 
Did  now  lay  daim  to  either  for  a  husband. 
So  vehement  my  affection  is  to  both. 
My  envy  at  her  happiness  would  kill  me. 

Cle.  The  strangest  love  I  ever  heard ! 

Cal.  You  can 
Eiqoy  but  one. 

Ciari,  The  more,  I  say,  the  merrier.        [Ande. 

Olin.  Witness  these  tears  I  love  botb,  as  I  know 
You  bum  with  equal  flames,  and  so  affect  me ; 
Abundance  makes  me  poor ;  such  is  the  hard 
Condition  of  my  fortune.    Be  your  own  judges ; 
If  I  should  favour  both,  'twill  taint  my  honour, 
And  that  before  my  life  I  must  prefer : 
If  one  I  lean  to,  the  other  is  disvalued ; 
You  are  fiery  both,  and  love  will  make  you  warmer. 

Clari,  The  warmer  still  the  fitter.  You're  a  fool, 
lady.  lAtidt. 

OUn.  To  what  may  love,  and  the  devil  jealousy, 
spur  you. 
Is  too  apparent ;  my  name's  called  in  question ; 
Your  swords  fly  out,  your  angers  range  at  laige : 
Then  what  a  murder  of  my  modesty  foUowa ! 

Clari.  Take  heed  of  that  by  any  means. — Oh, 
innocent ;  ZAside. 

That  will  deny  a  blessing  when  'tis  offer'd ! 
Would  I  were  murderM  so,  I  would  thank  my 

Cle,  What  pause  you  on  ?  [modesty. 

0/tft.  It  is  at  length  resolved. 

Clara.  We  are  on  the  rack ;  uncertain  expec- 
The  greatest  torture  !  [tation 

Lul.  Command  what  you  please. 
And  you  shall  see  how  vnllingly  we  will  execute. 

Olin.  Then  hear  what,  for  your  satiafaction. 
And  to  preserve  your  friendship,  I  resolve 
Against  myself;  and  'tis  not  to  be  alter'd : 
You  are  both  brave  gentlemen,  I'll  still  proficss  it. 
Both  noble  servants,  for  whose  gentle  offers 
The  undeserving  and  the  poor  Olinda 
Is  ever  bound  ;  you  love  both,  fair  and  virtuously ; 
'Would  I  could  be  so  happy  to  content  both  ! 
Which,  since  I  cannot,  take  this  resolute  answer : 
Go  from  me  both  contentedly,  and  he 
That  last  makes  his  return,  and  comes  to  viiit. 
Comes  to  my  bed.    You  know  my  will ;  foreweD ! 
My  heart's  too  big  to  utter  more. — Come,  friend ! 

Cal.  1*11  wait  on  you  to  your  ooadi. 

lExeunt  Ouitda,  Causca,  mmd  CtAaanu. 

Cle,  You  both  look  blank ; 
I  cannot  blame  you. 

Lid.  We  have  our  dispatches. 

Clara,  I'll  home. 

Lid.  And  I'll  abroad  again :  Farewdl  I 

Clara.  Farewell  to  ye ! 

lEjteunt  CuuuNeB  and  Laux  aneranp- 

Cle.  TTheir  blunt  departure  troubles  me :  I  fear, 
A  sudden  and  a  dangerous  division 
Of  their  long  love  iriU  follow. 

Enter  Casimta, 

Have  you  took 
Your  leave  of  feir  Olinda  ! 

Cal.  She  is  gone,  sir. 

Cle,  Had  you  brought  news  Tiiinfer  were  re- 
turned too, 
I  were  most  happy. 

Cal,  Still  upon  Lisandflr? 
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Cle,  I  know  he  loTes  me,  aa  he  loves  hi*  health ; 
And  HeaTen  knows  I  love  him. 

Co/.  I  find  it  so ; 
For  me  you  have  forgot,  and  what  I  am  to  yon. 

Cie,  Oh,  think  not  so.    If  you  had  lost  a  sister 
Yon  lock'd  all  your  delights  in,  it  would  gtiere  you ; 
A  little  you  would  wander  from  the  fondness 
You  owed  your  husband :  I  have  lost  a  friend, 
A  noble  friend ;  .all  that  was  excellent 
In  man,  or  mankind,  was  contained  within  him. 
That  loss,  my  wife— - 

RnUr  BCalfort. 


! 


Malf.  Madam,  your  noble  father 

A  fee  for  my  good  news  ! 

Cal.  Why,  what  of  him,  sir  ? 

Mai.  Is  lighted  at  the  door,  and  longs  to  see  you. 

Cal,  Attend  him  hither. 

Cle,  Oh,  my  dear  Lisander  I 
But  1*11  be  merry.    Let's  meet  him,  my  Caliata. 

Co/.  I  hope  Lisander's  love  will  now  be  buried : 
My  father  will  bring  joy  enough  for  oqe  month, 
To  put  him  out  of  his  memory. 

Ailer  DoBUJius :  hi»  arm  la  a  Scarf. 

Dor,  How  do  you,  son  ? 
Bless  my  fidr  child  !  I  am  come  to  visit  you. 
To  see  what  house  you  keep ;  they  say  you  are 

bountiful; 
I  like  the  noise  well,  and  I  come  to  try  it. 
Ne'er  a  great  belly  yet  ?  How  have  you  trifled  ! 
If  I  had  done  so,  son,  I  should  have  heard  on't 
On  both  sides,  by  saint  Dennis ! 

CU,  You  are  nobly  welcome,  sir  1 
We  haye  time  enough  for  that 

Dor,  See  how  she  blushes ; 
*Tt6  a  good  sign,  you'll  mend  your  fault     How 
My  good  Calista  ?  [dost  thou, 

Cal,  WeU,  now  I  see  you,  sir ; 
I  hope  you  bring  a  frnitfulness  along  with  you. 

I>or,  Good  luck,  I  never  miss ;  I  was  ever  good 
at  it: 
Your  mother  groaned  fbr't,  wench ;  so  did  some 
But  I  durst  never  telL  [other, 

CaL  How  does  your  arm,  sir? 

Cle,  Have  you  been  let  blood  of  late  ? 

I}or,  Against  my  will,  sir. 

Cal.  A  fall,  dear  father? 

I>or.  No,  a  gun,  dear  daughter ; 
Two  or  three  guns ;  I  have  one  here  in  my  buttock, 
'Twould  trouble  a  surgeon's  teeth  to  pull  it  out 

Cal,  Oh,  me !  oh,  me  j 

Dor.  Nay,  if  you  fidl  to  fainting, 
"Hs  time  for  me  to  trudge :  Art  such  a  coward, 
At  the  mere  name  of  hurt  to  change  thy  colour  ? 
I  have  been  shot  that  men  might  see  clean  through 
And  yet  I  fainted  not.    Besides  myself,  [me, 

Here  are  an  hospital  of  hurt  men  for  you. 

Enter  JAOPmH  and  other  Senrants,  wounded  in  teveral 

placet. 

Cle.  What  should  this  wonder  be  ? 

Cal.  I  am  amazed  at  it. 

Dor,  What  think  ye  of  these  ?  they  are  every 

one  hurt  soundly, 
Hurt  to  the  proof;  they  are  through  and  through, 

I  assure  ye ; 
And  that's  good  game;  they  scorn  your  paling 

scratches. 
Cai.  Who  did  this,  sir? 
Dor,  Leave  crying,  and  I'll  tell  you ; 


And  get  your  plaisters,  and  your  warm  stupes 

ready: 
Have  you  ne'er  a  shepherd  that  can  tar  us  over  ? 
'Twill  prove  a  business  else,  we  are  so  many. 
Coming  to  see  you,  I  was  set  upon, 
I  and  my  men,  as  we  were  singing  frolidy ; 
Not  dreaming  of  an  ambush  of  baoe  rogues, 

Set  on  i'  th'  forest,  I  have  forgot  the  name 

Cle,  'Twizt  this  and  Fontainebleau  ?  in  the  wild 

forest? 
Dor,  The  same,  the  same,  in  that  accursed  forest, 
Set  on  by  villains,  that  make  boot  of  all  men  ; 
The  peers  of  France  are  piUage  there.    They  shot 

at  us, 
Hurt  us,  unhorsed  us,  came  to  the  sword,  there 

plied  us. 
Oppressed  us  with  fresh  multitudes,  fresh  shot 

still; 
Rogues  that  would  hang  themselves  for  a  fresh 

doublet, 
And  for  a  scarlet  cassock  kill  their  fathers  I 
Cle.  Lighted  you  among  theae  ? 
Dor,  Among  these  muiderers 
Our  poor  bloods  were  engaged;  yet  we  struck 

bravely. 
And  more  than  once  or  twice  we  made  them  shun 

us. 
And  shrink  their  rugged  heads ;  but  we  were  hurt 

aU. 
Cle,  How  came  you  off?  for  I  even  long  to  hear 

that 
Dor.  After  our  prayers  made  to  Heaven  to  help 
Or  to  be  merciful  unto  our  souls,  [us, 

So  near  we  were — Alas,  poor  wench,  wipe,  wipe ! 
See,  Heaven  sends  remedy. 

Cal.  I  am  glad  'tis  come,  sir ; 
My  heart  was  even  a-bleeding  in  my  body. 
Dor,  A    curl'd-hair   gentleman    stepp'd  in,   a 

stranger ; 
As  he  rode  by,  belike  he  heard  our  bickering, 
Saw  our  distresses,  drew  his  sword,  and  proved 
He  came  to  execute,  and  not  to  argue. 
Lord,  what  a  light'ning  methought  flew  about  him. 
When  he  once  tossed  hb  blade !  In  face  Adonis, 
While  peace  inhabited  between  his  eye-brows  ; 
But  when  his  noble  anger  stirr'd  his  mettle. 
And  blew  his  fiery  parts  into  a  flame, 
like  Pallas,  when  she  sits  between  two  armies, 
Viewing  with  horrid  brows  their  sad  events. 
Such  then  he  looked,  and  as  her  shield  had  armed 

him. 
Cal.  This  man,  sir,  were  a  friend  to  give  an  age 
This  gentleman  I  must  love  naturally ;  [for. 

Nothing  can  keep  me  off.     I  pray  you  go  on,  sb. 
Dor.  1  will,  for  now  you  please  me.    This  brave 
This  bud  of  Mars,  (for  yet  he  is  no  riper)       [youth. 
When  once  he  had  drawn  blood,  and  fleshed  his 
Fitted  his  manly  metal  to  his  spirit,  [sword, 

How  he  bestirred  him  I  what  a  lane  he  made. 
And  throagh  their  fiery  bullets  thrust  securely, 
The  hardened  villains  wond'ring  at  his  confidence  1 
Lame  as  I  was,  I  followed,  and  admired  too, 
And  stirred,  and  laid  about  me  with  new  spirit ; 
My  men  too  with  new  hearts  thrust  into  action, 
And  down  the  rogues  went. 
Cle,  I  am  struck  with  wonder  I 
Dor.  Remember  but  the  story  of  strong  Hector, 
When  Uke  to  light'ning  he  broke  throagh  his  van- 

gTiard, 
How  the  Greeks  frighted  ran  away  by  troops, 
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And  trod  down  troops  to  save  their  lives  ;  so  this 

man 
Dispersed  these  slaves :  Had  they  been  more  and 

mightier, 
He  had  come  off  the  greater  and  more  wonder. 

Cle.  Where  is  the  man»  good  sir,  that  we  may 
honour  him  ? 

CaL  That  we  may  fall  in  superstition  to  him. 

Dor,  1  know  not  that ;  from  me  he  late  departed, 
But  not  without  that  pious  care  to  see  safe 
Me,  and  my  weak  men  lodged,  and  dressed.    I 

urged  him 
First  hither,  that  I  might  more  freely  thank  him : 
He  told  me  he  had  business,  craved  my  pardon, 
Business  of  much  import. 

Cle.  Know  you  his  name  ? 

J)or»  That  he  denied  me  too  ;  a  vow  had  barred 
him. 

CaL  In  that  he  was  not  noble  to  be  nameless. 

Dor,  Daughter,  you  must  remember  him  when 
And  in  a  noble  sort  requite  his  piety !      [  I  am  dead, 
'Twas  his  desire  to  dedicate  this  service 
To  your  fair  thoughts. 

Col.  He  knows  me  then  ? 

Dor.  I  named  you, 
And  named  you  mine :  I  think  that's  all  his  know- 

Cle,  No  name  ?  no  being  ?  [ledge. 

Co/.  Now  I  am  mad  to  know  him ! 
Saving  mine  honour,  anything  I  had  now, 

But  to  enjoy  his  sight,  but  his  bare  picture 

Make  me  his  saint  ?     I  must  needs  honour  him. 

Jatp.  I  know  hia  name. 


Cai.  Thereat  thy  reward  for't ;  speak  it. 

Jasp.  His  man  told  me ;  bat  he  desired  my 
silence. 

Cai,  Ob,  Jasper,  speak  1  'tis  thy  good  master's 
cause  too: 
We  all  are  bound  in  gratitude  to  compel  thee. 

Ja$p.  Lisander  ?  yes,  I  am  sure  it  wasLisander. 

Cal.  Lisander?  'twas  Lisander. 

Cls,  *Ti8  Lisander. 
01^  my  base    thoughts,  my  wicked !    to  make 

question 
This  act  could  be  another  man's !  'tis  lisuder. — 
A  handsome-timber'd  man  ? 

Jasp,  Yes. 

Cle.  My  Lisander ! 
Was  this  friend's  absence  to  be  mourned  ? 

Cal.  I  grant  it ; 
I'll  mourn  his  going  now,  and  mourn  it  serioosly. 
When  you  weep  for  him,  sir,  I'll  bear  you  oom- 
That  so  much  honour,  so  much  honesty,       rp*"7* 
Should  be  in  one  man,  to  do  things  thus  bravely ! 
Make  me  his  saint  ?  to  me  give  tids  brave  aernoe  ? 
What  may  I  do  to  recompense  his  goodness  ? 
I  cannot  tell. 

Cle.  Come,  or,  I  know  you  are  sickly  i 
So  are  your  men. 

Dor,  I  must  confess  I  am  weak. 
And  fitter  for  a  bed  than  long  discourses : 
You  shall  hear  to-morrow. — ^To-morrow Pro- 

Cle.  Lisander  !  [vide  snrgeofns. 

Cal.  What  new  fire  is  this  ?  Lisander !  iEsimmt. 
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SCENE  l.^Be/ore  the  Iloute  o/Claranob. 
Enter  Lisandsr  and  hAVCKurr, 

Lis.  Pr'ythee,  good  Lancelot,  remember  that 
Thy  master's  life  is  in  thy  trust ;  and  therefore 
Be  very  careful. 

Lan.  I  will  lose  mine  own, 
Rather  than  hazard  yours. 

Lis.  Take  what  disguise 
You  in  your  own  discretion  shall  think  fittest. 
To  keep  yourself  unknown. 

Lan,  I  warrant  you  ; 
'Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  gone  invisible  : 
I  am  as  fine  a  fairy  in  a  business 
Concerning  night-work 

Lis.  Leave  your  vanities. 
With  this  purse  (which  delivered,  you  may  spare 
Your  oratory)  convey  this  letter  to 
Calista's  woman. 

Lan.  'Tis  a  handsome  girl ; 
Mistress  Clarinda. 

Lis.  I  have  made  her  mine. 
You  know  your  work. 

Lan.  And  if  I  aweat  not  in  it, 
At  my  return  discard  me.  iExU. 

Lis.  Oh,  CaUata  I 
The  fairest,  cruellest— 

SnUr  Clabanos. 

Clara.  So  early  stirring  ? 
A  good  day  to  you  ! 
Lis»  I  was  viewing,  sir,. 


The  site  of  your  house,  and  the  handsomeness 

about  it : 
Believe  me  it  stands  healthfully  and  sweetly. 

Clara,  The  house  and  master  of  it  really 
Are  ever  at  your  service. 

Lis.  I  return  it : 
Now,  if  you  please,  go  forward  in  your  story 
Of  your  dear  friend  and  mistress. 

Clara.  I  will  tell  it, 
And  tell  it  short,  because  'tis  breakfast  time. 
And  (love's  a  tedious  thing  to  a  quick  stomach) 
You  eat  not  yester-night 

Lis.  I  shall  endure,  sir. 

Clara.  Myself  and  (as' I  then  delivered  to  yoo.^ 
A  gentleman  of  noble  hope,  one  Lidian, 
Both  brought  up  from  our  infancy  together. 
One  company,  one  friendship,  and  one  exercise 
Ever  affecting,  one  bed  holding  us. 
One  grief  and  one  joy  parted  still  between  as. 
More  than  companions,  twins  in  all  our  actions. 
We  grew  up  till  we  were  men,  held  one  heart  still : 
Time  call'd  us  on  to  arms,  we  were  one  soldier. 
Alike  we  sought  our  dangers  and  our  hononrsy 
Gloried  alike  one  in  another's  nobleness : 
When  arms  had  made  us  fit,  we  were  one  lovett 
We  loved  one  woman,  loved  without  division. 
And  wooed  a  long  time  with  one  fair  affectioa ; 
And  she,  as  it  appears,  loves  us  alike  too. 
At  length,  considering  what  onr  love  mast  grow 

to 
And  covet  in  the  end,  this  one  was  parted ; 
Rivals  and  honours  xnake  men  stand  at  di^aaoe. 
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We  then  wooed  with  advantage,  but  were  friends 
Saluted  fairly,  kept  the  peace  of  love ;  [still, 

We  could  not  bo&  enjoy  the  lady's  favour, 
W^ithout  some  scandal  to  her  reputation  ; 
We  put  it  to  her  choice  ;  this  was  her  sentence, 
"  To  part  both  from  her,  and  the  last  returning 
Should  be  her  lord ;''  we  obey'd ;  and  now  you 

know  it : 
And,  for  my  part,  (so  truly  I  am  touched  with*t) 
I  will  go  far  enough,  and  be  the  last  too. 
Or  ne'er  return. 

LtM.  A  sentence  of  much  cruelty. 
Bat  mild,  o>mpared  with  what's  pronounced  on  me. 
Our  loving  youth  is  bom  to  many  miseries. — 
What  is  that  Lidian,  pray  you  ? 

Clara.  Calista's  brother. 
If  ever  you  have  heard  of  that  fair  lady. 

Lis,  I  have  seen  her,  sir. 

Clara.  Then  you  have  seen  a  wonder. 

Lit.  I  do  confess.  Of  what  years  is  this  Lidian  ? 

Clara.  About  my  years  ;  there  is  not  much  be- 

Lis.  I  long  to  know  him.  [tween  us. 

Clara.  'Tis  a  virtuous  longing : 
As  many  hopes  hang  on  his  noble  head, 
As  blossoms  on  a  bough  in  May,  and  sweet  ones. 

Lis.  You're  a  fair  story  of  your  friend. 

Clara.  Of  truth,  sir.— 

Enter  a  Bemnt. 
Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Serv.  There  is  a  gentleman 
At  door  would  speak  with  you  on  private  business. 

Clara.  With  me  ? 

Srrv.  He  says  so,  and  brings  haste  about  him. 

Clara.  Wait  on  him  in.  LExit  Servant. 

Lis.  I  will  retire  the  while,  to  the  next  room. 

lExit, 

Clara.  We  shall  not  long  disturb  you. 

Enter  AhcnxM. 

Ale.  Save  you,  sir  I 

Clara,  The  like  to  you,  fair  sir  !  Pray  you  come 
near. 

Ale.  Pray  you  instruct  me,  for  I  know  you  not : 
With  monsieur  Clarang^  I  would  speak. 

Clara.  I  am  he,  sir : 
You  are  nobly  welcome.     I  wait  your  business. 

Ak.  This  will  inform  you. 

{Qives  him  a  Letter^  which  he  reads. 

Clara.  Will  you  please  to  sit  down  ? 
He  shall  command  me,  sir ;  I'll  wait  upon  him 
Within  this  hour. 

Ale.  You  are  a  noble  gentleman. 
Will't  please  you  bring  a  friend  ?  we  are  two  of  us. 
And  pity  either,  sir,  should  be  unfumish'd. 

Clara.  I  have  none  now  ;  and  the  time's  set  so 
Twill  not  be  possible.  [short. 

Ale.  Do  me  the  honour  : 
1  know  you  are  so  full  of  brave  acquaintance, 
And  worthy  friends,  you  cannot  want  a  partner  ; 
I  would  be  loth  to  stand  still,  sir.     Besides, 
You  know  the  custom  and  the  vantage  of  it, 
If  yon  come  in  alone. 

Clara.  And  I  must  meet  it. 

Ale.  Send ;  we'll  defer  an  hour,  let  us  be  equal : 
Games  won  and  lost  on  equal  terms  shew  fairest. 

Clara.  'Us  to  no  purpose  to  send  any  whither. 
Unless  men  be  at  home  by  revelation. 
So  please  you  breathe  a  while,  when  I  have  done 

with  him 
You  may  be  exercised  too  :  I'U  trouble  no  man. 

roL.  II. 


Enter  Lisawdbk. 

Lis.  They  are  very  loud. — ^Now,  what's  the  news  ? 

Clara.  I  must  leave  you, 
Leave  you  a  while ;  two  hours  hence  I'll  return, 
friend. 

Lis.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Clara.  A  little  business. 

Lis.  An't  be  but  a  little,  you  may  take  me  with 
you. 

Clara.  'Twill  be  a  trouble  to  you. 

Lis.  No,  indeed ; 
To  do  you  service  I  account  a  pleasure. 

Clara.  I  must  alone. 

Lis.  Why  ? 

Clara.  'Tis  necessity. 
Before  you  pass  the  walks,  and  back  again, 
I  will  be  with  you. 

Lis.  If  it  be  not  unmannerly 
To  press  you,  I  would  go. 

Clara.  I'U  tell  you  true,  sir  ; 
This  gentleman  and  I,  upon  appointment. 
Are  going  to  visit  alady. 

Lis.  I  am  no  Capuchin ; 
Why  should  not  I  go  ? 

Ale.  Take  the  gentleman ; 
Come,  he  may  see  the  gentlewoman  too, 
And  be  most  welcome ;  I  do  beseech  you  take  him. 

Lis.  By  any  means ;  I  love  to  see  a  gentlewoman, 
A  pretty  wench  too. 

Clara,  Well,  sir,  we  will  meet  you, 
And  at  the  place.    My  service  to  the  lady. 

Ale.  I  kiss  your  hand.  [Exit. 

Clara.  Pr^ytiiee  read  o'er  her  letter. 

Lis.  [Reading. "]  **  Monsieur, 
I  know  yon  have  consider'd  the  dark  sentence 
Olinda  gave  us ;  and  that,  however  she  disguised 

it, 
It  pointed  more  at  our  swords'  edges  than 
Our  bodies'  banishments :  The  last  must  enjoy  her ! 
If  we  retire,  our  youths  are  lost  in  wandering ; 
In  emulation  we  shall  grow  old  men  and  feeble, 
(Which  is  the  scorn  of  love,  and  rust  of  honour,) 
And  so  return  more  fit  to  wed  our  sepulchres, 
Than  the  saint  we  aim  at ;  let  us  therefore  midce 
Our  journey  short  and  our  hearts  ready,  and. 
With  oar  swords  in  our  hands,  put  it  to  fortune 
Which  shall  be  worthy  to  receive  that  blessing. 
I'U  stay  you  on  the  mountain,  our  old  hunting- 
place. 
This  gentleman  alone  runs  the  hazard  with  me  : 
And  so  I  kiss  your  hand. 

Your  servant,  Lidian." 
Is  this  your  wench  ?    You'U  find  her  a  sharp 

mistress. 
What  have  I  thrust  myself  into  ?  Is  this  that  Lidian 
You  told  me  of  ? 

Clara.  The  same. 

Lis.  My  lady's  brother  I  lAtide. 

No  cause  to  heave  my  sword  against  but  his  ? 
To  save  the  Either  yesterday,  and  this  morning 
To  help  to  kiU  the  son  ?  This  is  most  courteous ; 
The  only  way  to  make  the  daughter  dote  on  me  ! 

Clara.  Why  do  you  muse  ?  would  you  go  off  ? 

Lis.  No,  no ; 
I  must  on  now. — ^This  wiU  be  kindly  taken ; 
No  Ufe  to  sacrifice,  but  part  of  hers  } — 
Do  you  fight  straight  ? 

Clara,  Yes,  presently. 

Lis.  To-morrow,  then,  lAeide. 

The  baleful  tidings  of  this  day  wiU  break  out, 

t  t 
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And  this  night's  sun  will  set  in  blood.  I  am  troubled ! 
If  I  am  kiird,  I  am  happy. 

Clara,  Will  you  go,  friend  ? 

Lis,  I  am  ready,  sir. — Fortune,  thoa  hast  made 
me  monstrous  I  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. — A  Room  in  Clkander's  House. 
Enter  Malport  and  Clakkda, 

Malf.  Your  cousin,  and  my  true  friend,  lusty 
Shall  know  how  you  use  me.  [Leon, 

Ciari,  Be  more  temperate, 
Or  I  will  never  use,  nor  know  you  more 
I    I'  th'  way  of  a  servant :  AH  the  house  takes  notice 
Of  your  ridiculous  foppery ;  I  have  no  sooner 
Performed  my  duties  in  my  lady's  chamber, 
And  she  scarce  down  the  stairs,  but  you  appear 
Like  my  evil  spirit  to  me. 

M<^f,  Can  the  fish  live 
Out  of  the  water,  or  the  salamander 
Out  of  the  fire  ?  or  I  live  warm,  but  in 
The  frpng-pan  of  your  favour  ? 

Clari,  Pray  you  forget 
Your  curious  comparisons,  borrowed  from 
The  pond  and  kitchen,  and  remember  what 
My  lady's  pleasure  is  for  the  entertainment 
Of  her  noble  father. 

Ma^,  I  would  learn  the  art 
Of  memory  in  your  table-book. 

Cktri.  Very  good,  sir ! 
No  more  but  up  and  ride  ?    I  apprehend 
Your  meaning;  soft  fire  makes  sweet  malt,  sir:  111 
Answer  you  in  a  proverb. 

Ma(f,  But  one  kiss  from 
Thy  honey  lip  I 

Clari.  You  fight  too  high ;  my  hand  is 
A  fair  ascent  from  my  foot. — His  slavering  kisses 
Spoil  me  more  glove*— Enough  for  once ;  you'll 
With  too  much  grace.  [surfeit 

Malf.  Have  you  no  employment  for  me  ? 

Clari.  Yes,  yes ;  go  send  for  Leon,  and  convey 
Into  the  private  arbour ;  from  his  mouth  [him 
I  hear  your  praises  with  more  faith. 

Malf.  I  am  gone. 
Yet  one  thing  ere  I  go ;  there's  at  the  door 
The  rarest  fortune-teller — ^he  hath  told  me 
The  strangest  things  1  he  knows  you  are  my  mis- 
tress. 
And  under  seal  delivered  how  many  children 
I  shall  beget  on  you ;  pray  you  give  him  hearing. 
He'll  make  it  good  to  you. 

Clari.  A  cunning  man 
Of  your  own  making  1  howsoe'er,  IH  hear  him 
At  your  entreaty. 

Ma^f.  Now  I  perceive  you  love  me. 
At  my  entreaty  t---ComjD  in,  friend :  Remember 
To  speak  as  I  directed. 

EMer  LASCEurt  lOu  a  Fartwu-taUr,  wttk  a  Purge  and 

two  Letters  in  it. 

He  knows  his  ksson. 
And  the  right  way  to  please  her :  This  it  is 
To  have  a  head-piece  I  IBxit. 

Clari.  'Tis  said  you  can  tell 
Fortunes  to  come. 

Lan.  Yes,  mistress,  and  what's  past : 
Un-glove  your  hand.     By  this  straight  line  I  see 
You  have  lain  crooked. 

CUtrL  How!  lain  crooked? 


Lan.  Yes; 
And  in  that  posture  played  at  the  old  game, 
(Nobody  hears  me,  and  I'll  be  no  Uab) 
And  at  it  lost  your  maidenhead. 

Clari.  A  shrewd  fellow ! 
'Tis  truth,  but  not  to  be  confessed. — In  this 
Your  palmistry  deceives  yon.  Something  else,  lir. 

Lan.  You're  a  great  woman  with  your  lady,  uui 
Acquainted  with  her  counsels. 

Clari.  Still  more  strange  I 

Lan.  There  is  a  noble  knight,  Lisander,  kms 
Whom  she  regards  not ;  and  the  destinies,     [her, 
With  whom  I  am  familiar,  have  delivered 
That  by  your  means  alone  he  must  enjoy  her. 
Your  hand  again  !     Yes,  yes,  you  have  already 
Promised  him  your  assistance,  and,  what's  more, 
Tasted  his  bounty ;  for  which,  from  the  sky 
There  are  two  hundred  crowns  dropp'd  in  a  pone: 
Look  back,  you'll  find  it  true.    Nay,  open  it; 
'Tis  good  gold,  I  assure  you. 

Clari.  Howl  two  letters? 
The  first  indorsed  to  me  I  this  to  my  lady  ? 
Subscribed  Lisander. 

Lan.  And  the  fortune-teller 
His  servant  Lancelot. 

Clari.  How  had  I  lost  my  eyes. 
That  I  could  not  know  thee  I  Not  a  word  o'  tii'  km 
Of  my  virginity ! 

Lan.  Nor  who  I  am. 

Clari.  I'll  use  all  speedy  means  for  yoor  dispatch 
With  a  welcome  answer ;  but  till  yon  reoave  it 
Continue  thus  disguised.     Monsieur  Malfort 
(You  know  the  way  to  humour  him)  shall  provide 
A  lodging  for  you,  and  good  entertainment ; 
Nay,  since  we  trade  both  one  way,  thou  shalt  hare 
Some  feeling  with  me  :  take  that 

Lan.  Bountiful  wench, 
Mayst  thou  ne'er  want  employment ! 

Clari.  Nor  such  pay,  boy  I  [£««•♦*. 


SCENE  III.— u4  hiilp  Coumry. 


Enter  eevermtt^f  Lioiajt  <xnd  AuaDO!r» 

Claramok. 


t»i 


Lid.  You  are  welcome. 

Alo.  Let  us  do  our  olBee  first. 
And  then  make  choice  of  a  new  piece  of  groead 
To  try  our  fortunes. 

Lis.  All's  fair  here. 

Ale.  And  here : 
Their  swords  are  equal. 

Lie.  If  there  be  any  odds 
In  mine,  we  will  exchange. 

Ale,  We'll  talk  of  that 

When  we  are  further  off.     Farewell ! 

Lis.  Farewell,  friend ! 

lExiunt  Ltaannot  amd  Ai/caev 

Lid.  Come,  let  us  not  be  idle ! 

Clara.  I  will  find  yon 
Employment,  fear  not. 

Lid.  You  know,  sir,  the  cause 
That  brings  us  hither. 

Clara.  There  needs  no  more  disooBnm^; 
No  time  nor  place  for  repetition  now. 

Lid.  Let  our  swords  argue ;  and  I  wish,  Claiia|(« 
The  proud  Olinda  saw  us. 

Clara.  'Would  she  did ! 
Whatever  estimation  she  holds  of  me. 
She  should  behold  me  like  a  man  fight  for  her. 
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Lid.  *T\b  nobly  said.     Set  on.    Love  and  my 
fortane.  IThepJlghL 

Clara,  The  same  for  me !     Come  home,  brave 
Lidian ! 
'Twaa  manly  thrust :  This  token  to  the  lady  ! 

IWoundihim. 
Yoa  haye  it,  sir ;  deliver  it.    Take  breath ; 
I  see  you  bleed  apace ;  yoa  shall  have  fair  play. 

Enter  Lisandkb. 

Lit,  Yon  mnst  lie  there  a  while ;  I  cannot  help 

you. 
Lid,  Nay,  then  my  fortune's  gone ;  I  know  I 
mnst  die : 
Yet  dearly  will  I  sell  my  love.     Come  on  both, 
And  use  your  fortunes  ;  I  expect  no  favour ; 
Weak  as  I  am,  my  confidence  shall  meet  you ! 
Clara,  Yield  up  your  cause,  and  live. 
Lid.  What,  dost  thou  hold  me 
A  recreant,  that  prefers  life  before  credit  ? 
Though  I  bleed  hard,  my  honour  finds  no  issue  ; 
That's  constant  to  my  heart. 
Clara.  Have  at  your  life  then  ! 
Lis.  Hold,  or  I'll  turn,  and  bend  my  sword 
against  you ;  [man. 

My  cause,  Clanmgd,  too.    View  this  brave  gentle* 
That  yet  may  live  to  kill  you ;  he  stands  nobly. 
And  has  as  great  a  promise  of  the  day 
As  you  can  tie  unto  yourself ;  he's  ready ; 
His  sword  as  sharp :  View  him  with  that  remem- 
That  you  delivered  him  to  me,  Clarang6,    [brance 
And  with  those  eyes ;  that  clearness  will  become 

you: 
View  him,  as  you  reported  him ;  survey  him  ; 
¥ix  on  your  fiiendslup,  sir.  I  know  you  are  noble, 
And  step  but  inward  to  your  old  affection. 
Examine  but  that  soul  grew  to  your  bosom. 
And  try  then  if  your  sword  will  bite ;  it  cannot, 
The  edige  will  turn  again,  ashamed  and  blunted. — 
Lidian,  yon  are  the  pattern  of  fair  friendship, 
Exatnpled  for  your  love,  and  imitated ; 
The  temple  of  true  hearts,  stored  with  affections, 
For  sweetness  of  your  spirit  made  a  saint : 
Can  you  decline  this  nobleness  to  anger  ? 
To  mortal  anger  ?  'gainst  the  man  you  love  most  ? 
Have  yoa  the  name  of  virtuous,  not  the  nature? 
Lid.  I  will  sit  down. 
Clara,  And  I'll  sit  by  you,  Lidian. 
Lis*  And  I'll  go  on.     Can  Heaven  be  pleased 
vrith  these  things  ? 
To  see  two  hearts  that  have  been  twined  together, 
Married  in  friendship,  to  the  world  two  wonders, 
Of  one  growth,  of  one  nourishment,  one  health, 
Tbna  mortally  divorced  for  one  weak  woman  ? 
Can  Liove  be  pleased  ?    Love  is  a  gentle  spirit ; 
The  wind  that  blows  the  April  flowers  not  softer ; 
She's  drawn  with  doves  to  shew  her  peaceiiilness ; 
Lions  and  bloody  pards  are  Mars's  servants. 
Would  yoa  s^rve  Love  ?  do  it  with  humbleness. 
Without  a  noise,  with  still  prayers,  and  soft  mur- 
Upon  ber  altars  offer  your  obedience,  [murs ; 

And  not  your  brawls ;  she's  won  with  tears,  not 
That  fire  you  kindle  to  her  deity,  [terrors  : 

I9  only  grateful  when  it's  blown  vrith  sighs. 
And  boly  incense  flung  with  white-hand  innocence ; 
You  vround  her  now ;  you  are  too  superstitious : 
No  sacrifice  of  blood  or  death  she  longs  for. 
Lid,   Came  he  from  Heaven  1 
Clara,  He  teUs  us  truth,  good  Lidian. 
L  w.  That  part  of  noble  love  which  is  most  sweet. 


And  gives  eternal  being  to  fair  beauty. 
Honour,  ye  hack  a-pieces  with  your  swords ; 
And  that  ye  fight  to  crown  ye  kUl,  fair  credit ! 

Clara.  Thus  we  embrace ;  no  more  fight,  but  all 
friendship ! 
And  where  Love  pleases  to  bestow  his  benefits, 
Let  us  not  argue. 

Lid.  Nay,  brave  sir,  come  in  too, 
You  may  love  also,  and  may  hope ;  if  you  do. 
And  not  rewarded  for't,  there  is  no  justice. 
Farewell,  friend  !   here  let's  part  upon  our  pil- 
grimage : 
It  must  be  so,  Cupid  draws  on  our  sorrows. 
And  where  the  lot  lights 

Clara.  I  shall  count  it  happiness. 
Farewell,  dear  friend ! 

Li».  First,  let's  relieve  the  gentleman 
That  lies  hurt  in  your  cause,  and  bring  him  off. 
And  take  some  care  for  your  hurts ;  Uien  I'll  part 
A  third  unfortunate,  and  willing  wanderer,      [too, 

IBjceunL 


SCENE  IV.— Pam A  Room  in  Clbanmr's 

Hotue. 

Enter  Olohja  and  Caubta. 

Olin.  My  fears  foresaw  'twould  come  to  this. 

Cal,  I  would 
Your  sentence  had  been  milder. 

Olin.  'Tis  past  help  now. 

Cal.  I  share  in  your  despair,  and  yet  my  hopes 
Have  not  quite  left  me,  since  all  possible  means 
Are  practised  to  prevent  the  mischief  following 
Their  mortal  meeting :  My  lord  is  coasted  one  way ; 
My  father,  though  his  hurts  forbade  his  travel. 
Hath  took  another ;  my  brother-in-law  Beronte, 
A  third  ;  and  every  minute  we  must  look  for 
The  certain  knowledge,  which  we  must  endure 
With  that  calm  patience  Heaven  shall  please  to 
lend  us. 

Enter  Dorilaus  and  Clkasbmr,  eeverallif. 

Dor.  Dead  both  ? 

Cle.  Such  is  the  rumour,  and  'tis  general. 

Olin.  I  hear  my  passing-bell. 

Cal,  I  am  in  a  fever. 

Cle.  They  say,  their  seconds  too ;  but  what  they 
arc 
Is  not  known  yet ;  some  worthy  fellows  certain. 

Dor,  Where  had  you  knowledge  ? 

Cle,  Of  the  country  people  ; 
'Tis  spoken  every  where. 

Dor.  I  heard  it  so  too ; 
And  'tis  so  common,  I  do  half  believe  it. — 
You  have  lost  a  brother,  wench ;  he  loved  you  well. 
And  might  have  lived  to  have  done  his  country 

service ; 
But  he  is  gone.     Thou  fell'st  untimely,  Lidian, 
But  by  a  valiant  hand,  that's  some  small  comfort, 
And  took'st  him  with  thee  too;  thou  lov'dst  brave 

company. 
Weeping  wiU  do  no  good :  You  lost  a  servant, 
He  might  have  lived  to  have  been  your  master, 
But  you  feared  that.  [lady  ; 

Olin.  Good  sir,  be  tender  to  me  ; 
The  news  is  bad  enough,  you  need  not  press  it : 
I  loved  him  well,  I  loved  'em  both. 

Dor.  It  seems  so. 
How  many  more  have  you  to  love  so,  lady  ? 
They  were  both  fools  to  fight  for  such  a  fiddle ! 


r 
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Certain  there  was  a  dearth  of  noble  anfi^r, 
When  a  slight  woman  was  thought  worth  a  quarrel. 

Olin.  Pray  you  think  nobler. 

Dor,  I'll  tell  thee  what  I  think ;  the  plague, 
war,  famine, 
Nay,  pat  in  dice  and  drunkenness,  (and  those 
You'll  grant  are  pretty  helps)  kill  not  so  many 
(I  mean  so  many  noble)  as  your  loves  do, 
Rather  your  lewdness.  I  crave  your  mercy,  women ! 
Be  not  offended,  if  I  anger  ye : 
I  am  sure  ye  have  touched  me  deep.    I  came  to  be 

merry, 
And  with  my  children  ;  but  to  see  one  ruin'd 
By  this  fell  accident 

Enter  Bsrontb  and  Alctdoh  ;  Clakxhda /oUowing, 
Are  they  all  dead  ? 
If  they  be,  speak. 

Cle,  What  news? 

Ber.  What  dead  ?  Ye  pose  me ; 
I  understand  you  not. 

Cie,  My  brother  Lidian, 
Clarangd,  and  their  seconds. 

Ber,  Here  is  one  of '^m  ; 
And  sure  this  gentleman's  alive. 

Ala.  I  hope  so ; 
So  is  your  son,  sir ;  so  is  brave  Clarang^ : 
They  fought  indeed,  and  they  were  hurt  sufficiently ; 
We  were  all  hurt ;  that  br^  the  general  rumour ; 
But  friends  again  all,  and  like  friends  we  parted. 

Cle.  Heard  you  of  Lisander  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  and  miss'd  him  narrowly  ; 
He  was  one  o'  th'  combatants,  fought  with  this 

gentleman, 
Second  against  your  brother  ;  by  his  wisdom 
(For  certainly  good  fortune  follows  him) 
All  was  made  peace.  I'll  tell  you  the  rest  at  dinner. 
For  we  are  hungry. 

Ale.  I,  before  I  eat. 
Must  pay  a  vow  I  am  sworn  to.     My  life,  madam, 
Was  at  Lisander's  mercy,  I  live  bj  it : 
And,  for  the  noble  favour,  he  desired  me 
To  kiss  your  fair  hand  for  him,  offering 
This  second  service  as  a  sacrifice 
At  the  altar  of  your  virtues. 

Dor.  Come,  joy  on  all  sides ! 
Heaven  will  not  suffer  honest  men  to  perish. 

Cle.  Be  proud  of  such  a  fnend. 

Dor.  Forgive  me,  madam  ; 
It  was  a  grief  might  have  concerned  you  near  too. 

Cle.  No  work  of  excellence  but  still  Lisander  ? 
Go  thy  ways,  worthy  I 

Olin.  We*ll  be  merry  too. 
Were  I  to  speak  again,  I  would  be  wiser. 

Col.  Too  much  of  this  rare  cordial  makes  me 

However,  I  obey  you,  [sick ; 

lExeunt  ail  but  Causta  and  Clarinda. 

Clari.  Now  or  never 
Is  an  apt  time  to  move  her. — Madam ! 


Col.  Who's  that  ? 

Clari.  Your  servant ;  I  wonld  speak  with  your 

Cal.  Why  dost  thou  look  about  ?        [ladyship. 

Clari.  I  have  private  business 
That  none  must  hear  but  you.    Tiiwindftr 

Cal.  Where  ? 

Claru  Nay,  he's  not  here,  but  would  entreat 
this  favour ; 
Some  of  your  balsam  from  your  own  hand  given. 
For  he's  much  hurt,  and  that  he  thinks  would  core 

Cal.  He  shall  have  all,  my  prayers  too.     [bim. 

Clari.  But  conceive  me. 
It  must  be  from  yourself  immediately : 
'Pity  so  brave  a  gentleman  should  perish  ! 
He  is  superstitious,  and  he  holds  your  band 
Of  infinite  power.     1  would  not  urge  this,  madim, 
But  only  in  a  man's  extremes,  to  help  him. 

Cal.  Let  him  come. 
Good  wench  !  'tis  that  I  wish  ;  I  am  happy  in't : 
My  husband  his  true  fnend,  my  noble  father, 
The  fair  Olinda,  all  desire  to  see  him  ; 
He  shall  have  many  hands. 

Clari.  That  he  desires  not. 
Nor  eyes,  but  yours,  to  look  upon  his  miseries ; 
For  then  he  thinks  'twould  be  no  perfect  cure.  ma- 
He  would  come  private.  [dsn : 

Cal.  How  can  that  be  here  ? 
I  shall  do  wrong  unto  all  those  that  honour  him. 
Besides  my  credit. 

Clari.  Dare  yon  not  trust  a  hart  man  ? 
Nor  strain  a  courtesy  to  save  a  gentleman  ? 
To  save  his  life,  that  has  saved  all  your  family  ? 
A  man  that  comes,  like  a  poor  mortified  pilgrim, 
Only  to  beg  a  blessing,  and  depart  again  ? 
He  would  but  see  you ;  that  he  thinks  would  core 

him: 
But  since  you  find  fit  reasons  to  the  contrary. 
And  that  it  cannot  stand  with  your  clear  hoaoar, 
(Though  you  best  know  how  well  he  has  deserred 

of  you) 
I'll  send  him  word  back  (though  I  grieve  to  do  it, 
Grieve  at  my  soul,  for  certainly  'twill  kill  him) 
What  your  will  is. 

Cal.  SUy !  I  wUl  think  apon't. 
Where  is  he,  wench  ? 

ClarL  If  you  desire  to  see  him, 
Let  not  that  trouble  you,  he  shall  be  with  you. 
And  in  that  time  that  no  man  shall  suspect  yoa : 
Your  honour,  madam,  is  in  your  own  free  keepia^ : 
Your  care  in  me,  in  him  all  honesty ; 
If  you  desire  him  not,  let  him  pass  by  yoa. 
And  all  this  business  reckon  but  a  draun  ! 

Cal.  Go  in,  and  counsel  me ;  I  would  fain  5«e 
And  willingly  comfort  him.  [him. 

Clari,  'Tis  in  your  power ; 
And,  if  yott  dare  trust  me,  you  shall  do  it  safely. 
Read  that,  [Giving  a  Letter.}  and  let  that  tell  yos 
how  he  honours  you..  lEmM. 


ACT 

SCENE  l.—A  Hall  in  the  same  House. 


Enter  Clarikoa  and  Lbon. 


IKietes  her. 


Leon.  This  happy  night 

Clari.  Preserve  this  eagerness 
Till  we  meet  nearer ;  there  is  somethiag  done 
Will  give  us  opportunity. 


III. 

Leon.  Witty  girl !  the  plot  ? 

Clari.  You  shall  hear  that  at  Idsure. 
The  whole  house  reels  with  joy  at  the  report 
Of  Lidian^'s  safety,  and  that  joy  encresoed 
From  their  affection  to  the  brave  lisander. 
In  being  made  the  happy  instrument  to  oompooad 
The  bl(x>dy  difference. 
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Leon.  They  will  hear  shortly  that 
Will  turn  their  mirth  to  moumiDg  :  He  was  then 
The  principal  means  to  save  two  lives ;  but,  since, 
There  are  two  fairn,  and  by  his  single  hand, 
For  which  his  life  must  answer,  if  the  king. 
Whose  arm  is  long,  can  reach  him. 

Clari,  We  have  now 
No  spare  time  to  hear  stories :  Take  this  key ; 
'TwiU  make  your  passage  to  the  banqueting-house 
In  the  garden  free. 

Leon,  You  will  not  fail  to  come  ? 

Clari.  For  mine  own  sake,  ne'er  doubt  it. — Now 
for  Lisander  I  iExit  Leon. 

Enter  Dobilaus,  CLKAifDaa,  and  Servants  with  Lights. 

Dor.  To  bed,  to  bed  !  'tis  very  late. 

Cle.  To  bed  all ! 
I  have  drank  a  health  too  ipuch. 

Dor.  You'll  sleep  the  better ; 
My  usual  physic  thiat  way. 

Cle.  Where's  your  mistress  ? 

Clari.  She  is  above,  but  very  ill  and  aguish  ; 
The  late  fright  of  her  brother  has  much  troubled 
She  would  entreat  to  lie  alone.  [her  : 

Cle.  Her  pleasure. 

Dor.  Commend  my  love  to  her,  and  my  pray'rs 
for  her  health : 
I'll  see  her  ere  1  go.  {.Exeunt  all  but  Cuounda. 

Clari.  All  good  rest  to  ye  ! — 
Now  to  my  watch  for  Lisander  I  when  he's  fiir- 

nish'd, 
For  mine  own  friend  I  Since  I  stand  centinel, 
I  love  to  laugh  in  the  evenings  too  ;  and  may. 
The  privilege  of  my  place  will  warrant  it.       {exU. 


SCENE  ll.—Before  the  Garden. 

Enter  Lisandsb  and  hAHcmucn. 

Lit.  You  have  done  well  hitherto.     Where  are 

we  now ! 
Lan.  Not  far  from  the  house,  I  hear  by  th' 
owb ;  there  are 
Many  of  your  Welch  falconers  about  it. 
Here  were  a  night  to  choose  to  run  away  with 
Another  man's  wife,  and  do  the  feat  I 

Lis.  Peace,  knave ; 
The  house  is  here  before  us,  and  some  may  hear  us. 
The  candles  are  all  out 

Lan.  But  one  1'  th'  parlour ; 
I  see  it  simper  hither.     Pray  come  this  way. 
Lis,  Step  to  the  garden-door,  and  feel  an't  be 

open. 
Lan.  I  am  going;  luck  deliver  me  from  the 
saw-pits. 
Or  I'm  buried  quick  !  I  hear  a  dog; 
No,  'tis  a  cricket.     Ha !  here's  a  cuckold  buried ; 
Take  heed  of  his  horns,  sir.    Here's  the  door  ;  'tis 
Cian.  [At  the  Door.]  Who's  there  ?       [open. 
Lis.  A  friend. 
Clari.  Sir !  Lisander  ! 
Lis.  I. 
Clari.  Yon  are  welcome  ;  follow  me,  and  make 

no  noise. 
Lis.  Go  to  your  horse,  and  keep  your  watch 
with  care,  sirrah. 
And  be  sure  you  sleep  not. 

lExfunt  LiSAfTOBa  and  Clarinoa. 
Lan,  Send  me  out  the  dairy- maid, 
To  play  at  trump  with  me,  and  keep  me  waking. 


My  feUow  horse  and  I  now  must  discourse. 
Like  two  learn'd  almanack -makers,  of  the  stars, 
And  tell  what  a  plentiful  year  'twill  prove  of 

drunkards. 
If  I  had  but  a  pottle  of  sack,  like  a  sharp  prickle. 
To  knock  my  nose  against  when  1  am  nodding, 
I  should  sing  like  a  nightingale ;  but  I  must 
Keep  watch  without  it.     I  am  apt  to  dance ; 
Good  Fortune,  guide  me  from  the  fairies'  circles  ! 

lExit. 
♦ 

SCENE  III.  A  Bed-Room  in  the  House. 

Enter  Clamitda,  {with  a  Taper t)  and  Ltsakdui.     Ca- 
JUUTA  sitting  behind  a  Curtain. 

Clari.  Come  near !  I'll  leave  you  now ;  draw 
but  that  curtain, 

And  have  your  wish. Now, 'Leon,  I  am  for 

thee : 
We  that  are  servants  must  make  use  of  stol'n  hours. 
And  be  glad  of  snatch'd  occasions.  {Exit, 

Lis.  She's  asleep ;  [.Draws  the  Curtain. 

Fierce  Love  hath  closed  his  lights,  (I  may  look  on 

her) 
Within  her  eyes  he  has  lock'd  the  Graces  up ; 
I  may  behold  and  live.     How  sweet  she  breathes ! 
The  orient  morning,  breaking  out  in  odours. 
Is  not  so  full  of  perfumes  as  her  breath  is ; 
She  is  the  abstract  of  all  excellence. 
And  scorns  a  parallel. 

Col.  Who's  there? 

Lis,  Your  servant,  IKneels. 

Your  most  obedient  slave,  adored  lady. 
That  comes  but  to  behold  those  eyes  again. 
And  pay  some  vows  I  have  to  sacred  beauty. 
And  so  pass  by  :  I  am  blind  as  ignorance. 
And  know  not  where  1  wandw,  how  I  live. 
Till  I  receive  from  their  bright  influence 
Light  to  direct  me.     For  devotion's  sake, 
(You  are  the  saint  I  tread  these  holy  steps  to. 
And  holy  saints  are  all  relenting  sweetness) 
Be  not  enraged,  nor  be  not  angry  with  me ; 
The  greatest  attribute  of  Heaven  is  mercy. 
And  'tis  the  crown  of  Justice,  and  the  glory, 
Where  it  may  kill  with  right,  to  save  with  pity. 

Col.  Why  do  you  kned  ?  I  know  you  come  to 
mock  me. 
To  upbraid  me  with  the  benefits  you  have  given 
Which  are  too  many,  and  too  mighty,  sir,       [me, 
For  my  return  ;  and  1  confess  'tis  justice. 
That  for  my  cruelty  you  should  despise  me  ; 
And  I  expect,  however  you  are  calm  now, 
A  foil  you  strive  to  set  your  cause  upon) 
t  will  break  out :  Calista  is  unworthy. 
Coy,  proud,  disdainful,  (I  acknowledge  all) 
Colder  6f  comfort  than  the  frozen  north  is, 
And  more  a  stranger  to  Lisander's  worth. 
His  youth  and  faidi,  than  it  becomes  her  gratitude ; 
I  blush  to  grant  it :  Yet  take  this  along, 
(A  sovereign  medicine  to  allay  displeasure. 
May  be,  an  argument  to  bring  me  off  too) 
She's  married,  and  she's  chaste ;  how  sweet  that 
How  it  perfumes  all  air  'tis  spoken  in !     [sounds  ! 
Oh,  dear  Lisander,  would  you  break  this  union  ? 
Lis.  No  ;  I  adore  it :  Let  me  kiss  your  hand, 
And  seal  the  fair  faith  of  a  gentleman  on  it ! 
Col.  You  are  truly  valiant :  Would  it  not  afflict 
you 
To  have  the  horrid  name  of  coward  touch  you  ? 
Such  is  the  whore  to  me. 
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Lis.  I  nobly  thank  you : 
And  may  I  be  the  same  when  I  dishonotir  you. 
This  I  may  do  again.  IKissing  her  hand. 

Col.  You  may,  and  worthily  ; 
Such  comforts  maids  may  grant  with  modesty, 
And  neither  make  her  poor,  nor  wrong  her  bounty. 
Noble  Lisander,  how  fond  now  am  I  of  yon  ! 
1  heard  you  were  hurt. 

Lis.  You  dare  not  heal  me,  lady  ? 
I  am  hurt  here.     How  sweetly  now  she  blushes  ! 
Excellent  objects  kill  our  sight ;  she  blinds  me  : 
The  roses  in  the  pride  of  May  shew  pale  to  her. 
Oh,  tyrant  Custom,  and,  oh,  coward  Honour! 
How  ye  compel  me  to  put  on  mine  own  chains ! 
May  I  not  kiss  you  now  in  superstition  ? 
For  you  appear  a  thing  that  I  would  kneel  to  : 
Let  me  err  that  way  !  iKistet  her, 

Cal.  You  shall  err  for  once ; 
I  have  a  kind  of  noble  pity  on  you. 
Among  your  manly  sufferings,  make  this  most. 
To  err  no  further  in  desire ;  for  then,  sir. 
You  add  unto  the  gratitudes  I  owe  you  ; 
And  after  death,  your  dear  friend's  soul  shall  bless 

Lis.  I  am  wond'rous  honest.  [you. 

Cal.  I  dare  try.  [ITifs. 

Lis.  I  have  tasted 
A  blessedness  too  great  for  dull  mortality : 
Once  more,  and  let  me  die ! 

Cal.  I  dare  not  murder  : 
How  will  maids  curse  me,  if  I  kill  with  kisses. 
And  young  men  fly  the  embraces  of  fair  virgins  1 
Come,  pray  sit  down  ;  but  let's  talk  temperately. 

Lis.  Is  my  dear  friend  a-bed  ? 

Cal,  Yes,  and  asleep. 
Secure  asleep :  'Tis  midnight  too,  Lisander  ; 
Speak  not  so  loud. 

Lis.  You  see  I  am  a  statue ; 
I  could  not  stand  else  as  I  had  eaten  ioe, 
Or  took  into  my  blood  a  drowsy  poison. 
And  Nature's  noblest,  brightest  flame  bum  in  me. 
Midnight  ?  and  1  stand  quietly  to  behold  so  ? 
The  alarum  rung,  and  I  aleep  like  a  coward? 
I  am  worn  away ;  my  faith,  and  dull  obedience. 
Like  crutches,  carry  my  decayed  body 
Down  to  the  grave ;  I  have  no  youth  within  me. 
Yet  happily  you  love  too  ? 

Cal,  Love  with  honour. 

Lis.  Honour  ?  what's  that  ?  'tis  but  a  specious 
We  should  not  prize  too  high.  [title 

Cal.  Dearer  than  life. 

Lis,  The  value  of  it  is  as  time  has  made  it, 
And  time  and  custom  have  too  far  insulted : 
We  are  no  gods,  to  be  always  tied  to  strictness ; 
'Tis  a  presumption  to  shew  too  like  'em  : 
March  but  an  hour  or  two  under  love's  ensigns ! 
We  have  examples  of  great  memories 

Cal.  But  foul  ones  too,  that  greatness  cannot 
cover  1 
That  wife  that  by  example  sins,  sins  double. 
And  pulls  the  curtain  open  to  her  shame  too. 
Methinks,  to  enjoy  you  thus 

Lis.  'Tis  no  joy,  lady : 
A  longing  bride,  if  she  stop  here,  would  cry ; 
The  bridegroom  too,  and  with  just  cause,  curse 
But  yield  a  little,  be  one  hour  a  woman,  [Hymen. 
(I  do  not  speak  this  to  compel  you,  lady) 
And  give  your  will  but  motion,  let  it  stir. 
But  in  the  taste  of  that  weak  fears  call  evil ; 
Try  it  to  understand  it,  (we'll  do  nothing) 
You'll  never  come  to  know  pure  good  else. 


Cal.  Fy,  sir ! 

Lis.  I  have  found  a  way ;  let's  slip  into  this 
As  innocents,  that  know  not  what  we  did ;    [error 
As  we  were  dreaming  both,  let  us  embrace ; 
The  sin  is  none  of  ours  then,  but  our  fancies' — 
What  have  1  said  ?  what  blasphemy  to  honoor  ? 
Oh,  my  base  thoughts '.  Pray  yon  take  this,  and 
My  villain  thoughts  !  [shoot  me. 

IQjferimg  her  a  FitUL 

Cal.  I  weep  your  miseries,  [iTote  vitkin. 

And  'would  to  Heaven What  noise  ? 

Lis.  It  comes  on  louder. 
Kill  me,  and  save  yourself;  save  your  fiur  honour, 
And  lay  the  fiiult  on  me ;  let  my  life  perish, 
My  base  lascivious  life !  Shoot  quickly,  lady ! 

Cal.  Not  for  the  world.      Retire  behind  the 
hangings. 
And  there  stand  close. — My  huaband !  close,  Li- 
sander !  IB€  rttiri*. 

Enter  CLSAmDSR  wUk  a  Taper. 

Cle.  Dearest,  are  you  well  ? 

Cal.  Oh,  my  sad  heart ! 
My  head,  my  head  ! 

Cle.  Alas,  poor  soul !  what  do  you 
Out  of  your  bed  !  you  take  cold,  my  Calista. 
How  do  you? 

Cal.  Not  so  well,  sir,  to  He  by  yon : 
My  brother's  fright 

CU.  I  had  a  frightfid  dream  too, 
A  very  frightful  dream,  my  best  Calista : 
Methought  there  came  a  dragon  to  your  chamber, 
A  furious  dragon,  wife ;  I  yet  shake  at  it. 
Are  all  things  well  ? 

Lis,  [From  behind  the  Hangings.']    Shall  I 

Cal.  No. ^All  well,  sir.  [shoot  him  ? 

'Twas  but  your  care  of  me,  your  loving  care, 
•Which  always  watches. 

Cle.  And  methought  he  came 
As  if  he  had  risen  thus  out  of  his  den. 
As  I  do  from  these  hangings 

Lis.  Dead? 

Cal.  Hold,  good  sir ! 

Cle.  And  forced  you  in  his  arms  thus. 

Cal,  'Twas  but  fancy     • 
That  troubled  you ;  here's  nothing  to  distnxb  me. 
Good  sir,  to  rest  again  ;  and  I'm  now  drowsy, 
And  will  to  bed.    Make  no  noise,  dear  husband. 
But  let  me  sleep ;  before  yon  can  call  anybody 
I  am  a-bed. 

Cle,  This,  and  sweet  rest  dwell  with  yon ! 

[Kisses  her,  and  tsti- 

Cal.  Come  out  again ;  and,  as  yon  lore,  Lisan- 
der, 
Make  haste  away !  You  see  his  mind  is  troubled  : 
Do  you  know  the  door  you  came  in  at  ? 

Lis.  Well,  sweet  lady. 

Cal.  And  can  you  hit  it  readily  ? 

Lis.  I  warrant  you. 
And  must  I  go  ?  must  here  end  all  ny  happiness. 
Here  in  a  dream,  as  if  it  had  no  snbetance  f  i 

Cal.  For  this  time,  friend,  or  here  bqnin  w    j 
We  are  both  miserable.  [raias ;     | 

Lis.  This  is  some  comfort 
In  my  afflictions,  they  are  so  lull  already, 
They  can  find  no  encrease. 

Cal.  Dear,  speak  no  more  1 

Lis.  You  must  be  silent,  then. 

Cal,  Farewell,  Lisander, 
Thou  joy  of  man,  fareweli !  I 
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Lis,  Farewell,  bright  lady, 
Honoar  of  woman-kind,  a  heavenly  blessing  ! 

Col,  Be  ever  honest ! 

Lis,  I  will  be  a  dog  else  ! 
The  virtues  of  your  mind  I'll  make  my  library, 
In  which  I'll  study  the  celestial  beauty : 
Yonr  constancy,  my  armour  that  I'll  fight  in  : 
And  on  my  sword  your  chastity  shall  sit. 
Terror  to  rebel  blood. 

Cal.  Once  more,  farewell !  INoUe  within. 

Oh,  that  my  modesty  could  hold  you  still,  sir  ! 
He  comes  again. 

Lis.  Heaven  keep  my  hand  from  murder, 
Marder  of  him  I  love ! 

Col.  Away,  dear  friend, 
Down  to  the  garden-stairs ;  that  way,  Lisander ! 
We  are  betrayed  else. 

Lis.  Honour  guard  the  innocent !  lExit, 

Enter  Clxandxr. 

Cle.  Still  up !  I  feared  your  health. 

CaL  lAside.'Jl  He  has  missed  him  happily. — 
I  am  going  now ;  I  have  done  my  meditations, 
My  heart's  almost  at  peace. 

Cie.  To  my  warm  bed  then  ! 

Cal.  I  will ;  pray  you  lead. 

lA  Pistol  shot  foithin. 

Cie.  A  pistol  shot  i'  th'  house  ? 
At  these  hours  ?  Sure  some  thief,  some  murderer ! 
Rise,  ho !  rise  all !  I  am  betray'd. 

Col.  Oh,  Fortune !  lAsids. 

Oh,  giddy  thing  !  He  has  met  some  opposition. 
And  killed  1    I  am  confounded,  lost  for  ever  1 

Enter  Doriiaus. 

Dor.  Now,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Cle.  Thieves,  my  noble  father, 
Yillains  and  rogues. 

Dor.  Indeed,  I  heard  a  pistol : 
Let's  search  about. 

Enter  Kalport,  Clabinda,  and  Bervanto. 

Malf.  To  bed  again ;  they  are  gone,  sir, 
(I  wiU  not  bid  you  thank  my  valour  for't) 
Gone  at  the  garden-door ;  there  were  a  dozen. 
And  bravely  armed ;  I  saw  'em. 

Clari.  I  am  glad. 
Glad  at  the  heart. 

Serv.  One  shot  at  me,  and  missed  me. 

Malf.  No,  'twas  at  me ;  the  bullet  flew  close  by 
Close  by  my  ear :  Another  had  a  huge  sword,  [me, 
Flourished  it  thus,  but  at  the  point  I  met  him ; 
Bat  the  rogue  taking  me  to  be  your  lordship, 
(As  sure  your  name  is  terrible,  and  we 
Not  much  unlike  i'  th'  dark)  roared  out  aloud, 
"  It  is  the  kill-cow  Dorilaus !"  and  away 
They  ran  as  they  had  flown. — Now  you  must  love 
Or  fear  me  for  my  courage,  wench.  [me, 

lAside  to  Claiunoa. 

Clari,  Oh,  rogue ! 
Oh,  lying  rc^e ! — Lisander  stumbled,  madam, 
At  the  stairs'  head,  and  in  the  fall  the  shot  went 
'Was  gone  before  they  rose.  [off ; 

Col.  I  thank  Heaven  for't ! 

Cktri.  I  was  frighted  too ;  it  spoiled  my  game 
with  Leon.  lAside. 

Cle.  Yon  must  sit  up ;  an  they  had  come  to  your 
chamber. 
What  pranks  would  they  have  played  ? — How  came 
the  door  open  ? 


Ma^.  I  heard  'em  when  they  forced  it ;  up  I 
rose, 
Took  Durindana  in  my  hand,  and  like 
Orlando  issued  forth. 

Clari,  I  know  you  are  valiant. 

Cle.  To  bed  again, 
And  be  you  henceforth  provident !     At  sun-rising 
We  must  part  for  a  while. 

Dor.  When  you're  a-bed. 
Take  leave  of  her ;  there  'twill  be  worth  the  taking. 
Here  'tis  but  a  cold  ceremony.     Ere  long 
We'll  find  Lisander,  or  we  have  ill  fortune. 

Cle.  Lock  all  the  doors  fast. 

Malf,  Though  they  all  stood  open. 
My  name  writ  on  the  door,  they  dare  not  enter  ! 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  IV. — The  Country.  Before  a  Monastery. 

Enter  Clabanos,  Friar,  with  a  Letter  and  a  Novioe. 

Clara,  Turned  hermit  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  and  a  devout  one  too ; 
I  heard  him  preach. 

Clara.  That  lessens  my  belief ; 
For  though  I  grant  my  Lidian  a  scholar, 
As  far  as  fits  a  gentleman,  he  hath  studied 
Humanity,  and  in  that  he  is  a  master, 
Civility  of  manners,  courtship,  arms, 
But  never  aimed  at,  as  I  could  perceive, 
The  deep  points  of  divinity. 

Friar.  That  confirms  hi^ 
Devotion  to  be  real,  no  way  tainted 
With  ostentation  or  hypocrisy. 
The  cankers  of  religion  ;  his  sermon 
So  fiill  of  gravity,  and  with  such  sweetness 
Delivered,  that  it  drew  the  admiration 
Of  all  the  hearers  on  him  ;  his  owti  letters 
To  you,  which  witness  he  will  leave  the  world, 
And  these  to  fair  Oiinda,  his  late  mistress, 
In  which  he  hath,  with  all  the  moving  language 
That  ever  expressed  rhetoric,  solicited 
The  lady  to  forget  him,  and  make  you 
Blessed  in  her  embraces,  may  remove 
All  scrupulous  doubts. 

Clara.  It  strikes  a  sadness  in  me  ! 
I  know  not  what  to  think  oft. 

Friar.  Ere  he  entered 
His  solitary  cell,  he  penned  a  ditty, 
His  long  and  last  farewell  to  love  and  women, 
So  feelingly,  diat  I  confess,  hdwever 
It  stands  not  with  my  order  to  be  taken 
-With  such  poetical  raptures,  I  was  moved. 
And  strangely,  with  it. 

Clara.  Have  you  the  copy  ? 

Friar.  Yes,  sir: 
My  Novice  too  can  sing  it  if  you  please 
To  give  him  hearing. 

Clara,  And  il  will  come  tii^ely. 
For  I  am  ^11  of  melancholy  thoughts. 
Against  which  I  have  heard,  with  reason,  music 
To  be  the  speediest  cure ;  pray  you  apply  it 

A  SONG,  bif  the  Novice. 

Adieu,  fond  love !  farewell,  you  wanton  Powers ! 

I  am  free  again ; 
Thou  doll  disease  of  blood  and  idle  hours, 

Bewitching  pain. 
Fly  to  the  foola  that  sigh  away  their  time ! 
My  nobler  love,  to  Heaven  climb. 
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And  there  behold  beauty  sttll  young. 
That  time  can  ne'er  corrupt,  nor  death  destroy ; 

Immortal  sweetness  by  fair  angeU  sung, 
And  honour'd  by  eternity  and  joy  ! 
There  lives  my  love,  thither  my  hopes  aspire  ; 
Fond  love  declines,  this  heavenly  love  grows  higher. 

Friar,  How  do  you  approve  it  ? 

Clara,  To  its  doe  desert ; ; 
It  ifl  a  heavenly  hymn,  no  ditty,  father ; 
It  panes  through  my  ears  unto  my  soul, 
And  works  divinely  on  it.     Give  me  leave 
A  little  to  consider : — Shall  I  be 
Out-done  in  all  things  ?  nor  good  of  myself, 
Nor  by  example  ?  shall  my  loose  hopes  still. 
The  viands  of  a  fond  affection,  feed  me 
As  I  were  a  sensual  beast  ?  spiritual  food 
Refused  by  my  sick  palate  ?   tis  resolved. — 
How  far  off,  father,  doth  this  new-made  hermit 
Make  his  abode  ? 

Friar.  Some  two  days'  journey,  son. 

Clara,  Having  revealed  my  fair  intentions  to 
I  hope  your  piety  wiU  not  deny  me  [j^^t 

Your  aids  to  further  'em. 

Friar:  That  were  against 
A  good  man's  charity. 

Clara.  My  first  request  is. 
You  would  some  time,  for  reasons  I  will  shew  you. 
Defer  delivery  of  Lidian's  letters 
To  fair  Olinda. 

Friar.  Well,  sir. 

Clara.  For  what  follows. 
You  shall  direct  me. — Something  I  will  do, 
A  new-bom  seal  and  friendship  prompts  me  to. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  v.— -4  Country  Inn. 

Enter  Dobilaus,   Ci^bawdse,  Chamberlain;    a  Table, 
Tapers,  and  Chairs. 

Cle.  We  have  supp'd  well,  friend :  Let  our  beds 
We  must  be  stirring  early.  [be  ready ; 

Cham,  They  are  made,  sir. 

Z>or.  I  cannot  sleep  yet.   Where's  the  jovial  host 
You  told  me  of?    'T  has  been  my  custom  ever 
To  parley  with  mine  host. 

Cle.  He's  a  good  fellow, 
And  such  a  one  I  know  you  love  to  laugh  with. — 
Go  call  your  master  up. 

Cham,  He  cannot  come,  sir. 

Dor,  Is  he  a-bed  with  his  wife  ? 

Cham,  No,  certainly. 

Dor,  Or  with  some  other  guests  ? 

Cham,  Neither,  an't  like  yon. 

Cle.  Why  then  he  shall  come,  by  your  leave,  my 
I'll  fetch  him  up  myself.  [friend  ; 

Cham.  Indeed  you'll  fail,  sir. 

Dor.  Is  he  i'  th'  house? 

Cham.  No,  but  he's  hard  by,  sir ; 
He  is  fast  in's  grave ;  he  has  been  dead  these  three 
weeks. 

Dor,  Then  o'  my  conscience  he  will  come  but 
And  discourse  worse.  [lamely, 

Cle.  Farewell,  mine  honest  host  then, 
Mine  honest  merry  host ! — ^Will  you  to  bed  yet? 

Dor,  No,  not  this  hour ;  I  pr'ythee  sit  and  chat 
by  me. 

Cle,  Give  us  a  quart  of  wine  then;  we'll  be 
merry. 

Dor.  A  match,  my  son. — Pray  let  your  wine  be 
Or  lay  it  by  your  master.  [living, 


[&if. 


Cham,  It  shall  be  quick,  sir. 

Dor.  Has  not  mine  host  a  wife  ? 

Cle,  A  good  old  woman. 

Dor,  Another  coffin  I  that  is  not  so  bandsome ; 
Your  hostesses  in  inns,  should  be  btitbe  things ; 
Pretty  and  young,  to  draw  in  passengers : 
She'U  ne'er  fill  her  beds  well,  if  she  be  not  beaa- 

Cle,  And  courteous  too.  [teons. 

Dor,  Ay,  ay ;  and  a  good  fellow. 
That  will  mistake  sometimes  a  gentleman 
For  her  good  man. 

Enter  Chamberialn  with  Wine. 

Well  done :  Here's  to  Lisander  ! 

Cle,  My  full  love  meets  it. — Make  fire  in  ov 
lodgings ; 
We'll  trouble  thee  no  fiurther.—  lExit  Chamberisia. 
To  your  son  1 

Dor,  Put  in  Clarangi  too  ;  off  with*t.    I  thank 
you. 
This  wine  drinks  merrier  still.    Oh»  for  miae  bo$t 
Were  he  alive,  again,  and  well  disposed,        [now ! 
I  would  so  claw  his  pate  ! 

Cle.  You're  a  hard  drinker. 

Dor.  I  love  to  make  mine  boat  dnmk ;  he  will 
lie  then 
The  rarest,  and  the  roundest,  of  his  friends. 
His  quarreb,  and  his  guests ;  and  they're  the  best 

bawds  too. 
Take  'em  in  that  tune. 

Cle,  You  know  all. 

Dor,  I  did,  son ; 
But  time  and  arms  have  worn  me  oat. 

Cle,  'Tis  late,  sir ; 
I  hear  none  stirring.  lA  ItOe  it  t»u<k  witkm. 

Dor,  Harkl  what's  that?  a  lute? 
'Tis  at  the  door,  I  think. 

Cle,  The  doors  are  shut  fast 

Dor,  'Tis  morning ;  sure,  the  fiddlers  are  got  op 
To  fright  men's  sleeps.     Have  we  ne'er  a  ptss-p(< 
ready? 

Cle.  Now  I  remember,  I've  heard  mine  host 
that's  dead 
Touch  a  lute  rarely,  and  as  rarely  sing  too, 
A  brave  still  mean. 

Dor,  I  would  give  a  brace  of  French  crowns 
To  see  him  rise  and  fiddle. 

Cle,  Hark;  a  song  I 

A  BONO  [witkin,^ 

Tis  late  and  oold ;  sttr  up  the  fire; 
Sit  close,  and  draw  the  table  nigher ; 
Be  merry,  and  drink  wine  that's  old* 
A  hearty  medicine  'gainst  a  oold ! 
Your  bods  of  wanton  down  the  beei. 
Where  you  shall  tumble  to  your  rai  ; 
I  could  wish  yon  wenches  too. 
But  I  am  dead,  and  cannot  da 
Call  for  the  best  the  bouse  may  ring. 
Sack,  white,  and  claret,  let  them  brfiif . 
And  drink  apaoe,  while  breath  you  have ; 
You'll  find  but  ould  drink  in  the  gravv : 
Plover,  partridge,  for  your  dinner. 
And  a  capon  for  the  sinner. 
You  shall  find  ready  when  youYs  up. 
And  your  horse  shall  have  his  sap : 
Welcome,  welcome,  shall  fly  round. 
And  I  BhaU  smile,  though  under  grooid. 

CU,  Now,  aa  I  Uve,  it  ia  his  voice ! 
Dor,  He  sings  well ; 
The  devil  has  a  pleasant  pipe. 
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Cle.  The  fellow  lied,  sure. 

Enttr  the  Hoot^  Ghost. 

He  is  not  dead ;  he's  here.     How  pale  he  looks  ! 
Dor,  Is  this  he  ? 
Cle,  Yes. 

Host.  You  are  welcomei  noble  gentlemen  1 
My  brave  old  guest,  most  welcome! 

Cle,  Lying  knaves, 
To  tell  us  you  were  dead.     Come,  sit  down  by  us. 
We  thank  you  for  your  song. 

Host.  'Would  't  had  been  better ! 
Dor.  Speak,  are  you  dead  ? 
Host,  Ifes,  indeed  am  I,  gentlemen  ; 
I  have  been  dead  these  three  weeks. 

Dor,  Then  here's  to  you, 
To  comfort  your  cold  body  ! 
Cle.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Stand  further  off. 

Dor,  I  will  stand  nearer  to  him. 
Shall  he  come  out  on's  coffin  to  bear  us  company. 
And  we  not  bid  him  welcome  ? — Come,  mine  host. 
Mine  honest  host,  here's  to  you ! 
Host,  Spirits,  sir,  drink  not. 
Cle.  Why  do  you  appear  ? 
Host,  To  wait  upon  ye,  gentlemen  ; 
('T  has  been  my  duty  living,  now  my  farewell) 
I  fear  ye  are  not  used  accordingly. 

Dor.  I  could  wish  you  warmer  company,  mine 
Howe'er  we  are  used.  [host, 

Host.  Next,  to  entreat  a  courtesy ; 
And  then  I  go  to  peace. 
Cle.  Is't  in  our  power  ? 

Host,  Yes,  and  tis  this ;  to  see  my  body  buried 
In  holy  ground,  for  now  I  lie  unhallow'dy 
By  the  clerk's  fault ;  let  my  new  grave  be  made 
Amongst  good  fellows,  that  have  died  before  me, 
And  merry  hosts  of  my  kind. 
Cle.  It  shall  be  done. 
Dor.  And  forty  stoops  of  wine 
Cle.  Do  you  know  our  travel  ? 
Host.  Yes,  to  seek  your  fiiends. 
That  in  afflictions  wander  now. 
Cle.  Ahis! 

Host,  Seek  'em  no  farther,  but  be  confident 
They  shall  return  in  peace. 
Dor,  There's  comfort  .yet. 
Cle.  Pray  you  one  word  more:  Is't  in  your  power, 
mine  host, 
(Answer  me  softly)  some  hours  before  my  death, 
To  give  me  warning  ? 

Host.  1  cannot  tell  you  truly ; 
But  if  I  can,  so  much  alive  I  loved  you, 
I  will  appear  again.    Adieu  I  {Exit, 

Dor.  Adieu,  sir. 

Cle,  I  am  troubled ;  these  strange  apparitions  are 
For  the  most  part  fatiil. 

Dor.  This,  if  told,  will  not 
Find  credit.  The  light  breaks  apace ;  let's  lie  down, 
And  take  some  little  rest,  an  hour  or  two. 
Then  do  mine  host's  desire,  and  so  return. 
I  do  believe  him. 
Cle,  So  do  L     To  rest,  sir  I  lExeunt. 


SCENE  VI.— Paris.    A  Room  in  Cleander'b 

House, 

Enter  Causta  and  CiAnnroA. 
Col.  Clarinda! 
Clari.  Madam. 


drank  at  thy 
[funeraL 


Cal.  Is  the  house  well  order'd  ? 
The  doors  lock'd  to,  now  in  your  master's  absence  ? 
Your  care  and  diligence  amongst  the  servants  ? 

Clari,  I  am  stirring,  madam. 

Cal,  So  thou  art,  Clarinda, 
More  than  thou  ought'st,  I  am  sure.    Why  dost 

Clari.  I  do  not  blush.  [thou  blush  ! 

Cal,  Why  dost  thou  hang  thy  head,  wench  ? 

Clari,  Madam,  you  are  deceived,  I  look  upright ; 
I  understand  you  not — She  has  spied  Leon  : 
Shame  of  his  want  of  caution  1  lAtide. 

Cal,  Look  on  me. 
What !  blush  again  ? 

Clari.  'TIS  more  than  I  know,  madam ; 
I  have  no  cause  that  I  find  yet. 

Cal.  Examine  then.  [me. 

Clari,  Your  ladyship  is  set,  I  think,  to  shame 

Cal.  Do  not  deserve't.    Who  lay  with  you  last 
night  ? 
What  bedfellow  had  you  !  none  of  the  maids  came 

Clari,  Madam,  they  did.  [near  you. 

Cal.  'Twas  one  in  your  cousin's  clothes  then, 
And  wore  a  sword ;  and  sure  I  keep  no  Amazons. 
Wench,  do  not  lie ;  'twill  but  proclaim  thee  guilty  : 
Lies  hide  our  sins  like  nets ;  like  perspectives, 
They  draw  offences  nearer  still,  and  greater. 
Come,  tell  the  truth. 

Clari,  You  are  the  strangest  lady 
To  have  these  doubts  of  me !  how  have  I  lived, 
And  which  of  all  my  careful  services         [madam, 
Deserves  these  shames  ? 

Cal.  Leave  feeing,  'twill  not  serve  you : 
This  impudence  becomes  thee  worse  than  lying. 
I  thought  yon  had  lived  well,  and  1  was  proud 

oft; 
But  you  are  pleased  to  abuse  my  thoughts.    Who 

was't? 
Honest  repentance  yet  will  make  the  fault  less. 

Clari.  Do  you  compel  me  I  do  you  stand  so  strict 
too  ?  lApart. 

Nay,  then  have  at  you. — I  shall  rub  that  sore, 

madam, 
Since  you  provoke  me,  will  but  vex  your  ladyship : 
Let  me  alone  ! 

Cal,  I  will  know. 

Cktri,  For  your  own  peace. 
The  peace  of  your  own  conscience,  ask  no  further : 
Walk  in,  and  let  me  alone. 

Cal,  No ;  I'll  know  aU. 

Clari,  Why,  then,  1*11  tell  you  :  'Twas  a  man  1 
lay  with, 
(Never  admire ;  'tis  easy  to  be  done,  madam, 
And  usual  too)  a  proper  man  I  lay  with, 
(Why  should  you  vex  at  that  ?)  young  as  lisander. 
And. able  too  !     I  grudge  not  at  your  pleasure. 
Why  should  you  stir  at  mine  ?    1  steal  none  from 

Cal.  And  dost  thou  glory  in  this  sin  ?         [you. 

Clari,  1  am  glad  on't ; 
To  glory  in't  is  for  a  mighty  lady. 
That  may  command. 

Cal.  Why  didst  thou  name  lisander ! 

Clari,  Does  it  anger  you  ?  does  it  a  little  gall 
you? 
I  know  it  does.     Why  would  you  urge  me,  lady  ? 
Why  would  you  be  so  curious  to  compel  me  ? 
I  named  Lisander  as  my  precedent, 
The  rule  I  erred  by :  You  love  him,  I  know  it ; 
I  grudged  not  at  it,  but  am  pleased  it  is  so ; 
And,  by  my  care  and  diligence,  you  enjoyed  him. 
Shall  I  for  keeping  counsel  have  no  comfort  ? 
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Will  you  have  all  yourself?  engross  all  pleasure? 
Are  you  so  bard-hearted  ?  Why  do  you  blush  now, 
madam  t 

Col.    My  anger  blushes,  not  my  shame,  base 
woman ! 

Clari.  I'll  make  your  shame  blush,  since  you 
put  me  to't : 
Who  lay  with  you  t'other  night ! 

Cal.  With  me,  you  monster  1 

Clari.  Whose  sweet  embraces  circled  you  ?  not 
your  husband's. 
I  wonder  you  dare  touch  me  in  thin  point,  madam  ? 
Stir  her  against  you  in  whose  hand  your  life  lies  ? 
More  than  your  life,  your  honour  ?    What  smug 

Amazon 
Was  that  1  brought  you  ?  that  maid  had  ne'er  a 
petticoat. 

Cal.  She'll  half  persuade  me  anon  I  am  a  beast 
And  I  mistrust  myself,  though  I  am  honest,  [too  ; 
For  giving  her  the  helm. — Thou  know'st,  Clarinda, 
Even  in  thy  conscience,  I  was  ever  virtuous ; 
As  far  from  lust  in  meeting  with  Lisander, 
As  the  pure  wind  in  welcoming  the  morning ; 
In  all  the  conversation  I  had  with  him, 
As  free,  and  innocent,  as  yon  fair  Heaven. 
Didst  not  thou  persuade  me  too  ? 

Clari.  Yes,  I  had  reason  for't ; 
And  now  you  are  persuaded,  I'll  make  use  on't. 

Cal.  If  I  had  sinned  thus,  and  my  youth  enticed 
The  nobleness  and  beauty  of  his  person,  [me, 

Beside  the  mighty  benefits  I  am  bound  to, 
Is  this  sufficient  warrant  for  thy  weakness  ? 
If  I  had  been  a  whore,  and  craved  thy  counsel 
In  the  conveyance  of  my  fault,  and  faithfulness, 
Thy  secrecy  and  truth  in  hiding  of  it. 
Is  it  thy  justice  to  repay  me 'thus  ? 
To  be  the  master  sinner  to  compel  me, 
And  build  thy  lust's  security  on  mine  honour ! 

Clari.  They  that  love  this  sin  love  their  security : 
Prevention,  madam,  is  the  nail  I  knock'd  at. 
And  I  have  hit  it  home,  and  so  I'U  hold  it, 
And  you  must  pardon  me,  and  be  silent  too. 
And  suffer  what  you  see,  and  suffer  patieiitly ; 
I  shall  do  worse  else. 

Cal.  Thou  canst  not  touch  my  credit ; 
Truth  wiU  not  suffer  me  to  be  abused  thus. 

Clari,  Do  not  you  stick  to  Truth,  she's  seldom 
heard,  madam ; 


{ 


A  poor  weak  tongue  she  has,  and  that  is  hoarse  too 
With  pleading  at  the  bars ;  none  understands  her : 
Or,  if  you  had  her,  what  can  she  say  for  you  ? 
Must  she  not  swear  he  came  at  midnight  to  yoa, 
The  door  left  open,  and  your  husband  ooKned 
With  a  feigufed  sickness  ?  ' 

Cal.  But,  by  my  soul,  I  was  honest ! 
Thou  know'st  I  was  honest. 

Clari.  That's  all  one  what  I  know ; 
What  I  will  testify  is  that  shall  vex  you ! 
Trust  not  a  guilty  rage  with  likelihoods. 
And  on  apparent  proof;  take  heed  of  that,  madsm: 
If  you  were  innocent,  as  it  may  be  you  are, 
I  do  not  know  ;  I  leave  it  to  your  conscience)    ^  I 
t  were  the  weakest  and  the  poorest  part  of  yon, 
Men  being  so  willing  to  believe  the  worst, 
So  open-eyed  in  this  age  to  all  infamy, 
To  put  your  fame  in  this  weak  bark  to  the  veature. 

Cal.  What  do  I  suffer !  Oh,  my  precious  boDoar, 
Into  what  box  of  evils  have  I  lock'd  thee  1 
Yet,  rather  than  be  thus  outbraved,  and  by 
My  drudge,  my  footstool,  one  that  sued  to  be  so, 
Perish  both  life  and  honour !  Devil,  thus 
I  dare  thy  worst,  defy  thee,  spit  at  thee ! 
And  in  my  virtuous  rage,  thus  trample  on  thee ! 
Awe  me,  thy  mistress,  whore,  to  be  thy  bawd? 
Out  of  my  house  !  proclaim  all  that  thou  knov'st, 
Or  malice  can  invent ;  fetch  jealousy 
From  hell,  and  like  a  fury  breathe  it  in 
The  bosom  of  my  lord ;  and  to  thy  utmost 
Blast  my  fair  fame  !  yet  thou  shalt  feel,  with  horror 
To  thy  seared  conscience,  my  truth  is  built 
On  such  a  firm  base,  that  if  e'er  it  can 
Be  forced,  or  undermined  by  thy  base  scandals, 
Heaven  keeps  no  guard  on  innocence  I  l^**^ 

Clari.  I  am  lost. 
In  my  own  hopes  forsaken  ;  and  must  fall 
(The  greatest  torment  to  a  guilty  woman) 
Without  revenge.    TiU  I  can  fashion  it, 
I  must  submit,  at  least  appear  as  if 
I  did  repent,  and  would  offend  no  farther. 
Monsieur  Beronte,  my  lord's  brother,  is 
Obliged  unto  me  for  a  private  &voar  ; 
'Tis  he  must  mediate  for  me :  But  when  time 
And  opportunity  bids  me  strike,  my  wreak 
Shall  pour  itself  on  her  nice  chastity 
Like  to  a  torrent ;  deeds,  not  words,  shall  sped 
me !  l^*^ 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 


Hall  in  the  $ame  House. 


Enter  AjuanoN  and  Bsronts,  severaUy. 

Ale.  You  are  opportunely  met. 

Ber,  Your  countenance 
Expresses  haste  mixed  with  some  fear. 

Alo,  You'll  share 
With  me  in  both,  as  soon  aa  you  are  made 
Acquainted  with  the  cause  :  If  you  love  virtue, 

In  danger  not  secure 1  have  no  time 

For  circumstance  :  Instruct  me  if  Lisander 
Be  in  your  brother's  house. 

Ber.  Upon  my  knowledge 
He  is  not  there. 

Ah,  I  am  glad  on't. 

Ber,  Why,  good  sir  ? 


Without  offence  I  speak  it,  there's  no  place 
In  which  he  is  more  honoured,  or  more  safe, 
Than  with  his  friend  Cleander. 

Ale.  In  your  votes 
I  grant  it  true ;  but,  as  it  now  stands  with  hia* 
I  can  give  reason  to  make  satisfaction 
For  what  I  speak  :  You  cannot  but  remesdwr 
The  ancient  difference  between  lisander 
And  Cloridon,  a  man  in  grace  at  court. 

Ber,  1  do ;   and  the  foul  plot  of  CloridW.* 
kinsmen 
Upon  Lisander's  life,  for  a  fall  given 
To  Cloridon  'fore  the  king,  as  Uiey  encoonter'd 
At  a  solemn  tilting. 

Alv.  It  is  now  revenged. 
In  brief,  a  challenge  was  brought  to  lisander 
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By  one  Clirysanthes ;  and,  u  far  as  valour 
Would  give  him  leave,  declined  by  bold  Liaander : 
Bat  peace  refused,  and  braTes  on  braves  heaped  on 

him, 
Alone  he  met  the  opposites,  ending  the  quarrel 
With  both  their  lives. 

Ber.  I  am  truly  sorry  for't. 

Ale.  The  king,  incensed  for  his  favourite's  death, 
Hath  set  a  price  upon  Lisander's  head, 
As  a  reward  to  any  man  that  brings  it, 
Alive  or  dead  :  To  gain  this,  every  where 
He  is  pursued  and  laid  for ;  and,  the  friendship 
Between  him  and  your  noble  brother  known. 
His  house  in  reason  cannot  pass  unsearch'd ; 
And  that's  the  principal  cause  that  drew  me  hither. 
To  hasten  his  remove,  if  he  had  chosen 
This  castle  for  his  sanctuary. 

Ber.  'Twas  done  nobly, 
And  you  most  welcome.  Tins  night  pray  you  take 
A  lodging  with  us ;  and,  at  my  entreaty, 
Conceal  this  from  tny  brother :  He  is  grown 
Exceeding  sad  of  late  ;  and  the  hard  fortune 
Of  one  he  values  at  so  high  a  rate. 
Will  much  encrease  his  melancholy. 

Ale.  I  am  tutored. 
Pray  you  lead  the  way.  . 

Ber,  To  serve  you,  I  will  shew  it.  \,E*eunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  %n  the  tame. 

Enter  Clkandkr^  with  a  Book. 

Cle.  Nothing  more  certain  than  to  die ;  but  when 
Is  most  uncertain :  If  so,  every  hour 
We  should  prepare  us  for  the  journey,  which 
Is  not  to  be  put  off.     I  must  submit 
To  the  divine  decree,  not  argue  it, 
And  chearfolly  I  welcome  it :  I  have 
Disposed  of  my  estate,  confessed  my  sins, 
And  have  remission  from  my  ghostly  father. 
Being  at  peace  too  here.    The  apparition 
Proceeded  not  from  fancy ;  Dorilaus 
Saw  it,  and  heard  it  with  me ;  it  made  answer 
To  our  demands,  and  promised,  if  *twere  not 
Denied  to  him  by  Fate,  he  would  forewarn  me 
Of  my  approaching  end.     I  feel  no  symptom 
Of  sickness ;  yet,  I  know  not  how,  a  dulness 
Invadeth  me  all  over. — Ha ! 

Enter  the  Spirit  </  the  Hoar. 


Hast.  I  come,  sir, 
To  keep  my  promise ;  and,  as  far  as  spirits 
Are  sensible  of  sorrow  for  the  living, 
I  grieve  to  be  the  messenger  to  tell  you. 
Ere  many  hours  pass,  you  must  resolve 
To  fill  a  grave. 

Cle.  And  feast  the  worms  ? 

Host.  Even  so,  sir. 

Cle.  I  hear  it  like  a  man. 

Host.  It  well  becomes  you ; 
There's  no  evading  it. 

Cle.  Can  you  discover 
I    By  whose  means  I  must  die  ? 

Host,  That  is  denied  me : 
But  my  prediction  is  too  sure :   Prepare 
I    To  make  your  peace  with  Heaven ;  so  farewell,  sir ! 

iBxit. 

Cle.  I  see  no  enemy  near ;  and  yet  I  tremble 
Like  a  pale  coward  I  My  sad  doom  pronounced 
By  tfaia  aCrial  voice,  as  in  a  glass 


Shews  me  my  death  in  its  most  dreadful,  shape. 
What  rampire  can  my  human  frailty  raise 
Against  the  assault  of  Fate  ?  I  do  begin 
To  fear  myself !  my  inward  strengths  forsake  me ; 
I  must  call  out  for  help. — Within  there  I  haste. 
And  break  in^to  my  rescue  !  « 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Causta,  OLrifDA,  Bsaoirra,  Aunsoir, 
Servants,  and  Clajuitoa,  at  nveral  dsers. 

Dor.  Rescue?  where? 
Shew  me  your  danger. 

Cat.  I  wiU  interpose 
My  loyal  breast  between  you  and  all  haz^d. 

Ber.  Your  brother's  sword  secures  you. 

Ale.  K  true  friend 
Will  die  in  your  defence. 

Cle.  1  thank  ye  ! 
To  all  my  thanks !  Encompass'd  thus  with  friends, 
How  can  I  fear  ?  And  yet  I  do !    I  am  wounded, 
Mortally  wounded.  Nay,  it  is  within ; 
I  am  hurt  in  my  mind.  One  word — 

Dor.  A  thousand. 

Cle.  I  shall  not  live  to  speak  so  many  to  you. 

Dor.  Why  ?  what  forbids  you  ? 

Cle.  But  even  now  the  spirit 
Of  my  dead  host  appeared,  and  told  me,  that 
This  night  I  should  be  with  him.    Did  you  not 

meet  it  ? 
It  went  out  at  that  door. 

Dor,  A  vain  chimera 
Of  your  imagination !  Can  you  think 
Mine  Host  would  not  as  well  have  spoke  to  me 

now. 
As  he  did  in  the  inn  ?  These  waking  dreams 
Not  alone  trouble  you,  but  strike  a  strange 
Distraction  in  your  family.     See  the  tears 
Of  my  poor  daughter,  fair  Olinda's  sadness. 
Your  brother's  and  your  friend's  grief,  servants' 

sorrow. 
Good  son,  bear  up  ;  you  have  many  years  to  live 
A  comfort  to  us  idl.     Let's  in  to  supper. 
Ghosts  never  walk  till  after  midnight,  if 
I  may  believe  my  grannam.    We  will  wash 
These  thoughts  away  with  wine,  'spite  of  hob- 
goblins. 

Cle.  You  reprehend  me  justly. — Gentle  madam, 
And  all  the  rest  forgive  me ;  I'll  endeavour 
To  be  merry  with  you. 

Dor.  That's  well  said. 

Ber.  I  have 
Procured  your  pardon.  ITo  CuMtrvA, 

Cat,  Once  more  I  receive  you 
Into  my  service ;  but  take  special  care 
You  fall  no  further. 

Clari.  Never,  madam. — Sir,  lApart. 

When  you  shall  find  fit  time  to  call  me  to  it, 
I  will  make  good  what  I  have  said. 

Ber.  Till  when. 
Upon  your  life  be  silent  1 

Dor.  We  will  have 
A  health  unto  Lisander. 

Cle.  His  name,  sir. 
Somewhat  revives  me ;  but  his  sight  would  cure 
However,  let's  to  supper.  [me. 

Olin.  'Would  Clarangd 
And  lidian  were  here  too !  as  they  should  be. 
If  wishes  could  prevail. 

Cat.  They  are  fruitless,  madam.  lEseunt. 
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SCENE  III.— The  Garden.    Night, 
Enter  Lbom. 

Leon,  If  that  report  speak  truth,  Clarinda  is 
Discharged  her  lady's  service,  and  what  burden 
I  then  have  drawn  upon  me  is  apparent. 
The  crop  she  reaped  from  her  attendance  was 
Her  best  revenue,  and  my  principal  means 
Clarinda's  bounty,  though  I  laboured  hard  for't, 
A  younger  brother's  fortune.     Must  I  now 
Have  sour  sauce,  after  sweetmeats  ?  and  be  driven 
To  levy  half-a-crown  a  week,  besides 
Clouts,  sdpe,  and  caudles,  for  my  heir  apparent, 
If  she  prove,  as  she  swears  she  is,  with  child  } 
Such  as  live  this  way,  find,  like  me,  though  wench- 
ing 
Hath  a  fair  face,  there's  a  dragon  in  the  tail  oft. 
That  stings  to  th'  quick.     I  must  sculk  here,  until 
I  am  resolved :  How  my  heart  pants,  between 
My  hopes  and  fears !  She's  come. — 

Enter  Claainda. 

Are  we  i'  the  port  ? 
If  not,  let's  sink  together. 

Clari.  Things  go  better 
Than  you  deserve  ;  you  carry  things  so  openly, 
I  must  bear  every  way.     I  am  once  more 
In  my  lady's  grace. 

Leon,  And  I  in  yours  ? 

Clari.  It  may  be  ; 
But  I  have  sworn  unto  my  lady  never 
To  sin  again. 

Leofu  To  be  surprised.    The  sin 
Is  in  itself  excusable ;  to  be  taken 
Is  a  crime,  as  the  poet  writes. 

Clari.  You  know  my  weakness, 
And  that  makes  you  so  confident — You  have  got 
A  fair  sword :  Was  it  not  Lisander's  } 

Leon,  Yes,  wench ; 
And  I  grown  valiant  by  the  wearing  of  it : 
It  hath  been  the  death  of  two.  With  this  Lisander 
Slew  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes :  I  took  it  up, 
Broken  in  the  handle,  but  that  is  reformed ; 
And  now,  in  my  possession,  the  late  master 
Dares  never  come  to  challenge  it.    This  sword, 
And  all  the  weapons  that  I  have,  are  ever 
Devoted  to  thy  service :  Shall  we  bill  ? 
I  am  very  gamesome. 

Clari,  I  must  first  dispose  of 
The  fool  Malfort ;  he  hath  smoked  you,  and  is  not. 
But  by  some  new  device,  to  be  kept  from  me ; 
I  have  it  here  shall  fit  him.     You  know  where 
You  must  expect  me ;  with  all  possible  silence 
Get  thither. 

Leon,  You  will  follow  ? 

Clari.  Will  I  live  ? 
She  that  is  forfeited  to  lust  must  die, 
That  humour  being  un-fed.    Be  gone ;  here  comes 
My  champion,  in  armour.  lExit  Lsow. 

Enter  Malport,  in  Armour. 

Malf,  What  adventure 
I  am  bound  upon  I  know  not,  but  it  is 
My  mistress'  pleasure  that  I  should  appear  thus. 
I  may  perhaps  be  terrible  to  others, 
Butr  as  I  am,  I  am  sure  my  shadow  frights  me : 
The  clashing  of  my  armour,  in  my  ears 
Sounds  like  a  passing-bell ;  and  my  buckler  puts 

me 
In  mind  of  a  bier;  this  my  broad  sword,  a  pick-axe 


To  dig  my  grave.     Oh,  love !  abominable  love ! 
What  monsters  issue  from  thy  dismal  den 
Clarinda's  placket,  which  1  must  encounter, 
Or  never  hope  to  enter. 

Clari,  Here's  a  knight-errant ! — 
Monsieur  Malfort. 

Ma^f,  Stand,  stand,  or  I'll  fall  for  you. 

Clari,  Know  you  not  my  voice  ? 

Ma\f,  Yes,  'twas  at  that  I  trembled. 
But,  were  my  fislse  friend  Leon  here 

Clari,  'Tube. 

Malf,  Where?  where .> 

ClaA,  He  is  not  come  yet 

Mfdf,  'TU  weU  for  him, 
I  am  so  full  of  wrath. 

Clari,  Or  fear. — This  Leon, 
Howe'er  my  kinsman,  hath  abused  yon  grossly. 
And  this  night  vows  to  take  me  henoe  perforce, 
And  marry  me  to  another :  'Twas  for  this. 
Presuming  on  your  love,  I  did  entreat  you 
To  put  your  armour  on,  that  with  more  safety 
You  might  defend  me. 

Malf,  And  I'll  do  it  bravely. 

Clari,  You  must  stand  here  to  beat  him  off,  and 
suffer 
No  human  thing  to  pass  you,  though  it  appear 
In  my  lord's  shape  or  lady's :  Be  not  cosen'd 
With  a  disguise. 

Malf,  1  have  been  fool'd  already, 
But  now  I  am  wise. 

Clari,  You  must  swear  not  to  stir  henoe. 

MaJtf.  Upon  these  lips. 

Clari,  Nor  move  uutU  I  call  yoo. 

Malf.  Ill  grow  here  rather. 

Clari,  This  night's  task  well  ended, 
I  am  yours  to-morrow.     Keep  sure  guard.    \ExA. 

Malf,  Adieu ! 
My  honeycomb,  how  sweet  thou  art,  did  not 
A  nest  of  hornets  keep  it !  what  impoasibUtties 
Love  makes  me  undertake  !     I  know  myself 
A  natural  coward,  and,  should  Leon  come* 
Though  this  were  cannon-proof,  I  should  deliver 
The  wench  before  he  ask'd  her.     I  hear  sooie 

footing  1 
'Tis  he  :  Where  shall  I  hide  myself?  that  is 
My  best  defence. 

Enter  CuiAMDWM.    , 

Ch,  I  cannot  sleep ;  strange  visions 
Make  this  poor  life  I  feared  of  Ute  to  lose, 
A  toy  that  I  grow  weary  of. 

Malf.  'TisLeon. 

Cle.  What*sthat? 

Mm^.  If  yon  are  oome,  sir,  for  Clarinda, 
I  am  glad  I  have  her  for  you ;  I  resign 
My  interest :  You'll  find  her  in  her  chaffiber ; 
I  did  stay  up  to  tell  you  so. 

Cle.  Clarinda? 
And  Leon  ?    There  is  something  more  in  this 
Than  I  can  stay  to  ask.  IBrit. 

Malf,  What  a  cold  pickle, 
And  that  none  of  Uie  sweetest,  do  I  find 
My  poor  self  in ! 

Cle.  [WUhin.'\  Yield,  villain ! 

Enter  Clarctda  and  Lson  running,  CutAsuen/tUetrim^ 

Clari.  'Tis  my  lord  I 
Shift  for  yourself. 

Leon,  Hb  life  shall  first  make  answer 
For  this  intrusion*  IKiOt 
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IFall*  in  a  swoon. 


Maif,  I  am  going  away  ! 
I  am  gone  already  ! 

Cie,  Heaven  take  mercy  on 
My  soul !  too  true  presaging  Host  I  {.Diet. 

Clari,  He^B  dead, 
And  this  wretch  littie  better.    Do  you  stare 
Upon  your  handy-work  ? 

Leon.  I  am  amazed. 

Clari,  Gret  o'er  the  garden-wall ;  fly  for  your 
life, 
Bot  leave  your  sword  behind ;  enquire  not  why : 
ril  fashion  something  out  of  it,  though  I  perish. 
Shall  make  way  for  revenge. 

Leon.  These  are  the  fruits 
Of  last,  Clarinda ! 

Clari,  Hence,  repenting  milk-sop !    lExit  Ltow. 
Now  'tis  too  late. — Lisander's  sword  ?  Ay,  that, 

iPuU  tKe  I^Bord  in  Malport's  Hand. 
That  is  the  base  I'll  build  on.     So  ;  I'll  raise 
The  houses — Help !  murder !  a  most  horrid  mur- 
Monsieur  Beront^ !  noble  Doriiaus !  [der ! 

All  buried  in  sleep  ?    Ah  me  !  a  murder ! 
A  moat  unheard-of  murder  ! 

Enter  Doulaub,  a*  from  bed. 

Dor.  More  lights,  knaves  ! 
'   Beronti,  Alddon,  more  lights ! 

I       Enter  Bcbontb,  Axcmos,  and  Servants  with  Lights. 

Clari.  By  this 
I  see  too  much. 

Dor.  My  son  Cleander  bathing 
In  his  own  gore  1    The  devil  to  tell  truth 
r  th*  shape  of  an  Host ! 

Ber.  My  brother  ? 

Malf.  I  have  been 
V  th'  other  world,  in  hell  I  thmk,  these  devils 
With  fire-brands  in  their  paws  sent  to  torment 

me 
(Though  I  ne'er  did  the  deed)  for  my  lewd  purpose 
To  be  a  whoremaster. 

Dor.  Who's  that? 

Ale.  'Tis  one 
In  armour.    A  bloody  sword  in's  hand. 

Dor.  Sans  question, 
The  murderer. 

Malf.  Who?  I?  you  do  me  wrong : 
I  never  had  the  heart  to  kill  a  chicken ; 
Nor  do  I  know  this  sword. 

Ale,  I  do,  too  well. 

Ber.  I  have  seen  Lisander  wear  it 

Clari.  This  confirms  iTo  Bbronw. 

What  yester-night  I  whisper'd :  Let  it  work ; 
The  circumstance  may  make  it  good. 

Malf.  My  lord? 
And  I  his  murderer  ? 

Ber.  Drag  the  villain  hence  ! 
The  rack  shall  force  a  free  confession  from  him. 

Malf.  1  am  struck  dumb ;  you  need  not  stop  my 
mouth. 

Ber.  Away  with  him  !  [MALroRx  carried  (OT- 

Enter  Caubta  and  Ounda. 

Cal.  Where  is  my  lord? 

Dor.  All  that 
Remains  of  him  lies  there.    Look  on  this  object, 
And  then  turn  marble. 

Cal.  I  am  so  already. 
Made  fit  to  be  his  monument :  But  wherefore 
Do  yon,  that  have  both  life  and  motion  left  you, 


Stand  sad  spectators  of  his  death,  and  not 
Bring  forth  his  murderer  ? 
Ber.  That  lies  in  you  : 
You  must,  and  shall  produce  him. 
Dor.  She,  Beront^? 
Ber.  None  else. 

Dor.  Thou  liest !  I'll  prove  it  on  thy  head. 
Or  write  it  on  thy  heart.  {Draws. 

Ale.  Forbear !  there  is 
Too  much  blood  shed  already. 

Ber.  Let  not  cboler 
Stifle  your  judgment !  Many  an  honest  father 
Hath  got  a  wicked  daughter.     If  I  prove  not, 
With  evident  proofs,  her  hand  was  in  the  blood 
Of  my  dear  brother,  (too  good  a  husband  for  her) 
Give  your  revenge  the  reins,  and  spur  it  forward. 
Dor.  In  any  circumstance  but  shew  her  guilty, 
I'll  strike  the  first  stroke  at  her. 

Ber.  Let  me  ask 
A  question  calmly :  Do  you  know  this  sword  ? 
Have  you  not  seen  Lisander  often  wear  it  ? 
Dor.  The  same  with  which  he  rescued  me. 
Cal.  I  do : 
What  inference  from  this  to  make  me  guilty  ? 
Ber.  Was  he  not  with  you  in  the  house  to- 
night? 
Cal.  No,  on  my  soul  I 
Ber.  Nor  ever  heretofore 
In  private  with  you,  when  you  feigned  a  sickness. 
To  keep  your  husband  absent  ? 

Cal.  Never,  sir. 
To  a  dishonest  end. 

Ber.  Was  not  this  woman 
Your  instrument !    Her  silence  does  confess  it. 
Here  lies  Cleander  dead,  and  here  the  sword 
Of  false  Lisander,  too  long  covered  with 
A  mask  of  seeming  truth. 

Dor.  And  is  this  all 
The  proof  you  can  alledge  ?    Lisander  guilty. 
Or  my  poor  daughter  an  adulteress  ? 
Suppose  that  she  had  changed  discourse  with  one 
To  whom  she  owed  much  more  ? 

Cal.  Thou  hast  thy  ends. 
Wicked  Clarinda !  IShe  faints. 

Olin.  Help!  the  lady  sinks  ; 
Malice  hath  killed  her. 

Dor.  I  would  have  her  live, 
Since  I  dare  swear  she's  innocent.     'Tis  no  time 
Or  place  to  argue  now ;  this  cause  must  be 
Decided  by  the  judge ;  and,  though  a  father, 
I  will  deliver  her  into  the  hands 
Of  justice  :  If  she  prove  true  gold  when  tried. 
She's  mine ;  if  not,  with  curses  I'll  disclaim  her. 
Take  up  your  part  of  sorrow ;  mine  shall  be 
Ready  to  answer  with  her  life  the  fact 
That  ^he  is  charged  with. 

Ber.  Sir,  I  look  upon  you 
As  on  a  father. 

Dor.  With  the  eyes  of  sorrow, 
I  see  you  as  a  brother.    Let  your  witnesses 
Be  ready. 

Ber.  'Tis  my  care. 
Ale.  1  am  for  Lidian : 
This  accident,  no  doubt»  will  draw  him  from 
His  hermit's  life. 

Clari.  Things  yet  go  right ;  persist,  sir. 

lExeunt  with  Causta,  and  Clkandkr'b  Bodjf. 
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SCENE  IV A  Forest. 

Enter  Lisandsr  and  LAMCXtor. 

L%9.  Are  the  hones  dead  ? 

Lan.  Out-right.     If  yon  ride  at  this  rate, 
Tou  must  resolve  to  kill  your  two  a  day. 
And  that's  a  large  proportion. 

Lis,  Will  you  please, 
At  any  price,  and  speedily,  to  get  fresh  ones  ? 
You  know  my  danger,  and  the  penalty 
That  follows  it,  should  I  be  apprehended  : 
Your  duty  in  obeying  my  commands 
Will  in  a  better  language  speak  your  service, 
Than  your  unnecessary  and  untimely  care 
Of  my  expence. 

Lan.  1  am  gone,  sir.  lExU. 

Lis.  In  this  thicket 
I  will  expect  you.     Here  yet  I  have  leisure 
To  call  myself  unto  a  strict  account 
For  my  pass'd  life,  how  vainly  spent  I  1  would 
I  stood  no  further  guilty  I  but  I  have 
A  heavier  reckoning  to  make  I  This  hand. 
Of  late  as  white  as  innocence,  and  unspotted, 
Now  wears  a  purple  colour,  dyed  in  gore ; 
My  soul  of  the  same  tincture  !  Purblind  passion. 
With  flattering  hopes,  would  keep  me  from  despair, 
Pleading  I  was  provoked  to't ;  but  my  reason, 
Breaking  such  thin  and  weak  defences,  tells  me, 
I  have  done  a  double  murder  ;  and  for  what  ? 
Was  it  in  service  of  the  king  ?  his  edicts 
Command  the  contrary :  Or  for  my  country  ? 
Her  genius,  like  a  mourning  mother,  answers, 
In  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes  she  hath  lost 
Two  hopeful  sons,  that  might  have  done  their  parts 
To  guanl  her  from  invasion.    For  what  cause  then? 
To  keep  the  opinion  of  my  valour  upright 
V  tW  popular  breath ;  a  sandy  ground  to  build  on ! 
Bought  vrith  the  king's  displeasure,  as  the  breach 
Of  Heaven's  decrees,  the  loss  of  my  true  comforts. 
In  parents,  kinsmen,  friends ;  as  the  fruition 
Of  all  that  I  was  bom  to,  and  that  sits 
Like  to  a  hill  of  lead  here.     In  my  exile, 
(Never  to  be  repealed,  if  I  escape  so) 
I  jiave  cut  off  aU  hopes  ever  to  look  on 

Enter  Lidian,  like  a  Hermit. 
Divine  Calista,  from  her  sight  and  converse 
For  ever  banished  1 

Lid.  I  should  know  this  voice. 
His  naming  too  my  sister,  whom  lisander 
Honoured,  but  in  a  noble  way,  assures  me 
That  it  can  be  no  other  :  I  stand  bound 
To  comfort  any  man  I  find  distressed  ; 
But  to  aid  him  that  saved  my  life,  religion, 
And  thankfulness,  commands !  and  it  may  be 
High  providence  for  this  good  end  hath  brought 

him 
Into  my  solitary  walk. — Lisander ! 
Noble  Lisander ! 

Lis.  Whatsoe'er  thou  art. 
That  honourable  attribute  thou  giv'st  me, 
I  can  pretend  no  right  to.     Come  not  near  me ; 
I  am  infectious ;  the  sanctity 
Of  thy  profession  ^for  thou  appear'st 
A  reverend  hermit)  if  thou  fly  not  from  me. 
As  from  the  plague,  or  leprosy,  cannot  keep  thee 
From  being  polluted. 

Lid.  With  good  counsel,  sir. 
And  holy  prayers  to  boot,  I  may  cure  you, 
Though  both  ways  so  infected.     You  look  wildly, 


(Peace  to  your  conscience  I)  nr,  and  stare  upon  me. 
As  if  you  never  saw  me :  Hath  my  habit 
Altered  my  face  so  much,  that  yet  you  know  not 
Your  servant  Lidian  ? 

Lis.  I  am  amazed  ! 
So  young  and  so  religunis? 

Lid.  I  purpose 
(Heaven  make  me  thankful  for't !)  to  leave  die 

world : 
I  have  made  some  trial  of  my  streugths  in  tikis 
My  solitary  life  ;  and  yet  I  find  not 
A  faintness  to  go  on. 

Lis.  Above  belief! 
Do  you  inhabit  here  ? 

Lid.  Mine  own  free  choice,  sir : 
I  live  here  poorly,  but  contentedly. 
Because  I  find  enough  to  feed  my  fortunes ; 
Indeed  too  much  :  These  wild  fields  are  my  gardens, 
The  crystal  rivers  they  afford  their  waters. 
And  grudge  not  their  sweet  streams  to  quendi 

afflictions ; 
The  hollow  rocks  their  beds,  which,  though  thej 

are  hard, 
(The  emblems  of  a  doting  lover's  fortune) 
Yet  they  are  quiet;  and  the  weary  slumbers 
The  eyes  catch  there,  softer  than  beds  of  down, 

friend ; 
The  birds  my  bell  to  call  me  to  devotions ; 
My  book  the  story  of  my  wanderin»  life, 
In  which  I  find  more  hours  due  to  repentance 
Than  time  hath  told  me  yet 

Lis.  Answer  me  truly. 

Lid.  I  wiU  do  that  without  a  conjuration. 

Lis.  V  th'  depth  of  meditation,  do  you  not 
Sometimes  tiiink  of  Olinda  ? 

Lid.  I  endeavour 
To  raze  her  from  my  memory,  as  I  wish 
You  would  do  the  whole  sex ;  for  know,  lisander, 
The  greatest  curse  brave  man  can' labour  under. 
Is  die  strong  witchcraft  of  a  woman's  eyes. 
Where  I  find  men,  I  preach  this  doctrine  to  'em : 
As  you're  a  scholar,  knowledge  make  your  mistress, 
The  hidden  beauties  of  the  Heavens  your  study ; 
There  shall  you  find  fit  wonder  for  your  faith. 
And  for  your  eye  inimitable  objects ; 
As  you're  a  profess'd  soldier,  «$ourt  your  hoooor; 
Though  she  be  stem,  she's  honest,  a^irave  mistrest! 
The  greater  danger  you  oppose  to  win  her. 
She  shews  the  sweeter,  and  rewards  the  noUcr; 
Woman's  best  loves  to  hers  mere  shadows  be, 
For  after  death  she  weds  your  memory. 
These  are  my  contemplations. 

Lis.  Heavenly  ones ; 
And  in  a  young  man  more  remarkable. 
But  wherefore  do  I  envy,  and  not  tread  in 
This  blessed  track  ?  Here's  in  the  heart  no  false- 

hood 
To  a  vowed  friend,  no  quarrels  seconded 
With  challenges,  which,  answered  in  defence 
Of  the  word  reputatioriy  murder  follows. 
A  man  may  here  repent  his  tins,  and  though 
His  hand,  like  mine,  be  stained  in  blood,  it  may  be 
With  penitence  and  true  contrition  washed  off; 
You  have  proved  it,  Lidian  ? 

Lid.  And  you'll  find  it  true, 
If  you  pers^ver. 

Lis.  Here  then  ends  my  flight. 
And  here  the  fury  of  the  king  shall  find  me 
Prepared  for  Heaven,  if  I  am  marked  to  die 
For  that  I  truly  grieve  for. 
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Enter  Friar,  and  CuuiAifOS,  in  a  Friar's  kabiL 

Friar.  Keep  yoarself 
Concealed ;  1  am  instructed. 

Clara.  How  the  sight 
Of  my  dear  friend  confirms  me ! 

Lit.  What  are  these  ? 

Lid.  Two  reverend  friars ;  one  I  know. 

Friar.  To  you 
This  journey  is  devoted. 

Lid.  Welcome,  father  1 

Friar,  I  know  your  resolution  so  well  grounded, 
And  your  adieu  unto  the  world  so  constant, 
That  though  I  am  the  unwilling  messenger 
Of  a  strange  accident  to  try  your  temper. 
It  cannot  shake  you.    You  had  once  a  friend, 
A  noble  friend,  Clarangd. 

Lid.  And  have  still, 
I  hope,  good  father. 

Friar.  Your  false  hopes  deceive  you  ; 
He's  dead. 

Lis.  Clarang^  dead  ? 

Friar.  I  buried  him. 
Some  said  he  died  of  melancholy,  some  of  love. 
And  of  that  fondness  perish'd. 

Lid.  Oh,  Clarange  ! 

Clara.  Hast  thou  so  much  bnnno  nature,  noble 
So  tenderly  to  love  thy  rival's  memory  ?  [Lidian, 
The  bold  Lisander  weeps  too.  lAsitU. 

Friar.  I  expected 
That  you  would  bear  this  better. 

Lid,  I  am  a  man,  sir, 
I  And,  my  great  loss  weighed  duly 

Friar.  His  last  words  were, 
After  confisanon,  '*  Live  looe,  dear  Lidian, 
Pooeaa'd  of  aU  thy  wishes  \'^  And  of  me 
He  did  desire,  bathing  my  hand  with  tears, 
That  with  my  best  care  I  should  seek  and  find  you, 
And  from  his  dying  mouth  prevail  so  with  you. 
That  yon  a  while  should  leave  your  hermit's  strict- 
And  on  his  monument  pay  a  tear  or  two,        [ness, 
To  witness  how  you  loved  him. 

Lid.  Oh,  my  heart ! 
To  witness  how  I  loved  him  ?  Would  he  had  not 
Led  me  unto  his  grave,  but  sacrificed 
His  sorrows  upon  mine  !  He  was  my  friend, 
My  noble  friend ;  I  will  bewail  his  ashes. 
His  fortunes  and  poor  mine  were  bom  together, 
And  I  will  weep  'em  both  :  I  will  kneel  by  him. 
And  on  his  hallowed  earth  do  my  last  duties. 
I'll  gather  all  the  pride  of  spring  to  deck  him ; 
Woodbines  shall  grow  upon  his  honoured  grave. 
And,  as  they  prosper,  clasp  to  shew  our  friendship, 
And,  when  they  wither,  I'll  die  too. 

Clara,  Who  would  not 
Desire  to  die,  to  be  bewailed  thus  nobly  ? 

Friar.  There  is  a  legacy  he  hath  bequeath'd  you ; 
But  of  what  value  I  must  not  discover. 
Until  those  rites  and  pious  ceremonies 
Are  duly  tendered. 

Lid.  I  am  too  full  of  sorrow 
To  be  inquisitive. 

Lis,  To  think  of  his, 
I  do  forget  mine  own  woes. 

Enter  ALcmoir. 

Ale.  [Entering.']  Graze  thy  fill,  now 
Thou  hast  done  thy  busine88.-^Ha !  who  have  we 

here? 
Lisander?  Lidian  ?  and  two  reverend  friars  ? 
W^hat  a  strange  scene  of  sorrow  is  expressed 


In  different  postures,  in  their  looks  and  station  ! 

A  common  painter  eyeing  these,  to  help 

His  dull  invention,  might  draw  to  the  Ufe 

The  living  sons  of  Priam,  as  they  stood 

On  the  pale  walls  of  Troy,  when  Hector  fell 

Under  Achilles'  spear.     I  come  too  late  ; 

My  horse,  though  good  and  strong,  moved  like  a 

tortoise : 
III  news  had  wings,  and  hath  got  here  before  me. 
AU  Pythagoreans  ?  not  a  word  ? 

Lid.  Oh,  Alcidon ! 
Deep  rivers  with  soft  murmurs  glide  along, 
The  shallow  roar.     Clarang^  ! 

Lis.  Cloridon! 
Chrysanthes !  Spare  my  grief,  and  apprehend 
What  I  should  speak. 

Ale.  Their  fates  I  have  long  since 
For  your  sake  mourned :  Clarang^'s  death  (for  so 
Your  silence  doth  confirm)  till  now  I  heard  not : 
Are  these  the  bounds  that  are  prescribed  unto 
The  swelling  seas  of  sorrow  ? 

Lis.  The  bounds,  Alcidon  ? 
Can  all  the  winds  of  mischief  from  all  quarters, 
Euphrates,  Ganges,  Tigris,  Volga,  Po, 
Paying  at  once  their  tribute  to  this  ocean. 
Make  it  swell  higher  ?     I  am  a  murderer. 
Banished,  proscribed  :  Is  there  anght  else  that  can 
Be  added  to  it  ? 

Lid,  I  have  lost  a  friend. 
Prized  dearer  than  my  being,  and  he  dead. 
My  miseries  at  the  height  contemn  the  worst 
Of  Fortune's  malice. 

Alo.  How  our  human  weakness, 
Grown  desperate  from  small  disasters,  makes  us 
Imagine  them  a  period  to  our  sorrows. 
When  the  first  syllable  of  greater  woes 
Is  not  yet  written  ! 

Lid.  How  ? 

Lis.  Speak  it  at  large : 
Since  grief  must  break  my  heart,  I  am  ambitious 
It  should  be  exquisite. 

Ale.  It  must  be  told  ; 
Yet,  ere  you  hear  it,  with  all  care  put  on 
The  surest  armour,  anvil'd  in  the  shop 
Of  passive  Fortitude.     The  good  Oleander, 
Your  friend,  is  murdered. 

Lis.  'Tis  a  terrible  pang. 
And  yet  it  will  not  do ;  I  Uve  yet.     Act  not 
The  torturer's  part ;  if  that  there  be  a  blow 
Beyond  this,  give  it,  and  at  once  dispatch  me. 

Ale.  Your  sword,  dyed  in  his  heart-blood,  was 
found  near  him : 
Your  private  conference  at  midnight  urged 
With  fair  Calista ;  which  by  her,  whose  pure  tr  uth 
Would  never  learn  to  tell  a  lie,  being  granted. 
She  by  enraged  Beronte  is  accused 
Of  murder  and  adultery,  and  you 
(However  I  dare  swear  it  false)  concluded 
Her  principal  agent. 

Lid.  Wave  upon  wave  rolls  o'er  me ! 
My  sister !  my  dear  sister  I 

Clara.  Hold,  great  heart ! 

Friar.  Tear  open  his  doublet. 

Lis.  Is  this  wound  too  narrow 
For  my  life  to  get  out  at  ?    Bring  me  to 
A  cannon  loaded,  and  some  pitying  friend 
Give  fire  unto  it,  while  I  nail  my  breast 
Unto  his  thund'ring  mouth,  that  in  the  instant 
I  may  be  piece-meal  torn,  and  blown  so  far 
As  not  one  joint  of  my  dismembered  limbs 
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May  ever  be,  by  searcli  of  maiii  found  out. 
Oleander  1  Yet  why  name  I  him  !  However 
His  fall  deserved  an  earthquake,  if  compared 
With  what  true  honour  in  Calista  suffers. 
Is  of  no  moment.     My  good  angel,  keep  me 
From  blasphemy,  and  strike  me  dumb,  before, 
V  th'  agony  of  my  spirit,  I  do  accuse 
The  powers  above,  for  their  unjust  permission 
Of  virtue,  innocent  virtue,  to  be  branded 
With  the  least  vicious  mark ! 

Clara.  I  never  saw 
A  man  so  far  transported. 

Ale.  Give  it  way ; 
'Tis  now  no  time  to  stop  it. 

Enter  Lancrlot. 

Lan.  Sir,  I  have  bought 
Fresh  horses  ;  and,  as  you  respect  your  life, 
Speedily  back   'em ;    the  archers  of  the  king's 

guard 
Are  every  where  in  quest  of  you. 


Lis.  My  life  ?  [SWfar  huKsun- 

Perish  all  such  with  thee  that  wish  it  longer  I 
Let  it  but  clear  Calista's  innocence. 
And  Nestor's  age  to  mine  was  youtli.     I'll  fly 
To  meet  the  rage  of  my  incensed  king. 
And  wish  his  favourite's  ghost  appeued  in  flames, 
To  urge  him  to  revenge.    Let  all  t^e  tntnres 
That  tyranny  e'er  found  out  circle  me, 
Provided  justice  set  Calista  free  I  lExU. 

Ak.  Vn  follow  him. 

lExeunt  Aucnxnr  oimI  Iuucbjox. 

Lid.  I  am  rooted  here. 

Friar.  Remember 
Your  dear  friend's  last  request,  your  sister's  dan- 
With  the  aids  that  you  may  lend  her.  [gers. 

Lid.  Pray  you  support  me ; 
My  legs  deny  their  office.  [£xvnt 

Clara.  I  grow  still 
Further  engaged  unto  his  matohless  virtnes ; } 
And  I  am  dead  indeed,  until  I  pay 
The  debt  I  owe  him  in  a  noble  way.  [£nf. 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I.r— Paris.    An  Apartment  in  Clean. 

der's  House, 

Enter  Dorilaus  and  Servant. 

Dor.  Thou  hast  him  safe  ? 

Serv.  As  fast  as  locks  can  make  him : 
He  must  break  through  three  doors,  and  cut  the 
Often  tall  fellows,  if  that  he  escape  us.      [throats 
Besides,  as  fiBir  as  I  can  apprehend, 
He  hath  no  such  intention,  for  his  looks 
Are  full  of  penitence. 

Dor.  Trust  not  a  knave's  looks ; 
They  are  like  a  whore's  oaths.  How  does  my  poor 
Brook  her  restraint  ?  [daughter 

Serv.  With  such  a  resolution 
As  well  becomes  your  lordship's  child. 

iKnock  within. 

Dor.  Who's  that? 

Enter  Lcmxtrx. 

Serv.  Monsieur  Lemure. 

Dor.  This  is  a  special  favour, 
And  may  stand  an  example  in  the  court 
For  courtesy  :  It  is  the  client's  duty 
To  wait  upon  his  patron ;  you  prevent  me, 
That  am  your  humble  suitor. 

Lem.  My  near  place 
About  the  king,  though  it  swell  others,  cannot 
Make  me  forget  your  worth  and  age,  which  may 
Challenge  much  more  respect :  And  I  am  sorry 
That  my  endeavours  for  you  have  not  met  with 
The  good  success  I  wished ;  I  moved  the  king 
With  my  best  advantage,  both  of  time  and  place, 
I'  th'  favour  of  your  daughter. 

Dor.  How  do  you  find 
His  majesty  affected  ? 

Lem.  Not  to  be 
Swayed  from  the  rigour  of  the  law  ;  yet  so  far 
The  rarity  of  the  cause  hath  won  upon  him, 
That  he  resolves  to  have  in  his  own  person 
The  hearing  of  it ;  her  trial  will  be  noble, 
And  to  my  utmost  strength,  where  I  may  serve  her, 
My  aids  shall  not  be  wanting. 

Dor.  I  am  your  servant. 


Lem,  One  word  more :  If  yoa  love  LiaaBdeHs 
Advise  him,  as  he  tenders  it,  to  keep  [lift, 

Out  of  the  way ;  if  he  be  apprehended. 
This  dty  cannot  ransom  him.     So,  good  morrow. 

{ExU. 

Dor.  All  happiness  attend  you  I  Go  thy  wajs; 
Thou  hast  a  clear  and  noble  souL     For  thy  sake, 
I'll  hold  that  man  mine  enemy,  who  dares  mutter 
The  court  is  not  the  sphere  where  Virtae  moves, 
Humanity  and  nobleness  waiting  on  her. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Two  gentlemen  (but  what  tiiey  are  I  know 
Their  &oes  are  so  muffled)  press  to  see  you,  [not. 
And  will  not  be  denied. 

Dor.  Whato'er  they  are, 
I  am  too  old  to  fear. 

Serv.  They  need  no  usher ; 
They  make  their  own  way. 

Enter  Lisanosb  and  ALcnxiir. 

Dor.  Take  you  yours.— Lisander !  lExU  BeraaL 
My  joy  to  see  yon,  and  my  sorrow  for 
The  danger  you  are  in,  contend  so  here, 
(Though  different  passions,  nay,  opposed  in  nature) 
I  know  not  which  to  entertain. 

Lis.  Your  hate 
Should  win  the  victory  from  both  :  Witii  justice 
You  may  look  on  me  as  a  homicide, 
A  man  whose  life  is  forfeited  to  the  law ; 
But  if,  howe'er  I  stand  accused,  in  thought 
I  sinned  against  Cleander's  life,  or  live 
Guilty  of  Sie  dishonour  of  your  daughter. 
May  all  the  miseries  that  can  fall  on  man 
Here,  or  hereafter,  circle  me  I 

Dor.  To  me 
This  protestation's  useless ;  I  embrace  yoa, 
As  the  preserver  of  my  life,  the  man 
To  whom  my  son  owes  his  ;  with  life,  his  honoar  : 
And  howsoever  your  affection 
To  my  unhappy  daughter,  though  it  were 
(For  I  have  sifted  her)  in  a  noble  way. 
Hath  printed  some  taint  on  her  fame,  and  bro^ltt 
Her  life  in  qaestion ;  yet  1  would  not  purchase 
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The  with'd  recorery  of  her  reputation, 
With  strong  aararanoe  of  her  innocence 
Before  the  king  her  jndge,  with  certain  loaa 
Of  my  Liiander,  for  whoee  life,  if  found, 
There'a  no  redeaaption  :  My  excess  of  lore 
(Though  to  enjoy  you  one  short  day  would  lengthen 
My  life  a  doien  years)  boldly  commands  me, 
Upon  my  knees,  ^nduch  yet  were  never  bent 
But  to  the  king  and  Hea?en«  to  entreat  you 
To  fly  hence  with  all  possible  speed,  and  leave 
Calista  to  her  fortune. 

Lis.  Oh,  blessed  saints ! 
Forsake  her  in  affliction  I  Can  you 
Be  to  unnatural  to  your  own  blood. 
To  one  so  well  deserving,  as  to  value 
My  safety  before  hers  ?    Shall  innocence 
In  her  be  branded,  and  my  guilt  escape 
Unpunished  ?    Does  she  witer  so  much  for  me. 
For  me  unworthy,  and  shall  I  decline 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banishment, 
The  course  of  justice,  to  draw  out  a  life  ? 
A  life  ?  I  style  it  fidse,  a  living  death, 
Which,  being  uncompelled  laid  down,  wiU  clear  her. 
And  write  her  name  a-new  in  the  fair  legend 
Of  the  bcstvwomen.    Seek  not  to  dissuade  me  I 
I  will  not,  like  a  careless  poet,  spoil 
The  last  act  of  my  play,  tUl  now  applauded. 
By  giving  the  world  just  catuse  to  say  I  feared 
Dettdi  more  liian  loss  of  honour. 

D&r.  But  suppose 
Heaven  hatii  designed  some  ether  saving  means 
For  her  deliverance  ? 

£A$,  Other  means  ?    That  is 
A  mischief  above  all  I  have  groaned  under : 
Shall  any  other  pay  my  debt,  while  I 
Write  myself  bankrupt?  or  Calista  owe 
The  least  beholdiogness  for  that  which  she, 
On  aU  the  bonds  of  gratitude  I  have  seal'd  to. 
May  oballenge  from  me  to  be  freely  tendered  ? 
Avert  it,  mercy  !     I'll  go  to  my  grave 
Without  the  curses  of  my  creditors ; 
ril  vindicate  her  fur  name,  and  so  cancel 
My  obligation  to  her :  To  the  king. 
To  whom  I  stand  accountable  for  the  loss 
Of  two  of  his  loved  subjecta'  lives,  I'll  oifer 
Mine  own  in  satisfaction ;  to  Heaven 
ril  pay  my  true  repentance ;  to  the  times 
Present  and  future,  1*11  be  registered 
A  memorable  precedent  to  admonish 
Others,  however  valiant,  not  to'  trust 
To  their  abilities  to  dare  and  do ; 
And  much  less  for  the  airy  words  of  honour, 
And  false-stamp'd  reputation,  to  shake  off 
The  chains  of  their  religion  and  allegiance, 
The  principal  means  appointed  to  prefer 
Societies  and  kingdoms.  iBxit. 

Dor,  Let's  not  leave  him  ; 
His  mind's  much  troubled. 

Ale.  Were  your  daughter  free, 
(Since  from  her  dangers  his  distraction  rises) 
His  cai^  is  not  so  desperate  for  the  slaughter 
Of  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes,  but  it  may 
nnd  passage  to  the  mercy  of  the  king. 
The  motives  urged  in  his  defence,  that  forced  him 
To  act  that  bloody  scene. 

Dor.  Heaven  can  send  aids. 
When  they  are  least  expected.     Let  us  walk  ; 
The  hour  of  trial  draws  near. 

Ale.  May  it  end  well !  iExeunl. 

▼OL.    II. 


SCENE  n.-'Anoiher  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  Oliivda  and  LnnAif . 

O/tn.  That  for  my  love  you  should  turn  hermit, 
As  much  amazes  me  as  your  report  [Lidian, 

Clarange's  dead. 

Lid.  He  is  so,  and  all  oomforta 
My  youth  can  hope  for,  madam,  with  him  buried ; 
Nor  had  I  ever  left  my  cell,  bat  that 
He  did  enjoin  me  at  Ms  death  to  shed 
Some  tears  of  friendship  on  his  monument ; 
And,  those  last  rites  performed,  he  did  bequeath 
As  the  best  legacy  a  friend  could  give,  [you. 

Or  I  indeed  could  wish,  to  my  embraces. 

Olin,  'Tis  still  more  strange  ;  is  there  no  foul 
I  must  confess  I  am  not  sorry,  sir,      [  play  in  it  ? 
For  your  fair  fortune ;  yet  'tis  fit  I  grieve 
The  most  untimely  death  of  such  a  gentleman  ; 
He  was  my  worthy  servant. 

Lid.  And  for  this 
Acknowledgment,  if  I  could  prize  you  at 
A  higher  rate,  I  should ;  he  was  my  friend. 
My  dearest  friend. 

Olin.  But  how  should  I  be  assured,  sir, 
(For  slow  belief  is  the  best  friend  of  truth) 
Of  this  gentleman's  death  ?  If  1  should  credit  it, 
And  afterward  it  fall  out  contrary. 
How  am  1  shamed  !  how  is  your  virtue  tainted ! 

Lid.  There  is  a  friar  that  came  along  with  me, 
His  business,  to  deliver  you  a  letter 
From  dead  Clarangd :  You  shall  hear  his  testi- 
mony. 

Snter  Claaanob,  as  a  Friar,  with  another  Friar. 

Father  1  my  reverend  father  ! — Ijook  upon  him  ; 
Such  holy  men  are  authors  of  no  fables. 

Olin.  They  should  not  be ;  their  lives  and  their 
opinions, 
Like  brightest  purest  flames,  should  still  bum 

upwards.-— 
To  me,  sir  ?  [Claramqm,  diUwers  a  Utter, 

Clara.  If  you  are  the  fair  Olinda. 

Friar,  I  do  not  like  these  cross  pointa. 

Clara,  Give  me  leave  ; 
I  am  nearest  to  myself :  What  I  have  plotted 
Shall  be  pursued  ;  you  must  not  over-rule  me. 

Olin.  Do  you  put  the  first  hand  to  your  own 
undoing  ? ' 
Play  to  betray  your  game  ?  Mark  but  this  letter ! 
"  Lady,  I  am  come  to  claim  your  noble  promise : 

IReads, 
If  you  be  mistress  of  your  word,  you  are  mine ; 
I  am  last  returned.  Your  riddle  is  dissolved, 
And  I  attend  your  faith.     Your  humble  servant, 

ClarangiL" 
Is  this  the  friar  that  saw  him  dead  ? 

Lid,  Tis  he ; 
Clarangd,  on  my  life  t  I  am  defeated ! 
Such  reverend  habita  juggle  ?  my  true  sorrow 
For  a  ftdse  friend,  not  worth  a  tear,  derided  ? 

Friar.  You  have  abused  my  trust. 

Olin,  It  is  not  well. 
Nor  like  a  gentleman. 

Clara.  Ail  stratagems 
In  love,  and  that  the  sharpest  war,  are  lawful. 
By  your  example,  1  did  change  my  habit, 
Caught  yon  in  your  own  toil,  and  triumph  in  it ; 
And  what  by  policy's  got,  I  will  maintain 
With  valour !  No  Lisander  shall  oome  in 
Again  to  fetch  you  off. 
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Lid.  His  honoured  name, 
Pronounced  by  such    a    treacherous    tongue,   is 

tainted. 
Maintain  thy  treason  with  thy  sword  ?  With  what 
Contempt  I  hear  it  I  in  a  wilderness 
I  durst  encounter  it,  and  would,  but  that 
In  my  retired  hours,  (not  counterfeited 
As  thy  religious  shape  was)  I  have  learn 'd. 
When  justice  may  determine,  such  a  cause, 
And  of  such  weight,  as  this  iiiir  lady  is, 
Must  not  be  put  to  Fortune.    I  appeal 
Unto  the  king ;  and  he,  whose  wisdom  knows 
To  do  his  subjects  right  in  their  estates, 
As  graciously  with  judgment  will  determine 
In  points  of  honour. 

Olin,  I'll  steer  the  same  course  with  you. 

Clara»  Til  stand  the  trial. 

Friar.  What  have  you  done  ?  or  what 
Intend  you  ? 

Clara.  Ask  not ;  I'll  come  off  with  honour. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Court  of  Justice. 

Enter  Bkbonts,  Clammda,  Maltokt,  guarded,  and 

Offioera. 

Ber.  Be  constant  in  your  proofs :  Should  you 
shrink  back  now, 
Your  life  must  answer  it ;  nor  am  I  safe, 
My  honour  being  engaged  to  make  that  good 
Which  you  affirm. 

Ciari.  I  am  confident,  so  dearly 
I  honoured  my  dead  lord,  that  no  respect, 
Or,  of  my  lady's  bounties,  (which  were  great  ones, 
I  must  confess)  nor  of  her  former  life, 
(For  while  that  she  was  chaste,  indeed  I  loved  her] 
Shall  hinder  me  from  lending  «my  assistance 
Unto  your  just  revenge — mine  own  I  mean. 
If  Leon  keep  for  off  enough,  all's  secure :     lAeide. 
Lisander  dares  not  come  in ;  modest  blushes 
Parted  with  me  long  since,  and  impudence, 
Armed  with  my  hate  unto  her  innocence,  shall  be 
The  weapon  I  will  fight  with  now. 

Ber.  The  rack 
Being  presented  to  you,  you'U  roar  out 
What  you  conceal  yet. 

Maif.  Conceal  ?  I  know  nothing 
But  that  I  shall  be  hanged,  and  that  I  look  for : 
It  is  my  destiny ;  I  ever  had 
A  hanging  look ;  and  a  wise  woman  told  me, 
Though  I  had  not  the  heart  to  do  a  deed 
Worthy  the  halter,  in  my  youth  or  age, 
I  should  take  a  turn  with  a  wry  mouth ;  and  now 
'Tis  come  about.     I  have  penn'd  mine  own  ballad 
Before  my  condemnation,  in  fear 
Some  rhymer  should  prevent  me. 

Enter  TkauLAVB,  CAUsni,  and  Ounoa. 

Here's  my  lady : 
'Would  I  were  in  Heaven,  or  a  thousand  miles 

hence, 
That  I  might  not  blush  to  look  on  her ! 

Dor.  You 
Behold  this  preparation,  and  the  enemies 
Who  are  to  fight  against  your  life ;  yet  if 
You  bring  no  witness  here,  that  may  convince  you 
Of  breach  of  faith  to  your  lord's  bed,  and  hold  up 
Unspotted  hands  before  the  king,  th\»  trial 
You  are  to  undergo  will  but  refine. 
And  not  consume,  your  honour. 


Col.  How  confirmed 
I  am  here,  whatsoever  fkte  falls  on  me, 
You  shall  have  ample  testimony.    Till  the  death 
Of  my  dear  lord,  (to  whose  sad  memory 
I  pay  a  mourning  widow*s  tears)  I  lived 
Too  happy  in  my  holiday  trim  of  glory. 
And  courted  with  felicity,  that  drew  on  me. 
With  other  helps  of  nature,  as  of  fortune. 
The  envy,  not  the  love,  of  most  that  knew  me ; 
This  made  me  to  presume  too  much,  perhaps 
Too  proud  ;  but  I  am  humbled :  And  if  now 
I  do  make  it  apparent,  I  can  bear 
Adversity  with  such  a  constant  patience 
As  will  set  off  my  innocence,  I  hope,  air. 
In  your  declining  age,  when  I  shcmld  live 
A  comfort  to  you,  you  shall  have  no  canse, 
Howe'er  I  stand  accused,  to  hold  yoor  honour 
Shipwrecked  in  such  a  daughter. 

Olin*  Oh,  best  friend  ! 
My  honour's  at  the  stake  too ;  for 

Dor.  Be  silent : 
The  king. 

Enter  Kiwo,  Lbmubs,  and  Attendants. 

Lem.  Sir,  if  you  plesse  to  look  upon 
The  prisoner,  and  the  many  aervioes 
Her  father  hath  done  for  yon 

King.  We  must  loook  on 
The  cause,  and  not  the  perwms.    YetbdiofaSBg, 
With  an  impartial  eye,  the  exoelUng  beanties 
Of  this  hdr  lady,  (which  we  did  believe 
Upon  report,  but  till  now  never  saw  'em) 
It  moves  a  strange  kind  of  compassion  in  me. 
Let  ns  survey  you  nearer !  She's  a  boc^ 
To  be  with  care  perused ;  and  'tis  my  wonder, 
If  such  mishapen  guests  as  Lust  and  Mimkr, 
At  any  price,  should  ever  find  a  lodging 
In  such  a  beauteous  inn  I  Mistake  na  not; 
Though  we  admire  the  outward  stmctuie,  if 
The  rooms  be  foul  within,  expect  no  favonr. 
I  were  no  man,  if  I  could  look  on  beauty 
Distressed,  without  some  pity ;  bnt  no  king. 
If  any  superficial  gloss  of  feature 
Could  work  me  to  decline  the  course  of  jnstioe. 
But  to  the  cause,  Cleander's  death  I  what  pfoo6 
Can  you  produce  against  her? 

Ber.  Royal  sir, 
Touching  that  point,  my  brother'a  deatli,  we  buiU 
On  suppositions 

King.  Suppositions  ?  how  ? 
Is  such  a  lady,  sir,  to  be  oondenned 
On  suppositions  ? 

Ber.  They  are  well-grounded,  air ; 
And  if  we  make  it  evident  she  is  guilty 
Of  the  first  crime  we  charge  her  with.  Adultery, 
That  being  the  parent,  it  may  find  belief 
That  murder  was  the  issue. 

King.  We  allow 
It  may  be  so ;  but  that  it  may  be,  mutt  not 
Infer  a  necessary  consequence 
To  cast  away  a  lady's.life.    What  witnesses 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Ber.  The  principal,  this  woman. 
For  many  years  her  servant ;  she  hath  taken 
Her  oath  in  court. — Come  forward  1 

King.  By  my  crown, 
A  lying  face ! 

Clari.  I  swore,  sir,  for  the  king; 
And  if  you  are  the  party,  as  I  do 
Believe  you  are»  (for  you  have  a  good  foee. 
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Howerer  mine  appears)  swearing  for  jou,  sir, 
I  ought  to  have  my  oath  pass. 

King,  Impudent  too? 
Well,  what  have  you  sworn  ? 
Clari,  That  this  lady  was 
A  goodly  tempting  lady,  as  she  is  : 
How  thinks  yoor  majesty  ?  And  I  her  servant, 
Her  officer,  as  one  would  say,  and  trusted 
With  her  dosest  chamber-service  ;  that  Lisander 
Was  a  fine-timbered  gentleman,  and  active ; 
That  he  could  do  fine  gambols 
To  make  a  lady  merry ;  that  this  pair, 
A  very  loving  couple,  mutually 
Affected  one  another :  So  much  for  them,  sir  I 
That  I,  a  simple  waiting-woman,  having  taken 
My  bodily  oath,  the  first  night  of  admittance 
Into  her  ladyship's  service,  on  her  slippers, 
(That  wa&the  book)  to  serve  her  will  in  all  things, 
And  to  know  no  religion  but  her  pleasure, 
('Tis  not  yet  out  of  fashion  with  some  ladies) 
That  I,  as  the  premises  shew,  being  commanded 
To  do  my  function,  in  conveyance  of 
Idsander  to  her  chamber,  (my  lord  absent. 
On  a  pretended  sickness)  did  the  feat, 
(It  cannot  be  denied)  and  at  dead  midnight 
Left  'em  together :  What  they  did,  some  here 
Can  easily  imagine.     I  have  said,  sir. 

Dor.  The  devil's  oratrix  I 

King.  Then  you  confess 
You  were  her  bawd  ? 

Clari,  That's  coarse ;  her  agent,  sir. 

King.  So,  goody  Agent !    And  yon  think  there 
is 
No  punishment  due  for  your  agentship  ? 

Clari.  Let  her  suffer  first. 
Being  my  better,  for  adultery. 
And  I'll  endure  the  mulct  imposed  on  bawds/ 
Call  it  by  the  worst  name. 

Cai.  Live  I  to  hear  this  ? 

King.  Take  her  aside. — Your  answer  to  this, 
lady. 

C€tl.  Heaven  grant  me  patience!   To  be  thus 
confronted 
(Oh,  pardon,  royal  sir,  a  woman's  passion !) 
By  one  (and  this  the  worst  of  my  misfortunes) 
That  was  my  slave,  but  never  to  such  ends,  sir, 
Would  give  a  statue  motion  into  fury. 
Let  my  past  lifie,  my  actions,  nay  intentions. 
Be  by  my  grand  accuser  justly  censured, 
(For  her  I  scorn  to  answer)  and  if  they 
Yield  any  probability  of  truth 
In  that  she  urges,  then  I  will  confess 
A  guilty  cause.    The  people's  voice,  which  is 
The  voice  of  truth,  my  husband's  tenderness 
In  his  affection  to  me,  (that,  no  dotage. 
But  a  reward  of  humbleness)  the  friendship 
Echoed  throi^h  France  between  him  and  Lisander, 
All  make  against  her.     For  him,  in  his  absence, 
(Whatever  imputation  it  draw  on  me) 
I  must  take  leave  to  speak:  'Tis  true  he  loved 

me, 
But  not  in  such  a  wanton  way ;  his  reason 
Mastered  his  passions  :  I  grant  I  had 
At  midnight  conference  with  him ;  but  if  he 
Ever  received  a  farther  favour  from  me 
Than  what  a  sister  might  give  to  a  brother, 
May  I  sink  quick !  And  thus  much,  (did  he  know 
The  shame  I  suffer  for  him,  with  the  loss 
Of  his  life  for  appearing)  on  my  soul, 

He  would  mi^ii^tatiti, 


Enter  Lisakdbb  mtd  Ajjcwok. 

Lis.  And  will,  thou  clear  example 
Of  women's  pureness  1 

King.  Though  we  hold  her  such. 
Thou  hast  expressed  thyself  a  desperate  fool. 
To  thrust  thy  head  into  the  lion's  jaws, 
The  justice  of  thy  king. 

Lis.  I  came  prepared  for't. 
And  offer  up  a  guilty  life  to  clear 
Her  innocence  :  The  oath  she  took,  I  swear  to ; 
And  for  Cleander's  death,  to  purge  myself 
From  any  colour  malice  can  paint  on  me. 
Or  that  she  had  a  hand  in't,  I  can  prove 
That  fatal  night  when  he  in  his  own  house  fell, 
And  many  days  before,  I  was  distant  from  it 
A  long  day's  journey. 

Clari.  1  am  caught.  {Atide, 

Ber.  If  so. 
How  came  your 'sword  into  this'steward's  hands  ? — 
Stand  forth. 

Malf,  I  have  heard  nothing  that  you  spake : 
I  know  I  must  die ;  and  what  kind  of  death 
Pray  you  resolve  me ;  I  shall  go  avray  else 
In  a  qualm ;  I  am  very  faint. 

King,  Carry  him  off ; 
His  fear  will  kill  him.  CMalvort  U  carried  qff: 

Dor.  Sir,  'twas  my  ambition. 
My  daughter's  reputation  being  wounded 
r  th'  general  opinion,  to  have  it 
Cured  by  a  public  trial ;  I  had  else 
Forborne  your  majesty's  trouble. 

BAter  LaoN,  Servants,  and  Guard, 

I'U  bring  forth 
Cleander's  murderer  ^  in  a  wood  I  heaid  him, 
As  I  rode  sadly  by,  unto  himself. 
With  some  compunction,  though  this  devil  had 
Lament  what  he  had  done,  cursu^  her  lust  [none, 
That  drew  him  to  that  bloody  fisust. 

Leon.  To  lessen 
The  foulness  of  it,  (for  which  I  know  justly 
I  am  to  suffer)  and  with  my  last  breath 
To  free  these  innocents,  I  do  confess  all. 
This  wicked  woman  only  guilty  with  me. 

Clari.  Is't  oome  to  this?  Thou  puling  rogue! 
die  thou 
With  prayers  in  thy  mouth ;  I'll  curse  the  laws 
By  which  I  suffer  !  All  I  grieve  for  is. 
That  I  die  unrevenged. 

Leon.  But  one  word  more,  sir. 
And  I  have  done :  I  was  by  accident  where 
Lisander  met  with  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes, 
Was  an  ear- witness  when  he  sought  for  peace, 
Nay,  begged  it  upon  colder  terms  than  can 
Almost  find  credit,  his  past  deeds  considered ; 
But  they,  deaf  to  his  reasons,  severally 
Assaulted  him  ;  but  such  was  his  good  fortune^ 
That  both  fell  under  it.    Upon  my  death 
I  take  it  uncompelled,  that  they  were  guilty 
Of  their  own  violent  ends ;  and  he,  against 
His  will,  the  instrument. 

Ah.  This  I  will  swear  too ; 
For  I  was  not  far  off. 

Dor.  They  have  alledged 
As  much  to  wake  your  sleeping  mercy,  siri 
As  all  the  advocates  of  France  can  plead 
In  his  defence. 

King.  The  criminal  judge  shall  sentence 
These  to  their  merits. 

[Lbon  and  Clardtoa  tolwa  away  guarded. 
WHS 
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With  mine  own  hand,  lady, 
I  take  3ron  from  the  bar,  and  do  myself 
Pronoiince  you  innocent 

All,  Long  liye  the  King ! 

King.  And,  to  confirm  you  stand  high  in  our 
favour. 
And  as  some  recompence  for  what  yon  have 
With  too  mach  rigour  in  your  trial  suffer'd, 
Ask  what  you  please,  becoming  me  to  grant, 
And  be  possessed  oft. 

CaL  Sir,  I  dare  not  doubt  lKn§ett, 

Your  royal  promise  ;  in  a  king  it  is 
A  strong  assurance  ;  that  emboldens  me 
Upon  my  humble  knees  to  make  my  boon 
Lisauder's  pardon ! 

Dor.  My  good  genius 
Did  prompt  her  to  it. 

Lem,  At  your  feet  thus  prostrate, 
I  second  her^  petition. 

Alo.  Never  king 
Poured  forth  his  mercy  on  a  worthier  subject. 

Ber.  To  witness  my  repentance,  for  the  wrong 
In  my  unjust  suspicion  I  did  both, 
I  join  in  the  same  suit 

Lit,  The  life  you  give. 
Still  ready  to  lay  down  for  your  service, 
Shall  be  against  your  enemies  employed. 
Not  hazarded  in  brawls. 

All.  Mercy,  dread  sir  ! 

King.  So  many  pressing  me,  and  with  such  rea- 
Moving  compassion,  I  hope  it  will  not  [sons 

Be  censured  levity  in  me,  though  I  borrow 
In  this  from  justice,  to  relieve  my  mercy  : 
I  grant  his  pardon  at  yoar  intercession. 
But  still  on  this  condition ;  you,  Lisander, 
In  expiation  of  your  guilt,  shall  build 
A  monument  for  my  Cloridon  and  Chrysanthes ; 
And  never  henceforth  draw  a  sword,  but  when 
By  us  you  are  commanded,  in  defence  of 
The  Flower-de-Luce ;  and,  after  one  year's  sorrow 
For  your  dear  Mend  Cleander's  wretched  fate, 
Marry  Calista. 


Lit.  On  yonr  sacred  hand, 
I  vow  to  do  it  seriously. 

£ia«rLii»Ajr. 

Lit!.  Great  sir,  stay  I 
Leave  not  your  seat  of  justice,  till  yon  have 
Given  sentence  in  a  cause  as  much  importaoi 
As  this  you  have  determined. 

King.  Lidian? 

Lid.  He,  sir. 
Your  humblest  subject.     I  accuse  Clarang^ 
Of  falsehood  in  true  friendship  at  the  hei^tj 
We  both  were  suitors  to  this  lady,  both 
Enjoined  one  penance— 

Enter  CLAiuifoa  and  FHar. 

Clara,  Trouble  not  the  King 
With  an  unnecessary  repetition. 
Of  what  the  court's  fiumliar  with  already. 

King.  Clarangd? 

D<fr.  With  a  shaven  crown  ? 

Olin*  Most  strange ! 

Clara.  Look  on  thy  rival-— your  late  servint, 
But  now  devoted  to  a  better  mistress,       [nsdim, 
The  Churoh,  whose  orders  I  have  took  upon  aic : 
I  here  deliver  up  my  interest  to  her, 
And  what  was  got  with  cunning  (as  yoa  thoaght) 
I  simply  thus  surrender.    Heretofore, 
You  did  outstrip  me  in  the  race  of  friendship ; 
I  am  your  equal  now. 

Dor.  A  suit  soon  ended  ! 

Clara.  And  joining  thus  your  bands,  (I  knov 
both  willing) 
I  may  do  in  the  church  my  fnar's  office 
In  marrying  you. 

Lid.  The  victory  is  yours,  sir. 

King.  It  is  a  glorious  one,  and  wdi  sets  off 
Our  scene  of  mercy.    To  the  dead  we  tender 
Our  sorrow  ;  to  the  living,  ample  wishes 
Of  future  happiness.     'lis  a  King's  duty 
To  prove  himself  a  &ther  to  his  subjects ; 
And  I  shall  hold  it,  if  this  well  succeed, 
A  meritorious  and  prsise-worthy  deed.       [£Mi»t 


EPILOGUE. 

Still  doubtful,  and  perplez'd  too,  whether  he 
Hath  done  Fletcher  right  in  this  history, 
The  poet  sits  within  ;  since  he  must  know  it. 
He,  with  respect,  desires  that  you  would  shew  it 
By  some  accustomed  sign  ;  if  from  our  action. 
Or  his  endeavours,  you  meet  satis&ction, 
With  ours  he  hath  his  ends  ;  we  hope  the  best, 
To  make  that  certainty  in  you  doth  rest. 


THE    NIGHT-WALKER; 

OR, 

THE   LITTLE   THIEF. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Jrancs  Au»iPi,  marrUd  to  Maria. 

Frank  Hrartloyr.  enamoured  of  Maria. 

Tom  Lorchsr,  Brother  to  Alatrr. 

Jack  Wildrraik,  NejAew  to  the  Lady. 

Toby,  Coachman  to  the  Lady. 

Qentlenifla. 

SerrantR. 

Sexton. 

BeU-ilngen. 


Lady,  Mother  to  Maria. 
Maria,  in  Love  with  Hrartlotk. 
Alathr,  eomtraeted  to  Alorifr,  dUgnietd 

Boy. 
None. 

MisiRRM  Nrwioyr. 
Women. 
Mistreas,  a  Courtesan  to  Lurcrbr. 
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SCENE,— London. 


ACT    L 


SCENE  J. ^Before  the  House  0/ Ajlobipb. 
Bnier  Lurcbrr  and  Wiu>brain. 

Lure.  Jack! 

Wildb.  Wbat  wind  brought  thee  hither  ? 
In  what  old  hoUow  tree,  or  rotten  wall, 
Hast  thou  been,  like  a  swallow,  all  this  winter  ? 
Where  hast  thou  been,  man  ? 

Lure,  Following  the  plough. 

rVildb.  What  plough  ?    Thon  hast  no  land ; 
Stealing's  thy  only  purchase. 

Lure.  The  best  inheritance. 

fVUdb,  Not  in  my  opinion ; 
Thoa  hadst  five  hondred  pound  a-year. 

Lure.  'Tis  gone : 
Pr'ytbee,  no  more  on't !     Have  I  not  told  thee, 
And  oftentimes,  Nature  made  all  men  equal, 
Her  distribution  to  each  child  alike ; 
Till  Labour  came  and  thrust  a  new  will  in, 
Which  I  allow  not ;  till  men  won  a  privil^ 
By  that  they  call  endeavour  ^  which -indeed 
Is  nothing  but  a  lawful  cozenage, 
An  allowdl  way  to  cheat  ?   Why  should  my  neigh- 
bour, 
That  hath  no  more  soul  than  his  horsekeeper. 
Nor  bounteous  faculties  above  a  broom-man. 
Have  forty  thousand  pounds,  and  I  four  groats  ? 
Why  should  he  keep  it } 

Wildb.  Thy  old  opinion  still. 

Lure.  Why  should  that  scrivener. 
That  ne'er  writ  reason  in  his  life,  nor  anything 
That  time  e'er  gloried  in ;  that  never  knew 
How  to  keep  any  courtesy  conoeal'd, 
But  noverini  universi  must  proclaim  it, 
Purchase  perpetually,  and  I  a  rascal  ? 


Consider  this  ;  why  should  that  mouldy  «obler 
Marry  his  daughter  to  a  wealthy  merchant. 
And  give  five  thousand  pound  ?  is  this  good  jus- 
Because  he  has  a  tougher  constitution,  [tice  i 

Can  feed  upon  old  songs,  and  save  his  money. 
Therefore  must  I  go  beg  ? 

fVildb.  What's  this  to  thee ! 
Thou  canst  not  mend  it :  If  thon  be'st  determined 
To  rob  all,  like  a  tyrant,  yet  take  heed 
A  keener  justice  do  not  overtake  thee, 
And  catch  you  in  a  noose. 

Lure.  I  am  no  woodcock ; 
He  that  shall  sit  down  frighted  with  that  foolery 
Is  not  worth  pity  ;  let  me  alone  to  shuffle  ! 
Thou  art  for  wenching. 

Wildb.  For  beauty  I,  a  safe  course : 
No  halter  hangs  in  my  way ;  I  defy  it. 

Lure.  But  a  worse  fate,  a  wilful  poverty ; 
For  where  thon  gain'st  by  one  that  indeed  loves 

thee, 
A  thousand  vrill  draw  from  thee ;  'tis  thy  destiny ! 
One  is  a  kind  of  weeping  cross.  Jack, 
A  gentle  purgatory :  Do  not  fling  at  all ; 
You'll  pay  the  box  so  often,  till  you  perish. 

Wildb.  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  sir,  'tis  my 
pleasure : 
I  will  employ  my  wits  a  great  deal  faster 
Than  you  shall  do  your  fingers  ;  and  my  loves. 
If  I  mistake  not,  shall  prove  riper  harvest 
And  handsomer,  and  come  vrithin  less  danger. 
Whero's  thy  young  sister  ? 

Lure.  I  know  not  where  she  is ;  she's  not  worth 
caring  for, 
She  has  no  vrit.     Oh,  you'd  be  nibbling  with  her  1 
She's  far  enough,  I  hope  :  I  know  not  where : 
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She's  not  worth  caring  for,  a  Bullen  thing. 
She  would  not  take  my  counael,  Jack ;  and  so 
I  parted  from  her. 

Wildb,  Leave  her  to  her  wants  ? 

Luro.  I  gave  her  a  little  money,  what  I  oonld 
spare; 
She  had  a  mind  to  th'  country^  she  is  tnm'd» 
By  this,  some  farmer's  dairy-maid ;  I  may  meet 

her 
Riding  from  market  one  day,  'twixt  her  dorsers  ; 
If  I  do,  hy  this  hand  I  wo' not  spare 
Her  butter-pence. 

Wildb,  Thou  wilt  not  rob  thy  sister  ? 

Lure.  She  shall  account  me  for  her  eggs  and 
cheeses. 

WUdb.  A  pretty  girL    Did  not  old  Algripe  love 
A  very  pretty  girl  she  was.  Qier  ? 

Lure,  Some  such  thing ; 
But  he  was  too  wise  to  fasten.    Let  her  pass. 

Wildb.  Then  where's  thy  mistress  ? 

Lure.  Where  you  sha'  not  find  her, 
Nor  know  what  stuff  she  is  made  on ;  no,  indeed, 
I  chose  her  not  for  your  use.  [sir, 

Wildb.  Sure  she's  handsome. 

Lure.  Yes,  indeed  is  she ;  she  is  very  handsome ; 
But  that's  all  one. 

Wiidb.  You'O  come  to  th'  marriage  ? 

Lure,  Is  it 
To-day  ? 

WUdb,  Now,  now,  they  are  come  from  church 
now. 

Lure.  Any  great  preparation  1 
Does  Justice  Algripe  shew  his  power  ? 

Wildb.  Very  glorious. 
And  glorious  people  there. 

Lure.  I  may  meet  with  him 
Yet  ere  I  die,  as  cunning  as  he  is. 

Wildb.  You  may  do  good,  Tom,  at  the  marriage ; 
We  have  plate  and  dainty  things. 

Lure*  jOo  you  no  harm,  sir ; 
For  yet  methinks  the  marriage  should  be  marr'd 
If  thon  may'st  have  thy  will :  Farewell ;  aay  no- 
thing I  lExiL 

Enter  Oentkmen. 

Wildb.  You  are  welcome,  noble  friends. 

1  Gent.  I  thank  you,  sir. — 

Nephew  to  the  old  lady ;  his  name's  Wildbrain, 
And  wild  his  best  condition. 

2  Gent.  I  have  heard  of  him. — 

I  pray  you  tell  me,  sir,  is  young  Maria  merry 
After  her  marriage-rites  ?    Does  she  look  lively  ? 
How  does  she  like  her  man  ? 

Wildb.  Very  scurvily ; 
And  as  untowardly  she  prepares  herself: 
But  it  is  mine  aunt's  will,  that  this  dull  metal 
Must  be  mix'd  with  her,  to  allay  her  handsomeness. 

1  Geni.  Had  Heartlove  no  fast  friends  ? 

Wildb.  His  means  are  little ; 
And  where  those  littles  are,  as  little  comforts 
Ever  keep  company :  I  know  she  loves  him, 
His  memory  beyond  the  hopes  of  Heaven, 
Beyond  the  Indies  in  his  mouldy  cabinets ; 
But  'tis  her  unhandsome  fate 

BuUr  HsABTuyva. 
1  Geni.  1  am  sorry  for't. 
Here  comes  poor  Franlc^Nay,  we  are  friends ; 

start  not,  sir  1 
We  see  your  willow,  and  are  sorry  for't ; 
And,  though  it  be  a  wedding,  we  are  half  mourners. 


He4MrtL   Good  gentlemen,  remember  not  my 
fortunes  i 
They  are  not  to  be  hdp'd  with  words. 

Wildb.  Look  up,  man  I 
A  proper  sensible  fellow,  and  shrink  for  a  wend? 
Are  there  no  more  ?  or  is  she  all  the  handaommcM? 

Heartl.  Pr'ythee,  leave  fooling. 

Wildb.  Pr'ythee,  leave  thou  whining ! 
Have  maids  forgot  to  love  ? 

Hearll.  You  are  ix^urious. 

Wildb.  Let  'em  alone  a  while,  they'll  follow 
thee. 

1  Gent.  Come,  good  Frank, 
Foiget  now,  since  there  is  no  remed  j. 
And  shew  a  merry  face,  as  wise  men  would  do. 

2  Gent.  Be  a  free  guest,  and  think  not  of  those 

passages. 

Wildb.  Think  how  to  nick  him  home;  thov 
know'st  she  dotes  on  thee ; 
Graft  me  a  dainty  medlar  on  his  crabstock ; 
Pay  me  the  dreaming  puppy. 

Heartl,  Well,  make  your  mirth,  the  whilst  I 
bear  my  misery : 
Honest  minds  would  have  better  thoughts. 

Wildb.  I  am  her  kinsman, 
And  love  her  well,  am  tender  of  her  jouth ; 
Yet,  honest   Frank,   before   I  would  have  that 

stinkard, 
niat  walking  rotten  tomb,  enjoy  her  maidenhesd— 

HeartL  Pr'ythee  leave  mocking  ! 

WUdb.  Pr'ythee,  Frank,  believe  me ; 
Go  to,  consider.    Hark,  they  knock  to  dinner ! 

[JTiMokiriaia. 
Come,  wo't  thou  go  } 

2  Gent.  I  pr'ythee,  Frank,  go  with  us, 
And  laugh  and  dance  as  we  do. 

Heartl.  You  are  light,  gentlemen. 
Nothing  to  weigh  your  hearts ;  pray  give  me  lesre ! 
1*11  come  and  see,  and  take  my  leave. 

Wildb.  We'U  look  for  you. 
Do  not  despair ;  I  have  a  trick^yet,  lEjit 

Hearil.  Yes, 
When  I  am  mischievous  I'll  bdieve  your  projects! 
She  is  gone,  for  ever  gone,  (I  cannot  help  it,) 
My  hopes  and  all  my  happiness  gone  witili  hin>, 
Gone  Uke  a  pleasing  dream  1     What  mirth  sod 

jollity 
Reigns  round  about  this  house !  how  every  office 
Sweats  with  new  jojrs  !     Can  she  be  merry  too  ? 
Is  all  this  pleasure  set  by  her  appointment  ?  | 

Sure  she  has  a  frJee  heart  then.  *  Still  they  grov  | 
louder.  ! 

The  old  man's  god,  his  gold,  has  won  upon  her,      j 
(Light-heaited,  cordial  gold !)  and  all  my  serrices, 
That  offered  naked  truth,  are  dean  fSuyotten : 
Yet  if  she  were  oompell'd — but  it  cannot  be — 
If  I  could  but  imagine  her  will  mine, 
Although  he  had  her  body--^— 

Enter  Ladjr  and  Wsuouuml 

Ladp.  He  shall  come  in ! 
Walk  without  doors  o'  this  day !  ThoogliaaeBenj, 
It  must  not  be. 

Wildb.  You  must  compel  him,  madam. 

Ladp.  No,^e  shall  fetch  him  in,  nephew;  it 
shall  be  so. 

Wildb.  It  will  be  fittest.  iStUmiAUij. 

Heartl.  Can  fair  Maria  look  again  upon  me? 
Can  there.be  so  much  impudence  in  sweetness  ? 
Or  has  she  got  a  4itrong  heart  to  defy  me? 

I 
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filter  Mabia. 

She  oomes  herself:  How  rich  she  is  in  jewels ! 
Metbinks  they  shew  like  frozen  isicles, 
Cold  Winter  had  hung  on  her.     How  the  roses, 
That  kept  oondnnal  spring  within  her  cheeks, 
Are  wither'd  with  the  old  man's  dull  embraces ! 
She  woold  speak  to  me. — I  can  sigh  too,  lady ; 
Bat  from  a  sounder  heart :  Yes,  and  can  weep  too ; 
Bat  'tis  for  you,  that  ever  I  believed  you, 
Tears  of  more  pious  valae  than  your  marriage ! 
You  would  excuse  yonmelf,  and  I  must  credit  you, 
So  much  my  old  obedience  compels  from  me. 

Go,  and  forget  me,  and  my  poverty 

I  need  not  bid  you,  you're  too  perfect  that  way : 
But  still  remember  that  I  loved  Maria, 
Loved  with  a  loyal  love.    Nay,  turn  not  from  me  ! 
I  will  not  ask  a  tear  more,  you  are  bountiful ; 
Go,  and  rejoice,  and  I  will  wait  upon  you 
That  little  of  my  life  left  I 

Maria.  Good  sir,  hear  me  ! 
What  has  been  done,  was  the  act  of  my  obedience 
And  not  my  will,  forced  from  me  by  my  parents : 
Now  'tis  done,  do  as  I  do,  bear  it  handsomely ; 
And  if  there  can  be  more  society. 
Without  dishonour  to  my  tie  of  marriage, 
Or  place  for  noble  love,  I  shall  love  you  still. 
Yon  had  the  first ;  the  last,  had  my  will  prosper'd. 
You  talk  of  little  time  of  life,  dear  Frank ; 
Certain^  I  am  not  married  for  eternity : 
The  joy  my  marriage  brings,  tells  me  I  am  mortal, 
And  shorter-lived  than  you,  else  I  were  miserable ; 
Nor  can  the  gold  and  ease  his  age  hath  broaght  me 
And  what  I  coveted,  content.    Gro  with  me ; 
They  seek  a  day  of  joy ;  pr'ythee  let's  shew  it. 
Though  it  be  forced  ;  and,  by  this  kiss  believe  me. 
However  I  must  Uve  at  his  command  now, 
I'll  die  at  yours. 

HeartL  I  have  enough ;  I'll  honour  you. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE  IL— ^  Street. 

Enter  Lukchxr. 

Luro.  Here  are  my  trinkets,  and  this  lusty  mar- 
I  mean  to  visit ;  I  have  shifts  of  all  sorts,  [riage 
And  here  are  thousand  wheels  to  set  'em  working. 
I  am  Tery  merry,  for  I  know  this  wedding 
WHll  yield  me  lusty  pillage :  If  mad  Wildgoose, 
That  debosh'd  rogue,  keep  but  his  ancient  revds, ' 
And  breed  a  hubbub  in  the  house,  I  am  happy. — 

Enter  Alatiu,  oi  a  Boy. 

Now,  what  are  you  ? 

A  lathe.  A  poor  distressed  boy,  sir. 
Friendless  and  comfortless,  that  would  entreat 
Some  charity  and  kindness  from  your  worship. 
I  would  fun  serve,  sir,  and  as  fain  endeavour 
With  dateous  labour  to  deserve  the  love 
Of  that  good  gentleman  shall  entertain  me. 

L,ure,  A  pretty  boy,  but  of  too  mild  a  breeding, 
Too  tender,  and  too  bashful  a  behaviour. 
What  canst  thou  do  ? 

Alaihe.  I  can  learn  anything 
That's  good  and  honest,  and  shall  please  a  master. 

LurC'  He  blushes  as  he  speaks,  and  that  1  like 
I  lore  a  bold  and  secure  confidence,  [not ; 

An  impudence  that  one  may  trust :  This  boy  now, 
Had  I  inatructed  him,  had  been  a  jewel, 
A  treasure  for  my  use. — ^Tbon  canst  not  lie  } 

Alathe^  I  wouid  not  willingly. 


Lure.  Nor  thou  hast  no  wit 
To  dissemble  neatly  ? 

Alathe.  Do  you  love  such  boys,  sir  ? 
Lure.  Ob,  mainly,  mainly ;  I  would  have  my 
boy  impudent. 
Out-face  all  truth,  yet  do  it  piously  ; 
Like  Proteos,  cast  himself  into  all  forms. 
As  sudden  and  as  nimble  as  his  thoughts  ; 
Blench  at  no  danger,  though  it  be  the  gallows. 
Nor  make  no  conscience  of  a  cozenage. 
Though  it  be  i'  th'  church.    Your  soft,  demure, 

still  children 
Are  good  for  nothing,  but  to  get  long  graces, 
And  sing  songs  to  dull  tunes  :  I  wo^d  keep  thee, 
And  cherish  thee,  hadst  thou  any  active  quality, 
And  be  a  tender  master  to  thy  knavery ;   . 
But  thou  art  not  for  my  use. 
Alaihe.  Do  you  speak  this  seriously  ? 
Lure.  Yes,  indeed  do  I. 
Alathe.  Would  you  have  your  boy,  sir, 
Read  in  these  moral  mischiefs  ? 
Lure.  Now  thou  mov'st  me. 
A  lathe.  And  be  a  well- train' d  youth  in  all  ac- 
Luro.  By  any  means.  [tivities  ? 

Alaihe.  Or  do  you  this  to  try  me, 
Fearing  a  proneness  ? 

Lure.  1  speak  this  to  make  thee. 
Alaihe.  Then  take  me,  sir,  and  cherish  me,  and 
love  me ; 
You  have  me  what  you  would :  Believe  me,  sir, 
I  can  do  anything  for  your  advantage. 
I  guess  at  what  you  mean ;  I  can  lie  naturally, 
As  easily  as  1  can  sleep,  sir,  and  securely ; 
As  naturally  I  can  steal  too^— - 

Lure.  That  I  am  glad  on. 
Right  heartily  glad  on  ;  ^hold  thee  there,  thou  art 
excellent. 
Alaihe.  Steal  any  thing  from  any  body  living. 
Lure.  Not  from  thy  master  ? 
Alaihe.  That  is  mine  own  body, 
And  must  not  be. 

Lure.  The  boy  mends  mightily. 
Alaihe.  A  rich  man,  that  like  snow  heaps  up  his 
I  have  a  kind  of  pious  zeal  to  meet  still ;  [monies, 
A  fool,  that  not  deserves  'em,  I  take  pity  on. 
For  fear  he  should  run  mad,  and  so  I  ease  him. 

Lure.  Excellent  boy,  and  able  to  instruct  me  ! 
Of  mine  own  nature  just ! 

Alaihe.  I  scorn  all  hazard. 
And  on  the  edge  of  danger  I  do  best,  sir. 
I  have  a  thousand  faces  to  deceive, 
And,  to  those,  twice  so  many  tongues  to  flatter ; 
An  impudence,  no  brass  was  ever  tougher ; 

And  for  my  conscience 

Luro.  Peace !  I  have  found  a  jewel, 
A  jewel  all  the  Indies  cannot  match  ! 

And  thou  shalt  feel 

Alaihe.  This  tittle,  and  I  ha'  done,  sir  : 
I  never  can  confess,  I  have  that  spell  on  me ; 
And  such  rare  modesties  before  a  magistrate. 
Such  innocence  to  catch  a  judge,  such  ignorance — 
Lure.  I'll  learn  of  thee ;  thou  art  mine  own. 
I'll  give  thee  action  presently.  [Come,  boy  ! 

Alaihe,  Have  at  you! 
Lure.  What  must  I  call  thee  ? 
Alaihe.  Snap,  sir. 
Luro.  'Tis  most  natural ; 
A  name  bom  to  thee :  Sure  thou  art  a  fairy  I 

Shew  but  thy  skill,  and  I  shall  make  thee  happy. 

lExeunl. 
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SCENE  III.— -^  Room  in  the  House  0/ Aloripk. 
Enttr  Lady,  Nuno,  Mn.  Nbwlovb,  and  Toby. 

Lady.  Where  be  these  knaves  ?  who  serves  up 
Is  the  bride's  bed  made  ?  [all  the  liveries  ? 

Toby,  Yes,  madam,  and  a  bell 
Hang  under  it  artificially. 

Lady,  Out,  knave,  out ! 
Must  we  have  larums  now  ? 

Toby,  A  Uttle  warning, 
That  we  may  know  when  to  begin  our  healths,  ma- 
The  justice  is  a  kind  of  old  jade,  madam,       [dam. 
That  will  go  merriest  with  a  belL 

Lady,  All  the  house  drunk  ? 

Toby.  This  is  a  day  of  jubilee. 

Lady,  Are  the  best  hangings  up  ?  and  the  plate 
Who  mdkes  the  posset.  Nurse  ?  [set  out  ? 

Nurse,  The  dairy  maid, 
And  she  will  put  that  in  will  make  him  caper. — 
Well,  madam,  well,  you  might  ha'  chose  another, 
A  handsomer,  for  her  years. 

Lady.  Peace !  he  is  rich,  nurse ; 
He's  rich,  and  that  is  beauty. 

Nurse,  1  am  sure  he*8  rotten  ; 
Would  he  had  been  hang'd  when  he  first  saw  her ! 

Lady,  Termagant  I 
What  an  angry  quean  is  this  I — ^Where    *        * 
*****    Who  looks  to  him  ? 

Toby,  He's  very  merry,  madam ;  Master  Wild- 
brain 
Has  him  in  hand,  i'  th'  bottom  o'  the  cellar ; 
He  sighs  and  tipples. 

Nurse.  Alas,  good  gentleman  I 
My  heart's  sore  for  thee. 

Lady,  Sorrow  must  have  his  course.  Sirrah, 
Give  him  some  sack  to  dry  up  his  remembrance. 
How  does  the  bridegroom  ?  I  am  afraid  of  him. 

Nurse,  He's  a  trim  youth  to  be  tender  of,  hemp 
take  him  I 
Must  my  sweet  new-blown  rose  find  such  a  winter 
Before  her  spring  be  near  ? 

Lady,  Peace,  peace  !  thou'rt  foolish. 

Nurse.  And  dances  like  a  town-top,  and  reels 
and  hobbles. 

Lady,  Alas,  good  gentleman !  give  him  not  much 

Tol^.  He  shall  htr  none  by  my  consent,   [wine. 

Lady,  Are  the  women  comforting  my  daughter  ? 

Newl,  Yes,  yes,  madam, 
And  reading  to  her  a  pattern  of  true  patience ; 
They  read,  and  pray  for  her  too. 

Nurse.  They  had  need ! 
You  had  better  marry  her  to  her  grave  a  great  deal ; 
There  will  be  peace  and  rest.    Alas,  poor  gentle- 
woman ! 
Must  she  become  %  nurse,  now  in  her  tenderness  ? 
Well,  madam,  well  1  my  heart  bleeds  ! 

Lady,  Thou  art  a  fool  still 

Nurse,  Pray  Heaven  I  be ! 

Lady,  And  an  old  fool,  to  be  vex'd  thus ! 
'Tis  late  ;  she  must  to  bed.  Go,  knave ;  be  merry : 
Drink  for  a  boy :  Away  to  all  your  charges ! 

lExeunt. 


SCENE  lY.'-Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Wildbraiiv  and  Hbartlovb. 

Wiidb.  Do  as  thoa  wo't ;  but,  if  thou  dost  re- 
fuse it, 
Thou  art  the  stupid'st  ass— There's  no  long  argu- 
"Hme  is  too  precious,  Frank.  [ing ; 


Heartl.  I  am  hot  with  wine. 
And  apt  now  to  believe ;  but  if  thou  dost  tiiia         I 
Out  of  a  villainy,  to  make  me  wrong  her, 
As  thou  art  prone  enough h 

Wildb,  Does  she  not  love  thee  ? 
Did  she  not  cry  down-right,  e*en  now,  to  part  with 

thee  ?  , 

Had  she  not  swounded  if  I  had  not  caught  her  ?       I 
Canst  thoa  have  more  ? 

Heartl,  I  must  confess  all  this.  '| 

WiUlUf,  Do  not  stand  prating,  and  misdoobtiiig,   | 
casting! 
If  she  go  from  Uiee  now,  she's  lost  for  ever; 
Now,  now  she's  going,  she  that  loves  thee,  going  I 
She  whom  thou  lov'st 

Heartl,  Pray  let  me  think  a  little. 

WHdb,  There  is  no  leisure ;  think  when  ^Mm 
hast  embraced  her, 
Can  she  imagine  thou  didst  ever  honour  her  ? 
Ever  believe  thy  oaths,  that  tamely  snffer'st 
An  old  dry  ham  of  horse-flesh  to  enjoy  her, 
Enjoy  her  maidenhead  ?  Take  but  that  from  her, 
That  we  may  tell  posterity  a  man  had  it, 
A  handsome  man,  a  gentleman,  a  young  man. 
To  save  the  honour  of  our  house,  the  credit ! 
'Tis  no  great  matter  I  desire. 

Heartl,  I  hear  you. 

Wildb.  Free  us  both  from  the  fear  of  fareedii« 
fools 
And  oafs,  got  by  this  shadow :  We  talk  too  km^. 

Heartl,  She  is  going  now  to  bed,  among  the  vo- 
What  opportunity  can  I  have  to  meet  her  ?  [men : 

Wildb,  Let  me  alone !  Hast  thoa  a  will  ?  speak 
soundly, 
Speak  discretely,  speak  home  and  handsomely ; 
Is't  not  pity,  nay  misery,  nay  infamy,  to  leave 
So  rare  a  pye  to  be  cut  up  by  a  rascal  ? 

Hartl,  I  will  go  presently.— Now,  now,  I  stay 
thee. 

Wildb,  Such  a  dainty  doe  to  be  taken 
By  one  that  knows  not  neck-beef  from  a  pheasant, 
Nor  cannot  relish  bnggat  from  ambrosia? 
Is  it  not  conscience  ! 

Heartl,  Yes,  yes  ;  now  1  feel  it. 

Wildb,  A  meritorious  thing  ? 

Heartl,  Good  father  Wildgoose, 
I  do  confess  it. 

Wildb,  Come  then,  follow  me. 
And  pluck  a  man's  heart  up  I     WL  lock  thse 

privately. 
Where  she  alone  shall  presently  pass  by. 
None  near  to  interrupt  thee :  But  be  sure 

Heartl,  I  shall  be  sure  enoog^ ;  leul  on,  sad 
crown  me. 

Wildb,  No  wringings  in  your  mind  luiw,  jas  yoa 
love  me  1  ' 


SCENE  V A  Gallery  in  ike 

EtUer  Lady,  Uabia,  Ausaira,  QeoXiemvnmi, 

HxB.  NawMVB. 

Lady.  'TIS  time  you  were  a-bed. 

Alg.  I  pr'ythee,  sweetheart. 
Consider  my  necessitjr  I— Why  art  sad  ? 
I  must  tell  you  a  tale  in  your  em 

Nurse,  Of  Tom  Thumb; 
I  believe  that  will  prove  yoar  stiiiest  story 

Newl.  I  pity  thee,  young  wench  I 

1  Genilew,  And  so  do  I  too. 

2  Gentlew.  Come,  old  sticks  take  in. 


scKXB  vn. 


THE  NIGHT-WALKER. 


665 


1  Gentlew,  Bat  the  plague  is,  heHl  bom  out 
Give  him  another  cup.  [instantly. 

2  Gentiew,  Those  are  but  flashes ; 

A  tan  of  sack  wo*  not  set  him  high  enough. — 
\riUyoutobed.> 

Maria,  I  must. 

1  Gentlmo.  Come,  hare  a  good  heart, 
And  win  him  like  a  bowl  to  lie  close  to  yoa ; 
Make  your  best  use  ! 

Alg.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  duck,  go  instantly : 
I'll  dance  a  jig  or  two  to  warm  my  body. 

Ent€r  WlLDBRAIN. 

fVUdh.  'Tis  ahnost  midnight. 

Lad^,  Pr'ythee  to  bed,  Maria. 

Wildb,  Go  you  afore,  and  let  the  ladies  follow. 
And  leaye  her  to  her  thoughts  awhile ;  there  must 
A  time  of  taking  leave  of  Ukese  same  fooleries,  [be 
Bewailing  o'  their  maidenheads. 

Lady,  Come  then. 
We'll  wait  in  the  next  room. 

Alg,  Do  not  tarry  ; 
Por  if  thoa  dost,  by  my  troth  I  shall  fall  asleep, 
MaU. 

\^Exeunt  aU  but  Wildbaain  and  Hakia. 

WUdb,  Do,  do,  and  dream  of  dottrels  1 — Get 
you  to  bed  quickly. 
And  let  us  ha'  no  more  stir ;  come,  no  crying  I 
^Tis  too  late  now  ;  carry  yourself  discretely : 
The  old  thief  loyea  thee  dearly,  that's  the  benefit ; 
For  the  rest,  you  must  make  your  own  play.  Nay, 

not  that  way  1 
They'll  pull  you  all  to  pieces  for  your  whim- 
whams. 
Your  garters  and  your  gloves ;  go  modestly, 
Am  privately  steal  to  b^  ;  'tis  very  late.  Mall ; 
For  if  you  go  by  them,  such  a  new  larum 

Maria,  I  know  not  which  way  to  avoid  'em. 

Wildb.  This  way. 
This  through  the  cloisters,  and  so  steal  to  bed ! 
When  you  are  there  once,  all  will  separate. 
And  give  you  rest :  I  came  out  of  my  pity 
To  shew  you  tiiis. 

Maria,  I  thank  you. 

Wildb,  Here's  the  keys : 
Go  presently,  and  lock  the  doors  fiut  after  yoa. 
That  none  shall  follow. 

Maria,  Good  night ! 

Wildb,  Good  night,  sweet  cousin  1 
A  good  and  sweet  night— or  I'll  curse  thee,  Frank. 

lEjetunL 


SCENE  VI.— ^  Dark  CloUter. 
SnUr  HcARTLOTS. 

Hearil,  She  stays  long:  Sure  young  Wildgoose 
has  abused  me. 

He  has  made  sport  wi'  me.  I  may  yet  g^t  out 
again, 

And  I  may  see  his  face  once  more :  I  ha*  foul  in- 
tentions ; 

But  they  are  drawn  on  by  a  fouler  dealing. 

Enter  Kama. 

Hark,  hark !  it  was  the  door  I 

Something  comes  this  way,  wond'rous  still  and 

stealing ! 
May  be,  some  walking  spirit  to  affright  me. 

Maria,  Oh,  Heaven,  my  fortune ! 

Hearil.  Tbhervoiee!  stay.  ISdMtMhtr. 


Maria.  Save  me. 
Bless  me,  you  better  powers ! 

Hearil,  I  am  no  deriL 

Maria,  Yoa  are  little  better,  to  disturb  me  now. 

Hearil,  'bliy  name  is  Heartlove. 

Maria.  Fy,  fy,  worthy  friend  ! 
Fy,  noble  sir ! 

Hearil.  I  must  talk  further  with  yon : 
You  know  my  fair  affection 

Maria,  So  preserve  it ; 
You  know  I  am  married  now.     For  shame,  be 
Not  all  the  earth  shall  make  me^ [civiler  ! 

Hearil.  Pray  walk  this  way  ; 
And  if  you  ever  loved  me 

Maria,  Take  heed,  Frank, 
How  you  divert  that  love  to  hate:  Go  home, 
pr'ythce. 

Hearil.  Shall  he  enjoy  that  sweet 

Maria,  Nay,  pray  unhand  me. 

Hearil.  He  that  never  felt  what  love  was  ? 

Maria.  Then  I  charge  you 
Stand  farther  off ! 

Hearil,  I  am  tame ;  but  let  me  walk  vri'  you, 
Talk  but  a  minute. 

Maria.  So  your  talk  be  honest. 
And  my  untainted  honour  suffer  not, 
I'll  waUc  a  turn  or  two. 

Hearil,  Give  me  your  hand  then.  IBxeunt. 


SCENE  yil.-^A  Bed^room  in  the  tame  House, 

Enter  WiiiDBiLAiK,  Alorips,  Lady.  Nurse,  Gentlewomen, 
arkd  Mrs.  Nkwlovs. 

Alg.  She  is  not  in  her  chamber. 

Lady,  She  is  not  here. 

Wildb.  And  I'U  teU  you  what  I  dream'd 

Alg.  Give  me  a  torch ! 

1  Genilew,  Be  not  too  hasty,  sir. 

Wildb.  Nay,  let  him  go  ; 
For  if  my  dream  be  true  he  must  be  speedy  ; 
He  will  be  trick'd,  and  blazed  else. 

Nurte.  As  I  am  a  woman, 
I  cannot  blame  her  if  she  take  her  liberty  ! 
'Would  she  would  make  thee  cuckold,  thou  old 
A  notorious  cuckold,  for  tormenting  her  !    [bully. 

Lady.  I'll  hang  her  then. 

Nune.  I'll  bless  her  then  I  she  does  justice : 
Is  this  old  stinking  dog's-flesh  for  her  diet  ? 

Wildb,  Pr'ythee,  honest  Nurse,  do  not  fret  too 
much  ; 
For  fear  I  dream  you'll  hang  yourself  too. 

Alg,  [WiLDBBAiN  whitpere  Axobipb.]    The 
cloister  ? 

Wildb.  Such  was  my  fancy ;  I  do  not  say  'tis 
Nor  do  I  bid  yon  be  too  confident  [true, 

Alg.  Where  are  the  keys,  the  keys  I  say  ? 

Wildb,  I  dream*d  she  had  'em  to  lock  herself 

Nune,  What  a  devil  do  you  mean  ?  [in. 

Enter  Servant. 

Wildb,  No  harm ;  good  Nurse,  be  patient ! 
Serv.  They  are  not  in  the  window,  where  they 

use  to  be. 
Wildb.  What  foolish  dreams  are  these  ! 
Alg.  I  am  mad. 

Wildb,  I  hope  so;  lApart 

If  you  be  not  mad,  I'll  do  my  best  to  make  you* 

1  Genilew,  This  is  some  trick. 

2  Gentiew,  I  smell  the  Wildgoose. 


66G 


THE  NIGHT-WALKER. 


ACT  n. 


Alg.  Come,  gentlemen;  oome  quickly,  I  beseech 
you. 
Quick  aa  you  can !  this  may  be  your  case,  gentle- 
men. 
And  bring  some  lights,  some  lights !  {Exit, 

WUdb,  Move  faster,  faster  I  you'll  come  too 
late  else. 
I'll  stay  b^nd  and  pray  for  yon.    I  had  rather 
She  were  dishonest  than  thou  shouldst  have  her. 

[fixcunL 

SCENE  VIII The  Chtstert, 

EfUer  Mabia  and  Hbastiavs. 

Maria,  You  are  most  unmanly  !    Yet  I  have 
some  breath  left, 
And  this  steel  to  defend  me :   Come  not  near  me  ! 
For  if  you  offer  but  another  yiolence, 
As  I  have  life  I'll  kill  yon !  if  I  miss  that 
Upon  my  own  heart  will  I  execute, 
And  let  that  fair  belief  out,  I  had  of  you. 

Hearth  Most  virtuous  maid,  I  have  done  :  For- 
give my  follies  ; 
Pardon,  oh,  pardon  !  I  now  see  my  wickedness, 
And  what  a  monstrous  ahape  it  puts  upon  me. 
On  your  fair  hand  1  seal — 

Alg.  [fFt/Wn.]  Down  with  the  door! 

Maria.  We  are  betray'd  1    Oh,  Frank,  Frank ! 

Hearth  I'll  die  for  you ; 

Rather  than  you  shall  suffer,  I'll 

Enter  AiiOaiPi,  Lady,  Nune,  Gentlewomen,  Mrs.  Naw- 
Lovs,  and  Bervanta. 

Alg,  Now  enter, 
Enter,  sweet  gentlemen.   Mine  eyes,  mine  eyes  ! 
Oh,  how  my  head  aches  ! 

1  Gentlew,  Is  it  possible  P 

2  Gwtkw.  Hold  her;  she  sinks. 


Maria.  A  plot  upon  my  honour ! 
To  poison  my  fair  name,  a  studied  villaiuy ! 
Farewell  I  As  I  have  hope  of  peace,  I  am  honest 

[FmnU. 

Alg*    My  brains,  my  brains,   my  monstroos 

brains !  they  bud  sure. 
Nuree.  She  is  gone,  she  is  gone  1 
Alg.  A  handsome  riddance  of  her. 
'Would  I  could  as  easily  lose  her  memory ! 

Nurwe.  Is  this  the  sweet  of  marriage  ?  have  I 

For  tills  reward?  [bredthee 

1  Geniiem.  Hold,  hold !  He's  desperate  too. 

Alg.  Be  sure  yon  hold  him  ftst !  we'll  Mad  Iiib 

over 

To  the  next  sessions,  and,  if  I  can,  I'U  hang  bim. 

{The  SotrantsietM  M*. 

Heard.  Nay  then,  I'll  live  to  be  a  terror  to 

thee. — 
Sweet  viigin  rose,  farewell !     Heaven  has  tb; 

beauty, 

That's  only  fit  for  Heaven.     I'U  live  a  little. 

To  find  the  villain  out  that, wrought  this  iiqury, 

And  then,  most  blessed  soul,  I'll  dimb  up  to  thee. 

Farewell  1  I  feel  myself  another  creature. 

IBtUUdwi. 

Lady,  Oh,  misery  of  miseries ! 

Nuree.  I  told  you,  madam. 

Ladg.  Carry  her  in. — ^You  will  pay  back  her 
portion  ? 

Alg.  No,  not  a  penny :  Pay  me  back  my  credit, 
And  I'll  condition  wi'  ye. 

Lady.  A  sad  wedding  I 
Her  grave  must  be  her  bridal-bed.     Oh,  Mall, 
'Woi^  I  had  wed  thee  to  thy  own  oontent ! 
Then  I  had  had  thee  stilL 

Alg.  I  am  mad  !  Fkrewell  1 
Another  wanton  wife  will  prove  a  helL       [ExtifaL 


ACT   II. 


SCENE  I Behind  the  tame  Houee. 

Enter  LuKciun  and  Alathb. 

Lure,  What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Alaihe.  1  have  walked  through  all  the  lod^ngs: 
A  silence,  as  if  Death  dwelt  there,  inhabits. 

Lure.  What  hast  thou  seen  ? 

Alathe.  Nought  but  a  sad  confusion ; 
EverjTthing  left  in  such  a  loose  disorder. 
That,  were  there  twenty  thieves,  they  would  be 
laden. 

Lure.  'Tis  very  well ;  I  like  thy  care :  But  'tis 
A  wedding-night  should  be  so  solitary.      [strange 

Alaihe.   Certainly  there's  some  cause ;  some 
death  or  sickness 
Is  fallen  suddenly  upon  some  friend, 
Or  some  strange  news  is  come. 

Lure.  Are  tiiey  all  a-bed  ? 

Alathe.  I  think  so,  and  sound  asleep,  unless  it  be 
Some  women  that  keep  watch  in  a  low  parlour. 
And  drink,  and  weep,  I  know  not  to  what  end. 

Lure.  Where's  all  the  plate  ? 

Alaihe,  Why,  lock'd  up  in  that  room : 
1  saw  the  old  lady,  ere  she  went  to  bed. 
Put  up  her  plate,  and  some  of  the  rich  hangings. 
In  a  amall  long  chest;  her  chains  and  rings  are 
It  stands  dose  by  the  table,  on  a  form,  [there  too : 


Lure.  'Twas  a  good  notice ;  didst  tfaou  see  tfee 
men? 

Alaihe,  I  saw  them  sad  too,  and  all  take  their 
leaves ; 
But  what  they  said  I  was  too  hx  to  Itear,  sir. 

Lwre.  "Us  daintily  disoover'd;  we  abaU  cer- 
tainly 
Have  a  most  prosperous  night    Whidi  way  ? 

Alathe,  A  close  one, 
A  back-door  that  the  women  have  left  open, 
To  go  in  and  out  to  fetch  neceasaries. 
Close  on  the  garden  side. 

Lure.  I  love  thy  diligence : 
Wert  thou  not  fearful  ? 

Alathe.  Fearful  ?  I'll  be  hang'd  first. 

Lure,  Say  they  had  spied  thee  ? 

Alaihe.  I  was  then  determined 
To  have  cried  downright  too,  and  have  kept  'en 

company, 
As  one  that  had  an  interest  in  their  sadness ; 
Or  made  an  errand  to  I  know  not  whom,  sir. 

Lure.  My  dainty  boy !  Let  ns  disdiaige;  titft 
Makes  a  perpetual  motion  in  my  fingers  [piste 
Till  I  have  feat  hold  of  it. 

Alaihe.  Pray  be  wise,  air ;  do't  haadaoaidy,  be 
not  greedy ; 
Let's  handle  it  with  such  an  ezoeUeiioe 
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As  if  we  ironld  bring  thiering  into  honour : 

We  nrast  disguiie,  to  fright  these  reverend  watches — 

Lure.  StUl  my  blest  boy  ! 

Ahtthe.  And  clear  the  room  of  drunken  jea- 
lousies. 
The  chest  is  of  some  weight,  and  we  may  make 
Such  noise  i'  th'  carriage  we  may  be  snapp'd. 

Lure.  Come,  open :  Here's  a  devil's  face. 

Alathe.  No,  no,  sir,  well  have  no  shape  so  ter- 
We  will  not  do  the  devil  so  much  pleasure  [rible ; 
To  have  him  face  our  plot. 

Lure.  A  winding-sheet  then  I 

Alathe.  That's  too  cold  a  shift, 
I  would  not  wear  the  reward  of  my  wickedness : 
I  wonder  you're  an  old  thief,  and  no  cunninger. 
Where's  die  long  cloak  ? 

Lure.  Here,  here. 

Alaihe.  Give  me  the  turbant 
And  the  false  beard.  I  hear  some  coming  this  way  I 
Stoop,  stoop,  and  let  me  sit  upon  your  i^oulders. 
And  now  as  I  direct — Stay,  let  them  enter. 
And  when  I  touch  move  forward ;  make  no  noise  I 

[She  skmnlf  <m  Lubchsb'b  badt^  and  they  tiand  apart. 

BnUr  Nuns  and  Toby. 

Nurse,  Oh,  'tis  a  sad  time  I  All  the  burnt  wine's 
drunk,  Nick. 

Toiif.  We  may  thank  your  dry  chaps  for't.  The 
canary's  gone  too ; 
No  substance  for  a  sorrowf ol  mind  to  work  upon ; 
I  cannot  mourn  in  beer :  If  she  should  walk  now, 
As  discontented  spirits  are  wont  to  do 

Nur$e.  And  meet  us  in  the  cellar  ? 

Toby.  What  fence   have  we  with   single   beer 
against  her  ? 
What  heart  can  we  defy  the  devil  with  ? 

Nurse.  The  March  beer's  open. 

Tobjf.  A  fortification  of  March  beer  will  do  well ; 
I  must  confess  'tis  a  most  mighty  armour, 
For  I  presume  I  cannot  pray. 

Nurse.  Why,  Nicholas  ? 

Toby,  We  coachmen  have  such  tumbling  fiedths. 
Can  go  an  even  pace.  [no  prayers 

Nurse.  Hold  up  your  candle. 

Tobff.  Verily,  Nurse,  I  have  cried  so  much 
For  my  young  mistress  that  is  mortified. 
That  if  I  have  not  more  sack  to  support  me, 
I  shall  even  sleep :  Heigho,  for  another  flaggon ! 
These  burials  and  christ'nings  are  the  mournfiirst 
And  they  ask  more  drink [matters : 

Nurse.  Drink  to  a  sad  heart's  needfuL 

Toby,  Mine's  ever  sad,  for  I  am  ever  dry.  Nurse. 

Nurse.  Methinks  the  light  bums  blue ;  I  pr'y- 
There's  a  thief  in't,  I  think.  [thee  snuff  it ! 

Toby.  There  may  be  one  near  it. 

Nurse.  What's  that  that  moves  there,  i'  th'  name 
That  thing  that  walks  ?  [of— Nicholas  ? 

Toby.  'Would  I  had  a  ladder  to  behold  It ! 
Mercy  upon  me,  the  ghost  of  one  o'  th'  guard  sure ; 
'Tia  the  devil  by  his  daws,  he  smells  of  brimstone; 
Sure  he  farts  fire,  what  an  earthquake  I  have  in  me! 
Out  with  thy  prayer-book,  Nurse  I 

Nurse.  It  fell  i'  th'  frying-pan,  and  the  cats 
eat  it. 

Toby.  I  have  no  power  to  pray !    It  grows  still 
longer, 
'Tis  steeple-high  now ;  and  it  sails  away.  Nurse. 
Let's  call  the  butler  up,  for  he  speaks  Latin, 
I  And  that  will  daunt  the  deviL     I  am  blasted ; 

My  belly's  grown  to  nothing. 
[       Nurse.  Fly,  fly,  Toby  I  lExU  wi(k  Toav. 


Alathe.  So  let  them  go !    And  whilst  they  are 
astonishM, 
Let's  presently  upon  the  rest  now,  suddenly. 
Lure*  Off,  off,  and  up  again  when  we're  near 
the  parlour !  IShe  descends. 

Art  sure  thou  know'st  the  chest  ? 

Alathe.  Tho'  it  were  i'  th'  dark,  sir, 
I  can  go  to  it. 

Luro»  On  then,  and  be  happy.  IBxeunt. 

Enter  Toby. 
Toby.  How  my  haunches  quake !    Is  the  thing 

here  still  ? 
Now  can  I  out-do  any  button-maker  at  his  own 

trade; 
I  have  fifteen  fits  of  an  ague. — ^Nurse,  'tis  gone,  I 

hope ; 
The  hard-hearted  woman  has  left  me  alone.~* 

Nurse  1 
And  she  knows  too  I  ha'  but  a  lean  conscience  to 

keep  me  company.  INoise  within. 

The  devil's  among  'em  in  the  parlour  sure. 
The  ghost  three  stories  high,  he  has  the  Nurse 

sure, 
He's  boiling  of  her  bones  now ;  hark,  how  she 

whistles ! 
There's  gentlewomen  within  too ;  how  will  they  do  ? 
I'll  tp  the  cook,  for  he  was  drunk  last  night, 
And  now  he's  valiant ;  he'a  a-kin  to  th'  devil  too. 
And  fears  no  fire.  lExit. 

Enter  Ldhchxr  and  Alatub,  with  a-Cqgln, 

Lure.  No  light  ? 

Alathe.  None  left,  sir ; 
They  are  gone,  and  carried  all  the  candles  with  'em. 
Their  fright  is  infinite ;  let's  make  good  use  on't : 
We  must  be  quick,  sir,  quick,  or  the  house  will  rise 

Lure.  Was  this  the  chest  ?  [else. 

Alathe,  Yes,  yes. 

Lure.  There  was  two  of  'em. 
Or  I  mistake. 

Alathe,  1  know  the  right.    No  stay,  sir. 
Nor  no  discourse,  but  to  our  labour  lustily ! 
Put  to  your  strength,  and  make  as  little  noise- 
Then  presently  out  at  the  back  door. 

Lure.  Come  boy ; 
Come,  happy  child,  and  let  me  hug  thy  excellence! 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE  ll.^Another  in  the  same. 
Enter  Wildioiaih  with  a  Light. 

WVdh.  What  thousand  noises  pass  through  all 

the  rooms ! 
What  cries  and  hurries  I  Sure  the  deril's  drunk. 
And  tumbles  through  the  house.    My  villainies. 
That  never  made  me  apprehend  before 
Danger  or  fear,  a  little  now  molest  me  : 
My  cousin's  death  sits  heavy  o'  my  conscience ; 
'Would  I  had  been  half-hang'd  when  I  hammer'd 
I  aimed  at  a  living  divorce,  not  at  burial,  [it  I 

That  Frank  might  have  had  some  hope.     Hark  1 
In  every  room  confusion  ;  they're  all  mad       [still 
Most  certain  all  stark-mad  within  the  house ; 
A  punishment  inflicted  for  my  lewdness. 
That  I  might  have  the  more  sense  of  my  mischief. 
And  run  the  more  mad  too.    My  aunt  is  hang'd 

sure. 
Sure  hang'd  herself,  or  else  the  fiend  has  fetch'd 

her. 
I  heard  a  hundred  cries,  "  the  devil,  the  devil ! " 
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Then  roaring,  and  tlien  tumbling ;  all  the  cham- 
Are  a  mere  Babel,  or  another  Bedlam.  [bers 

What  should  I  think  ?  I  shake  myself  too : 
Can  the  devil  find  no  time,  bat  when  we  are  merry? 
Here's  something  comes. 

Enter  Mrs.  'SKWlor^. 

Newl.  Oh,  that  I  had  some  company, 
(I  care  not  what  they  were)  to  ease  my  misery, 
To  comfort  me ! 

Wildb,  Who's  that? 

Newl,  Again  ?    Nay  then  receive 

Wildb.  Hold,  hold  !  I  am  no  fiiry — 
The  merchant's  wife ! 

Newl.  Are  you  a  man  ?  Pray  Heaven  yon  be  I 

Wildb.  I  am. 

Newl.  Alas,  I  have  met,  sir, 
The  strangest  things  to-night. 

Wildb.  Why  do  you  stare  ? 

Newl.  Pray  comfort  me,  and  put  your  candle 
For  if  I  see  the  spirit  again  I  die  for't.  [out ; 

And  hold  me  fast,  for  I  shall  shake  to  pieces  else. 

Wildb.  ril  warrant  you,  I'll  hold  you, 
Hold  you  as  tenderly — I  have  put  the  light  out ; 
Retire  into  my  chamber,  there  I'll  watch  wi'  ye, 
I'll  keep  you  from  all  frights. 

Newl.  And  will  you  keep  me  ? 

Wildb.  Keep  you  as  secure,  lady 

Newl.  You  must  not  wrong  me  then  ;  the  devil 
will  have  us. 

Wildb.  No,  no,   I'll  love  you ;  then  the  devil 
will  fear  us ; 
For  he  fears  all  that  love.     Pray  come  in  quickly  ! 
For  this  is  the  malicious  hour  he  walks  in, 
The  hour  he  blasts  sweet  faces,  lames  the  limbs  in, 
Depraves  the  senses ;  now  within  this  half-hour, 
He  will  have  power  to  turn  all  citizens'  wives 
Into  strange  creatures,  owls,  and  long-tail'd  mon- 

kies. 
Jays,  pies,  and  parrots :    Quickly  I    I  smell  his 
brimatone. 

Newl,  It  comes  again !  I  am  gone ;  shift  for 
yourself,  sir  !  lExit. 

Wildb.  Sure  this  whole  night  is  nothing  but  il- 
lusion. 
Here's  nothing  comes :  all  they  are  mad !  damn'd 

devil, 
To  drive  her  back  again  I  It  had  been  thy  policy 
To  have  let  us  alone  :  we  might  have  done  some 

'    fine  thing 
To  have  made  thy  hell-hound  laugh  :  'Tis  a  dainty 

wench ; 
If  I  had  her  again,  not  all  your  fellow  goblins, 
Nor  all  their  daws,  should  scratch  her  hence.    Ill 

stay  still ; 
May  be  her  fright  will  bring  her  back  again ; 
Yet  I  will  hope. 

Enter  Toby. 

Tob$f.  J  can  find  no  bed,  no  body,  nor  no  chamber ; 
Sure  they  are  all  i'  th'  cellar !  and  I  cannot  find 

that  neither. 
I  am  led  up  and  down  like  a  tame  ass ;  mylight'sout, 
And  I  grope  up  and  down  like  blind-man  buff, 
And  break  my  face,  and  break  my  pate. 

Wildb.  It  comes  again  sure  1 
I  see  the  shadow ;  I'll  have  faster  hold  now. 
Sure  she's  mad ;  I  long  to  lie  with  a  mad  woman. 
She  must  needs  have  rare  new  tricks. 

Tob^.  1  hear  one  whisper : 


If  it  be  the  devil  now  to  allure  me  into  his  dntdiei, 
For  devils  have  a  kind  of  tone  like  crickets 

Wildb.  I  have  aglimpw  of  herguise  :  'Tis  she,   > 
But  I'll  stand  sure.  [would  steel  by  me, 

Toby*  1  have  but  a  dram  of  wit  left. 
And  tbat'a  even  ready  to  run :  Oh,  for  my  bed  nov! 

Wildb.  She  named  a  bed ;  I  like  that,  she  re. 
Where  is  she  now  ?  [peats  sore ; 

Toby.  Who's  that  ? 

Wiklb.  Are  you  there  ?  In,  in, 
In  presently ! 

Tobjf.  I  feel  his  talons  through  me ; 
'Tis  an  old  haggard  devil ;  what  will  he  do  with  me  ? 

Wildb.  Let  me  kiss  thee  first,  quick,  quid[ ! 

Tobp.  A  lecherous  devil  I 

Wildb.  What  a  hairy  whore  'tis ;  sure  she  hssa 
muffler. 

Toby.  If  I  should  have  a  young  Satan  by  him, 
(for  I  dare  not  deny  him) 
In  what  case  were  I !  Who  durst  deliver  me  ? 
I       Wildb.  'Tis  but  my  fancy ;  she's  the  same.   In 
Gently,  my  sweet  girl  I  [qoiddT, 

Tciy.  Sweet  devil,  be  good  to  me !        \Sse*nL 


SCENE  lll.—ARoomintheHmueqfhvRCBVR^ 

Mistress. 


Enter  LmcHaa  and  Alai 

Lure.  Where's  my  love,  boy  ? 

Alathe.  She's  coming  with  a  candle, 
To  see  our  happy  prize. 

Lure.  I  am  cruel  weary. 

Alathe.  I  cannot  blame  ye ;  plate  is  very  heafy 
To  carry  without  light  or  help. 

Lure,  The  fear  too 
At  every  stumble  to  be  discover'd,  boy. 
At  every  cough  to  raise  a  constable  ! 
Well,  we'll  be  merry  now. 

Alathe.  We  have  some  reason : 
Things  compass'd  without  fear  or  imminent  danger, 
Are  too  luxurious,  sir,  to  live  upon  : 
Money  and  wealth  got  thus  are  as  foil  venture, 
And  carry  in  their  natures  as  much  merit, 
j  As  his  that  digs 'em  out  o' th' mine ;  they  taste  too, 
Season'd  with  doubts  and  dangers,  moet  delictovsljr ; 
Riches  that  fall  upon  us  are  too  ripe. 
And  dull  our  appetites. 

Lure.  Most  learned  child ! 

Enter  Lcroikii'S  Mlatma. 

Mistrett.  You  are  weUjome  I  where  have  yoa 

Lure.  In  the  next  room,  hard  by.  [left  it  • 

Mistress.  Is  it  plate  all  ? 

Lure.  All,  all,  and  jewela.    I 
Pr'ythee  let's  go  to  bed. 

Mistress.  Pr'ythee  let's  sec't  first. 

Lure.  To-morrow's  a  new  day,  aweet 

Mistress,  Yes,  to  melt  it ; 
But  let's  agree  to-night,  how  it  shall  be  handled. 
I'll  have  a  new  gown 

Luro.  'Sha't  have  anything.  ^^ 

Mistress.  And  such  a  riding-snit  as  Mistw* 
Newlove's  : 
What  thou^  I  be  no  gentlewoman  bora, 
I  hope  I  may  atchieve  it  by  my  carriage. 

,Lure.  Thou  say'st  right.  [leoqwy- 

Mistress.  You  promised  me  a  horse  too,  and  » 

Lure.  Thou  shalt  havehorses  siz,.and  apostilioo. 

Mistress.  That  wiU  be  stately  -—»»-«*  •  ■ 
postilion? 
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Xtir».  Nay»  we*ll  be  in  fashion ;  he  shall  ride 
before  us 
In  winter  with  as  much  dirt  would  damp  a  mns- 
The  inside  of  oar  coach  shall  be  of  scarlet,  [qnet ; 
Mistress,  That  will  be  dear. 
Lure.  There  is  a  dye  projecting  [anything. 

Will  make  it  cheap ,  wench.    Come,  thon  shalt  have 
Mistress,  Where  is  this  chest  ?  I  long,  sweet, 
Oar  Indies.  [to  behold 

Alaihe.  Mistress,  let's  melt  it  first,  and  then 
'tis  fit 
Yon  should  dispose  it ;  then  'tis  safe  from  danger. 
Mistress,  I'll  be  a  loving  mistress  to  my  boy  too. 
Now  fetch  it  in,  and  let's  rejoice  upon't. 
Alathe,  Hold  your  light,  mistress,  we  may  see 
to  enter. 

[LuBCHXR  and  Alatbx  dra(f  in  the  Coffin. 

Mistress.  Ha !    what's  here  ?  Call  you  this  a 

Alathe.  We  ha'  miss'd,  sir ;  [chest  ? 

Our  haste  and  want  of  light  made  us  mistake. 

Mistress,  A  yery  coffin ! 

Lure,  How  t  a  coffin  ?  Boy,  'tis  very  like  one. 

Alathe.  The  devil  owed  us  a  shame,  and  now  he 

Mistress.  Is  this  your  treasure  ?     [has  paid  us. 

Alathe,  Bury  me  alive  in't 

Lure.  It  may  be  there's  no  room. 

Mistress*  Nay,  I  will  search  it : 
I'll  see  what  wealth's  within. — 

[Tkejf  open  the  (^n,  in  which  Mabia  appears. 

A  woman's  face, 
And  a  fiiir  woman's  ? 

Alathe.  I  cannot  tell,  sir ; 
Belike  this  was  the  sadness  that  possessed  'em. 
The  plate  stood  next,  I  am  sure. 

Lure.  I  shake,  I  shake,  boy ; 
What  a  cold  sweat  I 

Alathe,  This  may  work.    What  will  become 
on's,  sir  } 

Mistress.  She's  cold,  dead  cold ;  d'ye  find  your 
conscience  ? 
D'ye  bring  your  Giliians  hither  ? — Nay,  she's  pu- 
Your  oonoeal'd  love's  cased  up.  [nish'd. 

Lure.  It  is  Maria : 
The  very  same,  the  bride :  New  horror ! 

Mistress.  Tliese  are  fine  tricks ;  you  hope  she's 
in  a  swoon. 
But  111  take  order  she  shall  ne'er  recover 
To  bore  my  nose :  come,  take  her  up  and  bury  her 
Quickly,  or  I'll  cry  out ;  take  her  up  instantly. 

Lure.  Be  not  so  hasty,  fool ;  that  may  undo  us  : 
We  may  be  in  for  murder  so  :  Be  patient ; 
Thou  seest  she's  dead,  and  cannot  injure  thee. 

Mistress.  I  am  sure  she  shall  not. 

Alathe,  Be  not,  sir,  dejected 
Too  much :  A  strange  mistake !  this  had  not  been 
It  makes  me  almost  weep  to  think  upon  it.    [eUe ; 

Lure.  What  an  unlucky  thief  am  I ! 

Mistress.  I'll  no  considering ;  either  bestir  your- 

Lure.  Hold  !  [self,  or 

Mistress.  Let  it  not  stay  to  smell  then ;  I  will 
Endure  the  stink  of  a  rival.  [not 

Lure,  'Would  'twere  there  again  I 

Alathe,  We  must  bury  her. 

Lure.  But  where  o'  th'  sadden,  or  with  what 
That  no  eyes  watch  us  ?  [providence, 

Mistress.  Take  a  spade  and  follow  me ;  [yard : 
The  next  fair  ground  we  meet  make  the  church- 
As  I  live  I'll  see  her  lodged.  IBrit. 

Lure.  It  must  be  so ; 
How  heavy  my  heart  is  1  I  ha'  no  life  left. 


Alaihe.  I  am  past  thinking  too,  no  understand- 
That  I  should  miss  the  right  chest !  [ing : 

Lure.  The  happy  chest ! 

Alaihe,  That  which  I  saw  and  mark'd  too ! 

Lure.  Well,  passion  wo'not  help  us. 
Had  I  twenty  falls  for  this 

Alathe.,  'Twas  my  fault,  sir. 

Lure.  And  twenty  thousand  fears  for  this  1  Oh, 
the  devil ! 
Now  could  I  curse !  Well,  we  have  her  now, 
And  must  dispose  her. 

Enter  Mistress. 

Mistress.  Hang  both,  for  two  blind  bozzards  ! 
Here's  a  spade  ? 
Quickly,  or  I'll  call  the  neighbours. 

Lure.  There*s  no  remedy ; 
'Would  the  poor  hungry  prisoners  had  this  pasty  ! 

{Exeunt,  carrying  out  the  Ctjfin. 


SCENE  Vf.—Near  the  Church-yard,  behind 
Alathe's  House, 

Enter  Aloripb  and  a  Servant  «0<A  a  Torch. 

Serv,  'Twas  a  strange  mischance,  sir. 

Alg,  Mischance,  say'st  ?     No,  'twas  happiness 
to  me ; 
There  is  so  much  charge  saved  ;  I  have  her  portion  ; 
I'll  marry  twenty  more  on  such  conditions. 

Serv,  Did  it  not  trouble  you,  sir,  to  see  her 
dead? 

Alg,  Not  much,  I  thank  my  conscience  : 
I  was  tormented  till  that  happen'd ;  furies 
Were  in  my  brain,  to  think  myself  a  cuckold 
At  that  time  of  the  night. 

When  I  come  home,  I  charge  you  shut  my  doors  ! 
Locks,  bolts,  and  bars,  are  little  enough  to  secure 

Serv.  Why,  an  it  please  you  ?  [me. 

Alg,  Fool,  to  ask  that  question  ! 
To  keep  out  women.    1  expect  her  mother 
Will  visit  me  with  her  clamours :  Oh,  I  hate 
Their  noise,  and  do  abhor  the  whole  sex  heartily ! 
They  are  all  walking  devils,  harpies ;  I  will  study 
A  week  together  how  to  rail  sufficiently 
Upon  'em  all :  And,  that  I  may  be  fumish'd. 
Thou  shalt  buy  all  the  railing  books  and  ballads 
That  malice  hath  invented  against  women  : 
I  will  read  nothing  else,  and  practise  'em. 
Till  I  grow  fat  wiUi  curses. 

Serv.  If  you'll  go 
To  th'  charge,  let  me  alone  to  find  you  books  ! — 
What's  that  ?  They  come  near  us. 

Alg.  Where  ?  hold  up  the  torch,  knave ! 

Serv.  Did  you  hear  nothing  ?  'tis  a 

Alg.  Why  dost  make  a  stand? 

Serv.  What's  that  ? 

Alg.  Where,  where  ?  dost  see  anything .' 
We  are  hard  by  the  church -yard,  and  I  was  never 
Valiant  at  midnight  in  such  irksome  places ; 
They  say  ghosts  walk  sometimes. — Hark !  d'ye  hear 
nothing .' 

Enter  Lvhchmr  ami  Axjithjb,  toith  the  Cqffln,  and  MistrsM. 

Mistress.  No  further ;  dig  here,  and  lay  her  in 

quickly. 
Lure.  What  light  is  that,  boy  ?  we  shall  be  dis- 
covered ! 
Set  the  coffin  up  an  end,  and  get  behind  me  ; 
There's  no  avoiding. 
Alathe.  Oh! 
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Alg*  Where  is  that  groan  ? 
I  begin  to  be  afraid. 

Sertf.  What  shall  we  do,  sir  ? 

Alg,  We  are  almost  at  home  now ;  thoa  must 
Perhaps  'twas  my  imagination.  [go  forward ; 

Lure.  'Tis  he  I 

Alathe,  I  know  him  too;  let  me  alone. 

Serv,  Oh,  sir, 
A  ghost,  the  very  ghost  of  mistress  bride ! 
I  have  no  power  to  ran  away. 

Alg,  Cursed  ghost  I  bless  me  I  preserve  me  1 
I  do  command  thee,  whatsoe'er  thon  art, 
1  do  conjore  thee,  leave  me ;  do  not  fright  me. 
If  thou  be'st  a  devil,  vex  me  not  so  soon  ! 
If  thou  be'st — the  spirit  of  my  wife 

Alaihe,  Thy  wife. 

Alg.  I  shall  be  tormented! 

Alathe,  Thy  abused  wife, 
That  cannot  peaceably  enjoy  her  death. 
Thou  hast  an  evil  consdenoe. 

Alg.  I  know  it. 

Alathe,  Among  thy  other  sins,  which  black  thy 
Call  to  thy  mind  thy  vow  made  to  another,  i  [soul, 
Whom  thou  hast  wrong'd,  and  make  her  satisfac- 
Now  I  am  dead,  thou  perjured  man  1  or  else  [tion 
A  thousaad  black  tormentors  shall  pursue  thee, 
Until  thou  leap  into  eternal  flames  ; 
Where  gold,  which  thou  adorest  here  on  earth. 
Melted,  the  fiends  shall  pour  into  thy  throat ! 
For  this  time,  pass ;  go  home  and  think  upon  me  ! 

Lure,  Kyt2ij  \ 

Serv.  There  are  more  spirits ! 

Alg,  Thank  you,  dear  wife ! 
I'll  bestow  twenty  nobles  o'  a  tomb  for  thee ; 
Thou  shalt  not  walk  and  catch  cold  after  death. 

IThevgo  baekuHird  into  the  Howe. 


Lure.  So,  so ;  they  are  gone ;  'twas  my  ingeaip 
ous  rascal ! 
But  how  dost  know  he  made  vows  to  another  ? 
Alaihe.  1  overheard  the  women  talk  to-ni^t 
on't; 
But  now  let's  lose  no  time,  sir !  pray  let's  bory 
This  gentlewoman.    Where's  my  mistress  ? 

Mnttr  Mlstreas. 

Mistreta.  Here ;  I  durst  not  tarry. 

Lure.  We  ha'  so  cozen'd  the  old  forty  f  di' 
hundred, 
An  the  devil  hinder  him  not,  he'll  goapllgrimi^; 
But  come,  about  our  business !  aether  down  again. 

Maria.  Oh  ! 

Lure.  She  groans  I  ha! 

Maria,  Oh  1 

Lure,  Again  !  she  stirs ! 

Mistreta.  Let*s  fly,  or  else  we  abaU  be  torn  m 
pieces. 

Lure.  An  you  be  good  at  that,  bury  yoaxsdf. 
Or  let  the  seiton  take  you  for  his  fee. 
Away,  boy  I  [Exw*!* 

Maria,  [Riaeafrem  the  Cqjffm.']  I  am  veryeoU, 
dead-cold  I 
Where  am  I  ?  what* s  this  ?  a  coffin  ?  where  bate  I 
been?  [finr 

Mercy  defend  me  I  Ha !  I  do  remember 
I  was  betrayed  and  swounded.     My  heart  adws ; 
I  am  wond'rous  hungry  too ;  dead  bodiea  eat  not: 
Sure  I  was  meant  for  burial ;  I  am  fraieii ; 
Death,  like  a  cake  of  ice,  dwells  round  about  me : 
Darkness  spreads  o'er  the  world  too.       Where? 

what  path  ? 
Best  Providence,  direct  me !  iBxU. 


I 


ACT   III. 


SC£NE  l.^A  Roam  in  the  Lady's  Houu. 
Enter  Lady,  WiLoaaAur,  Women,  and  Tobv. 

Lady,  Thou  art  the  most  unfortunate  fellow — 

fVildb,  Why,  aunt, 
What  have  I  done  ? 

Lady.  The  most  malicious  varlet— 
Thy  wicked  head  never  at  rest,  but  hammering 
And  hatching  hellish  things,  and  to^no  purpose. 
So  thou  may'st  have  thy  base  will.  ** 

Wildb,  Why  do  you  rail  thus  ? 
Cannot  a  scurvy  accident  fall  out, 
But  I  must  be  at  one  end  «n't  ? 

Lady.  Thou  art  at  both  ends. 

Wildb.  Cannot  young  sullen  wenches  play  the 
fools. 
And  marry,  and  die,  but  I  must  be  the  agent  ? 
All  that  I  did  (and  if  that  be  an  injury. 
Let  the  world  judge  it)  was  but  to  persuade  her, 
(And,  as  I  take  it,  I  was  bound  to  it  too,) 
To  make  the  reverend  coxcomb,  her  husband, 

cuckold : 
What  else  could  I  advise  her?  was  there  harm  i' 

this? 
You  are  of  years,  and  have  run  through  experience ; 
Would  you  be  content,  if  you  were  young  again. 
To  have  a  continual  cough  grow  to  your  pillow  ? 
A  rottenness,  that  vaults  are  perfumes  to. 


Hang  in  your  roof,  and  like  a  fog  infect  yon? 

Anointed  hams,  to  keep  his  hinges  turning, 

Reek  ever  in  your  nose,  and  twenty  night-caps. 

With  twenty  several  sweats  ? 
Toby.  Some  Jew,  some  justice, 

A  thousand  heathen-smells,  to  say  troth,  madam ; 

And  would  you  mellow  my  young  pretty  mistress 

In  such  a  nds-ken  ? 
Lady.  Sirrah, 

Where  is  the  body  of  my  giri? 
Wildb.  I  know  not ; 

I  am  no  conjurer :  You  may  look  the  body  I 

I  was  like  to  be  stolen  away  mysdf ;  the  spirit 

Had  like  to  ha'  surprised  me  in  the  sh^^  of  a 
woman, 

Of  a  young  woman,  and  yon  know  those  are  das- 
gemus. 
Toby.  So  had  I,  madam,  simply  tiiough  I  stand 
here, 

I  had  been  ravish'd  too :  I  had  twenty  spirits ; 

In  every  comer  of  the  house  a  fiend  met  me. 
Lady.  You  lie,  like  rascahi!  Was  Mistren New- 
love  such 

A  spirit,  sir,  to  fright  your  worship  ?    WeO« 

I  discharge  you,  sir ;  you  are  now  at  liberty ; 

Live  where  jron  please,  and  do  what  pranks  you 
fancy ;  [nepfcifw. 

Yon  know  your  substance :  Though  yon  are  97 
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I  am  no  way  bound,  sir,  to  protect  your  mucfaief : 
So,  fare  yon  well  1 

Wildb,  Farewell,  good  aunt  I  I  thank  yon ! 
Adieu,  honest  Nick  1    The  devil,  if  he  have  power, 
Will  persecute  your  old  bones  for  this  marriage. 
Farewc^,  Mistress  Win  1  lExU  Lady. 

Toby.  And  shall  we  part  with  dry  lips  ? 
Shall  we,  that  have  been  fellow-devils  together. 
Flinch  for  an  old  woman's  fart  ? 

WUdb.  'Ti0  a  fine  time  o'night  too ;  but  we 

must  part,  Nick. 
Tobjf,  Shall  we  never  ring  again  ?  ne'er  toss  the 
And  roll  the  changes  in  a  cup  of  claret?       [tenor, 
You  shall  not  want ;  whate*er  I  lay  my  hands  on 
(As  1  am  sure  Automedon  the  coachman) 
Shall  be  distributed :  Bear  up,  I  say,  hang  sorrow  ! 
Give  me  that  bird  abroad  that  lives  at  pl^sure. 
Sam  the  butler's  true,  the  cook  a  reverend  Trojan ; 
The  falkner  shall  sell  his  hawks,  and  swear  they 

were  rotten ; 
There  be  some  wand'ring  spoons,  that  may  be  met 
with; 
,   I'll  pawn  a  coach-horse.  Peace,  utter  no  sentences! 

The  harness  shall  be  used  in  our  wars  also : 
I    Or  shall  I  drive  her  (tell  me  but  your  will  now ; 
Say  but  the  word)  over  some  rotten  bridge. 
Or  by  a  mari-pit  side  ?  she  may  slip  in  daintily ; 
I    Let  me  alone  for  myself! 
I        WUdb.  No,  no ;  farewell,  Toby  ! 

Farewell,  spiny  Nicholas !  no  such  thing ; 
I    There  be  ways  i'  the  world — If  you  see  me 
I    A  day  or  two  hence,  may  be  we'll  crack  a  quart  yet, 
And  pull  a  bell.    Commend  me  to  the  household ! 
I    Nay,  cry  not,  Toby ;  'twill  make  thy  head  giddy. 
I        Toby,  Sweet  Master  Wildbrain! 
WUdb,  No  more,  Toby;  go, 

The  times  may  alter. 

But  Where's  the  corse  of  my  dead  cousin, 
If  she  be  dead  ?  I  hoped  't  had  but  dissembled : 
That  sits  heavy  here.    Toby,  honest  Toby, 
Lend  me  thy  lanthom ;  I  forgot  'twas  dark ; 
I  had  need  look  to  my  ways  now. 

Toby,  Take  a  lodging  with  me  to-night  in  the 
stable. 
And  ride  away  to-morrow  with  one  of  the  horses, 
Next  your  heart,  pray  do  ! 

WUdb,  No. 
Good  night,  good  neighbour  Toby  1 1  will  wander ; 

I  scorn  to  submit  myself,  ere  I  have  rambled 

Bat  whither,  or  with  what  ?  that's  more  material ; 
No  matter ;  an  the  worst  come,  'tis  but  stealing, 
And  my  aunt  wo'not  see  me  hang'd  for  her  own 

credit ; 
And  £uewell  in  a  halter  costs  me  nothing.  lExeunt 

SCENE  ll.^The  Church-yard. 
Enter  HKAaTLova. 

i       Heartl.  The  night,  and  all  the  evils  the  night 
covers. 
The  goblins,  hags,  and  the  black  spawn  of  dark- 


Cannot  fright  me.   No,  Death,  I  dare  thy  cruelty  ! 
For  I  am  wear]f4K>th  of  life  and  light  too. 
Keep  my  wits,  Heaven  !     They  say  spirits  appear 
To  melancholy  minds,  and  the  graves  open : 
I  would  fain  see  the  fair  Maria's  shadow, 
But  speak  unto  her  spirit,  ere  I  died. 
Bat  ask  upon  my  knees  a  mercy  from  her. 
I  was  a  villain ;  but  her  wretched  kinsman. 


That  set  his  plot,  shall  with  his  heart-blood  satisfy 
Her  injured  life  and  honour. — ^What  light's  this? 

Enter  Wildbrain  with  a  lanthom, 

WUdb.  It  is  but  melancholy  walking  thus; 
The  tavern-doors  are  barricadoed  too. 
Where  I  might  drink  till  mom,  in  expectation ; 
I  cannot  meet  the  watch  neither ;  nothing  in 
The  likeness  of  a  constable,  whom  I  might, 
In  my  distress,  abuse,  and  so  be  carried, 
For  want  of  other  lodging,  to  the  Counter. 

Hearil,  'Tis  his  voice  ;  Fate,  I  thank  thee  I 

WUdb.  Ha!  who's  that?   An  thou  be'st  A  man, 
speak : 
Frank  Heartlove  ?  then  I  bear  my  destinies  ! 
Thou  art  the  man  of  all  the  world  I  wish'd  for : 
My  aunt  has  turned  me  out  a-doors  ;  she  has. 
At  this  unchristian  hour  ;  and  I  do  walk 
Methinks  like  Guido  Faux,  with  my  dark  lanthom, 
Stealing  to  set  the  town  a-fire  ;  i'  th'  country 
I  should  be  ta'en  for  William  o'  the  Wisp, 
Or  Robin  Good- fellow.    And  how  dost,  Frank  ? 

Heartl.  The  worse  for  you  ! 

WUdb.  Come,  thou'rt  a  fool.    Art  going  to  thy 
lodging  ? 
Ill  lie  with  thee  to-night ;  and  tell  thee  stories. 
How  many  devils  we  ha'  met  withal ; 

Our  house  is  haunted,  Frank,  whole  legions 

I  saw  fifty  for  my  share. 

Heartl.  Didst  not  fright 'em ! 

WUdb.  How !   fright  'em  >    No,  they  frighted 
me  sufficiently. 

Heartl.  Thou  hadst  wickedness  enough  to  make 
them  stare, 
And  be  afraid  o*  thee,  malicious  devil !         LDratM. 
And  draw  thy  sword  ;  for,  by  Maria's  soul, 
I  will  not  let  thee  'scape,  to  do  more  mischief. 

WUdb.  Thou  art  mad !  what  dost  mean  ? 

Heartl.  To  kill  thee ;  nothing  ebe  will  ease  my 
The  injury  is  fresh  I  bleed  withal ;  [anger  : 

Nor  can  Uiat  word  express  it,  there's  no  peace  in't. 
Nor  must  it  be  forgiven,  but  in  death  : 
Therefore  call  up  &y  valour,  if  thou  hast  any. 
And  summon  up  thy  spirits  to  defend  thee ! 
Thy  heart  mast  suffer  for  thy  damned  practices 
Against  thy  noble  cousin,  and  my  innocence. 

WUdb.  Hold  !  hear  a  word  !  did  I  do  anything 
But  for  your  good  ?    That  you  might  have  her  ? 
That  in  that  desperate  time  I  might  redeem  her, 
Although  with  show  of  loss  ? 

Heartl.  Out,  ugly  villain  ! 
Fling  on  her  the  most  hated  name  of  whore 
To  £e  world's  eye,  and  face  it  out  in  courtesy  ? 
Bring  him  to  see't,  and  make  me  drunk  to  attempt 
it? 

Enter  Maria,  in  her  shroud. 

Maria.  I  hear  some  voices  this  way. 

Heartl.  No  more  I  if  you  can  pray. 
Do  it  as  you  fight. 

Maria.  What  new  frights  oppose  me  ? 
I  have  heard  that  tongue. 

WUdb.  'lis  my  fortune; 
You  could  not  take  me  in  a  better  time,  sir ; 
1  have  nothing  to  lose,  but  the  love  I  lent  thee. 
My  life  my  sword  protect !  IDratet.    Tkep  fight. 

Maria.  I  know  'em  both ;  but,  to  prevent  their 
ruins, 
Must  not  discover — Stay,  men  most  desperate  I 
The  mischief  you  are  forward  to  commit 
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WUl  keep  me  from  my  grave ;  and  tie  my  spirit 
To  endless  troables  else. 

WUdb.  Ha!  'tis  her  ghost ! 

Hearil.  Maria! 

Maria,  Hear  me  both  !    Each  wotmd  you  make 
Runs  through  my  soul,  and  is  a  new  death  to  me  ; 
Each  threatening  danger  will  affright  my  rest. 
Look  on  me,  Heartlove,  and,  my  kinsman,  view 
Was  I  not  late,  in  my  unhappy  marriage        [me  ! 
Sufficient  miserable,  full  of  all  misfortunes, 
But  you  must  add,  with  your  most  impious  angers, 
Unto  my  sleeping  dust  diis  insolence  ? 
Would  you  teach  Time  to  speak  eternally 
Of  my  disgraces  ?  make  records  to  keep  'em, 
Keep  them  in  brass?    Fight  then,  and  kill  my 

honour ! 
l^ght  deadly  both ;  and  let  your  bloody  swords. 
Through  my  revived  and  reeking  infamy, 
(That  never  shall  be  purged)  find  your  own  ruins ! 
Heartlove,  I  loved  thee  once ;  and  hoped  again 
In  a  more  blessed  love  to  meet  thy  spirit : 
If  thou  kill'st  him,  thou  art  a  murderer ; 
And  murder  shall  never  inherit  Heaven. 
My  time  is  come,  my  conceal'd  grave  expects  me  : 
Farewell,  and  follow  not !  your  feet  are  bloody. 
And  will  pollute  my  peace. — I  hope  they  are 

melted : 
This  is  my  way  sure.  lExit, 

Heartl,  Stay,  blessed  soul ! 

Wildb.  'Would  she  had 
Come  sooner,  and  ha'  saved  some  blood  ! 

Heartl.  Dost  bleed? 

fVildb.   Yes,  certainly;    I  can  both  see  and 
feel  it. 

Heartl.  Now  I  well  hope  it  is  not  dangerous. 
Give  me  thy  hand ;  as  far  as  honour  guides  me, 
I  will  know  thee  again.  [Exit. 

Wildb.  I  thank  thee  heartily  ;— 
I  know  not  where  to  get  a  surgeon. 
This  vision  troubles  me  ;  sure  she  is  living, 
And  I  was  foolish  blind,  I  could  not  find  it. 
I  bleed  apace  still,  and  my  heart  grows  heavy : 
If  I  go  far  I  fidnt ;  I'll  knock  at  this  house, 
They  may  be  charitable.    'Would  'twere  perfect 
day !  [ITnocHcf  at  a  door. 

Enter  Mistrais. 
Miitrets,  'Tis  not  he. — What  would  you,  sir  1 
fVildb.  1  would  crave  a  little  rest,  lady. 
And  for  my  hurts  some  surgery;  I  am  a  gentleman, 

That  fortune  of  a  fight 

Mistress,  A  handsome  gentleman  I 
Alas,  he  bleeds  I  a  very  handsome  gentleman ! 
Wildb.    A  sweet   young  wench!   beshrew  my 
heart,  a  fair  one  ! 
Fortune  has  made  me  some  recompense. 
Mistress,  Pray,  come  in ;  the  air  is  hurtful  for 
you  ;  [sently ; 

Pray  let  me  lead  you ;  I'll  have  a  bed  for  you  pre- 
I'll  be  your  surgeon  too.    Alas,  sweet  gentleman  I 
Wildb.  I  feel  no  hurts  !  the  morning  comes  too 

fast  now. 
Mistress.  Softly,  I  beseech  you  !  lExeunt, 


SCENE  lll.^The  Street  before  Algripb's 

Hotue. 

I 

I 

Enter  Lady  and  Toby. 

!        Tobff.  He  is  not  up  yet,  madam ;  what  meant 
!   To  come  forth  so  early  ?  [you 


Lady.  Yon  blockhead ! 
Your  eyes  are  sowed  up  still;  they  cannot  see 
When  it  is  day. — Oh,  my  poor  Maria ! — 
Where  be  the  women  ? 

Toby.  They  said  they  would  follow  ns. 

Lady.  He  shall  not  laugh  thus  at  my  misery ; 
And  kill  my  child,  and  stnl  away  her  body. 
And  keep  her  portion  too. 

Toby.  Let  him  be  hang'd  for't ; 
You  have  my  voice.  «- 

Lady.  These  women  not  come  yet  ? 
A  son-in-law !    I*U  keep  a  conjurer, 
But  1*11  find  out  his  knavery. 

Toby.  Do,  and  I'll  help  him. 
And,  if  he  were  here,  this  whip  shoold  eonjure  him : 
Here's  a  eapiaSf  an  it  catch  hold  on's  breech, 
I'd  make  him  soon  believe  the  devil  were  tiboe. 

Lady,  An  old  usurer  I 

Toby.   He  married  the  money ;  that  is  all  he 
look'd  for ; 
For  your  daughter,  let  her  sink  or  swim. 

Lady.  I'll  swim  him ! 
This  is  his  house  :  I  wonder  they  stay  thus. 
That  we  might  rail  him  out  on's  wits ! 

Toby.  They'll  come, 
Fear  not,  madam,  and  bring  dappers  vrith  'em. 
Or  some  have  lost  their  old  wont :  I  have  heard 
(No  disparagement  to  your  ladyship)  some  o'  tibeff 
Like  Tom-a-Lincoln,  three  miles  off.       [toogves, 

Lady,  Ohfy! 
How  tedious  are  they ! 

Toby,  What  an  we  lost  no  time  ? 
You  and  I  shall  make  a  shift  to  begin  with  him. 
And  tune  our  instruments  till  the  consort  come 
To  make  up  the  full  noise :  I'll  knock. 

Alg,  [At  a  wituiow,']  Who  is  that  raps  so  ssodlj? 

Toby.  'Tis  I ; 
Toby ;  Come  down,  or  else  we'll  feith.  you  domL 
Alas,  this  is  but  the  saunoe-beU ;  here's  a  gentle- 
woman 
Will  ring  you  another  peal:  Come  dovm,  I  say! 

Aly.  Some  new  fortifications !  look  to  my  doofs ! 
Put  double  bars !    I  will  not  have  her  enter, 
Nor  any  of  her  tribe  :  They  come  to  terrify  me. 
Keep  out  her  tongue  too,  if  you  can  ! 

Lady.  I  hear  you, 
And  I  win  send  my  tongue  up  to  your  woraUp ; 
The  echo  of  it  shall  fly  o'er  ^e  street. 
My  daughter,  that  thou  kill'dst  with  kiadneast 

Jew, 
That  thou  betray'dst  to  death,  thon  doable  Jew, 
And  after  stol'st  her  body ! 

Toby,  Jew's  too  good  for  him. 

Alff.  I  defy  you  both  I 
Thy  daughter  played  the  villain,  and  betiajed  me, 
Betrayed  my  honour. 

Lady.  Honour,  rascal  ? 
And  let  that  bear  an  action,  I'll  try  it  wi^  thee. 
Honour  ? 

Toby.  Oh,  reprobate ! 

Lady.  Thou  musty  justice. 
Buy  an  honourable  halter,  and  hang  thyadf ! 

Toby,  A  worshipful  rope's  end  U  too  good  for 
him. 

Lady,  Get  honour  that  way;  thou  wot  die  a  dof 

7*06^.  Come,  and  be  whipt  first !  [dse* 

Liuly.  Where's  her  portion  ? 

Alg,  Where 
I'll  keep  it  safely. 

Nurse,  Traitor,  thon  shalt  not  keep  it ! 
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Enter  Nurse  and  Women. 

Alg.  More  of  the  kennel  ?     Put  more  bolta  to 
th'  doors  there. 
And  arm  yom'selves !  Hell  is  broke  loose  upon  us. 
Toby.  I  am  glad  ye  are  come ;  we'll  blow  the 
house  down. 

iMdp.  Oh,  Nurse,  I  have  such  cause 

Women.  Villain,  viper  I — 
Although  you  had  no  cause,  we  are  bound  to  help. 
Nurse.  Yes,  and  believe  ;  we  come  not  here  to 
examine ; 
And,  if  you  please,  we'll  fire  the  house. 
Alff.  Call  the  constable  ! 
Toby.  A  charitable  motion  !  fire  is  comfortable. 
Lady.    No,   no ;  we'll  only  let  him  know  our 
minds ; 
We  will  commit  no  outrage ;  he's  a  lawyer* 
Alg.  Give  me  my  musquet ! 
Lady.  Where's  my  daughter's  body, 
That  I  may  bury  it  ? 

Women.  Speak,  or  we'll  bury  thee  ! 
Nurse,  Alive  we^ll  bury  thee ;  speak,  old  Ini- 
quity ! 
Toby.  Bury  him  alive,  by  all  means,  for  a  testi- 
mony. 
Alg.  Their  voices  make  my  house  reel ;  oh,  for 
officers ! 
I  am  in  a  dream ! — ^Thy  daughter's  spirit  walks 
A -nights,  and  troubles  all  the  neighbours :  Go 
Hire  a  conjurer ;  I'll  say  no  more. 
Lady.  The  law  shall  say  more  ! 
Women.  Nurse.  We  are  witnesses ; 
And,  if  thou  be'st  not  hang'd 

Enter  Lubcru  and  Ai^thk,  disguised  as  Pe<Uars. 

Lure.  Buy  a  Book  of  good  manners, 
A  short  book  of  good  manners ! 

Alathe.  Buy  a  ballad, 
A  ballad  of  the  maid  was  got  with  child  ! 

Toby.  That  might  ha'  been  my  case  last  night ; 
I'll  ha't, 
Whate'er  it  cost  me. 

Alaihe.  A  ballad  of  the  witches  hang'd  at  Lud- 
low! 

Toby.  I'll  have  that  too ; 
There  was  an  aunt  of  mine,  I  think,  amongst  'em; 
I  would  be  glnd  to  hear  her  testament. 

Lure.  A  new  book  of  women  ! 

Alg.  The  thunder's  laid;  how  they  stare  at  him ! 

Lure.  A  new  book  of  fools,  a  strange  book, 
Very  strange  fools ! 

Alg.  I'll  owe  thee  a  good  turn,  whate'er  thou 

LurC'  A  book  of  walking  spirits !  [art 

Aly.  That  I  like  not. 

Toby.  Nor  I ;  they  walk'd  me  the  fools'  morris. 

Lure.  A  book  of  wicked  women ! 

Alg.  That's  well  thought  on. 

Lure'  Of  rude,    malicious  women,   of  proud 
women. 
Of  scolding  women  ; — ^We  shall  ne'er  get  in. 

Alathe.  A  ballad  of  wrong'd  maids  ! 

Lady.  I'll  buy  that. 

Lure.  A  little,  very  little  book. 
Of  good  and  godly  women,  a  very  little  one, 
So  little  you  may.  put  it  in  a  nutshell ! 

Toby.  With  a  small  print  that  nobody  can  read 
it. 

Nurse.  Teaxet  sirrah,  or  I'll  tear  your  books. 

A/g.  Open  the  door  and  let  him  in ;  I  love  him. 

VOL.    XI. 


Lure.  A  book  of  evil  magistrates  ! 

Lady..  Ay,  marry  I 
D'ye  hear  that,  justice  ? 

Lure.  And  their  eviUer  wives. 
That  wear  their  places  in  their  petticoats ! 

Alg.  D'ye  hear  that.  Lady  ? 

Alathe.  A  book  new  printed  against  playing, 
dancing. 
Masking,  may-poles  ;  a  zealous  brother's  book, 
And  fuU  of  fables! 

Lure.  Another  book  of  women,  of  mad  women. 
Women  that  were  bom  in  March ! 

lExit  with  AhATBX  into  the  house. 

Lady.  Arevougotin? 
We  would  ha   puU'd  your  knave's  hide  else ! — 

This  feUow 
Was  sent  to  abuse  us ;  but  we  shall  have  time 
To  talk  more  with  this  justice. 

Alg.  Farewell,  madam ! 
As  you  like  this,  come  visit  me  again, 
You  and  your  treble  strings.     Now  scold  your 
hearts  out ! 

Worn.  Shall  he  carry  it  thus  away  ? 

Nurse,  Go  to  the  judge. 
And  what  you'll  have  as  swear 

Lady.  I  thank  ye  heartily  ; 
I'll  keep  that  for  the  last.     I  will  go  home. 
And  leave  him  to  his  conscience  for  a  while  ; 
If  it  sleep  long,  I'll  wake  it  with  a  vengeance ! 

iExeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— ^n  Out-House  near  the  same. 
Enter  Servants. 

1  Serv.  What  book  has  he  given  thee  ? 

2  Serv.  A  dainty  book ;  a  book  of  the  great 
Of  fifteen  hundred  ships  of  cannon-proof,  [navy. 
Built  upon  whales  to  keep  their  keels  from  sinking, 
And  dragons  in  'em,  that  spit  fire  ten  mile, 

And  elephants  that  carry  goodly  castles. 

1  Serv.  Dost  thou  believe  it  ? 

2  Serv,  Shall  we  not  believe  books  in  print  ? 

1  Serv.  I  have  John  Taylor's  book  of  hempseed 

too. 
Which,  for  two  lines  I  happen'd  on  by  chance, 
I  reverence. 

2  Serv.  I  pr'ythee  what  are  they .' 

1  Serv.  They  are  so  pat  upon  the  time,  as  if 
He  studied  to  answer  the  late  Histriomastix ; 
Talking  of  change  and  transformations. 

Thus  wittily  and  learnedly  he  bangs  him  ; 

**  So  may  a  Puritan's  ruff,  though  starch'd  in  print. 

Be  tum'd  to  paper,  and  a  play  writ  in't." 

A  play  in  the  Puritan's  raff?  I'll  buy  his  works 

And  confute  Horace  with  a  water-poet.         [for't. 

What  hast  there  ?  a  ballad  too  ? 

2  Serv.  This  ?  This  is 
A  piece  of  poetry  indeed. — 

IHe  sings.    Ajuanrm  cries  within. 
What  noise  is  that  ?         * 

1  Serv.  Some  cry  i'  th'  streets :  Pr'ythee  sing  on! 

ISings  again.    Another  cry. 

2  Serv.  Again  !  dost  not  hear  ?  Tis  i'  th'  house 

certainly. 

1  Serv.  'Tis  a  strange  noise  1  and  has  a  tang  o' 

th'  justice. 

2  Serv.  Let's  see  !  iExeunU 
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SCENE  Y.—A  Room  in  the  same  House. 

Re-enter  Servants,  bringing  in  their  Master  bound  and 

gagged. 

1  Serv.  Untye  hU  feet ;  pull  out  his  gag, 

He  will  choak  else  !  What  desperate  rogues  were 

2  Serv.  Give  him  fresh  air.  [these  ! 
Alg.  I'll  never  study  books  more  ! 

I  am  undone ;  these  villains  have  undone  me  ! 
Rifled  my  desk  ;  they  have  undone  me,  learnedly ! 
A  fire  take  all  tb^ir  books !  I'll  bum  my  study. — 
Where  were  you,  rascals,  when  the  villains  bound 
You  could  not  hear  ?  [me, 

1  Serv.  He  gave  us  books,  sir,  dainty  books  to 

busy  us ; 

And  we  were  reading,  in  that  which  .was  the  brew- 
house, 

A  great  way  off ;  we  were  singing  ballads  too, 

And  could  not  hear. 

Aiff.  This  was  a  precious  thief ; 

A  subtle  trick  to  keep  my  servants  safe  t 

2  Serv.  What  ha'  you  lost,  sir  ? 

Alg.  They  ransacked  all  before  my  face,  and 

threaten'd 
To  kill  me  if  I  coughed  ;  they  have  a  chain, 
My  rings,  my  box  of  casting  gold,  my' purse  too. 
They  robb'd  me  miserably ;  but  that  which  most 

grieves  me, 
Tliey  took  away  some  writings ;  'twas  a  rogue 
That  knew  me,  and  set  on  by  the  old  Lady ; 
I  will  indite  her  for't 

1  Serv,  Shall  we  pursue  'em  ? 
Aiffi.  Run,  run,  cursed  rascals  ! 

I  am  out  of  my  wits  !  Let  not  a  creature  in, 
No,  not  with  necessaries ! 

2  Serv.  We  shall  be  starved. 

Alg.  I'll  buy  my  meat  at  window,  as  they  pass 

(I  wo'  not  trust  my  scrivener,  he  has  books  too) 
And  bread  I'll  ha'  flung  up :  I  charge  ye  all 
Bum  all  the  books  i'  th'  house ! 

1  Serv.  Your  little  prayer  book  ? 

Alg.  Ill  never  pray  again  !  I'll  have  my  doors 
Made  up,  nothing  but  walls,  and  thick  ones  too  : 
No  sound  shall  tempt  me  again  !  Remember,  I 
Have  forswore  books. 

2  Serv.  If  you  should  be  call'd  to  take  your 

oath? 
Alg.  1  will  forswear  all  oaths,  rather  than  see 
A  thing  but  in  the  likeness  of  a  book ; 
An  I  were  condemned,  TU  rather  chuse  to  hang 
Than  read  again.    Come  in,  and  search  all  places  ; 
They  may  be  about  the  house :  Were  the  doors 
lock'd? 
1  Serv.  But  the  keys  in  'em ;  and  if  they  be 
gone, 
They  could  not  want  wit  to  lock  us  in,  sir. 

Alg.  Never  was  man  so  miserably  undone ; 
I  would  lose  a  limb,  to  see  their  rogueships  totter! 

lExeunt, 

SCENE  Yl^-^An  Apartment  in  the  Lady's 

House, 

Enter  Lady  and  Nurse. 

Ladg.  Thy  brother's  daughter,  say'st,  and  bom 

in  Wales  ? 
Nune.  I  have  long  time  desired  to  see  her,  and 
Your  ladyship  will  not  be  offended.  [I  hope 


Ladg.  No,  no. 

Nurse.  I  should  be  happy,  if  she  might  be 
serviceable 
To  you,  madam. 

Ladg.  Beshrew  me,  but  at  first  she  took  me  miich. 
Is  she  not  like  Maria  ?  setting  aside 
Her  language,  very  like  her  I  and  I  love  her 
The  better  for't.  I  pr'ythee  caU  her  hither. 
She  speaks  feat  English. 

Nurse.  Why,  Guennith,  Guennith  !  dahummah, 
Guennith  ! — 
She  is  coarse,  madam,  after  her  country  guise; 
And  were  she  in  fine  clothes 

Ladg,  I'll  have  her  handsome. 

Enter  Maria  as  a  Servant. 

What  part  of  Wales  were  you  bom  in  ? 
Maria.  In  Abehundis,  madams. 
Nurse.  She  speaks  that  name  in  Welsh,  whidi 

we  call  Brecknock. 
Ladg.  What  can  you  do  ? 
Maria.  Her  was  toe  many  tings  in  Walls ;  knnr 
not 
The  fashions  in  Londons.  Her  was  milk  the  cam. 
Make  seeze  and  butters,  and  spin  very  well 
The  Welsh  freeze ;  her  was  cooke  to  te  moontain 

cots. 
And  sing  very  fine  Prittish  tunes ;  was  mage  good 

ales 
And  breds  ;  and  her  know  to  dance  on  Snniin. 
Marge  you  now,  madams  ! 

Ladg.  A  pretty  innocence  ! 
I  do  like  her  infinitely,  Nurse ;  and  if  I  live 

filter  Servant 

Serv.  Here's  Master  HeartloTe,  madam,  count 

to  see  you. 
Ladg.  Alas,  poor  gentleman !     Pr'ythee  admit 

him. 

'    Enter  Hsabtlovk  'and  ^Gentleman. 

Heartl.  Madam,  I  am  come  to    take  my  Isst 

leave — 
Ladg.  How,  sir. 

Heartl.  Of  all  my  home  affections,  and  my 
friends : 
For  the  interest  you  had  once  in  Maria, 
I  would  acquaint  you  when  I  leave  the  kingdom. 
Ladg.  'Would  there  were  anything  in  my  poor 
power 
That  might  divert  your  will,  and  make  yon  happy ! 
I  am  sure  I  have  wronged  her  too ;  but  let  your 

pardon 
Assure  me  you  are  charitable :  She  is  dead. 
Which  makes  us  both  sad.  What  do  yon  look  on? 

Heartl.  The  likest  face 

Maria.  Pless  us  awle  ?  why  does  that  seutilmsn 
make 
Such  unders  and  maxements  at  her !     I  know  N? 
not. 
Heartl.  Be  not  offended,  maid ! 
Ladg.  How  the  wench  blushes  I 
She  represents  Maria's  loss  to  him. 
Maria.  Will  the  sentiUnan  hurt  her  ?  Fray^fM 
be  her  defences ! 
Was  have  mad  phisnomies ;  is  her  troubled 
With  lunaticks  in  her  prain-pans  > '  Plest  ns  swle ! 
Heartl.  Where  had  you  this  face  ? 
Maria.  Her  faces  be  our  nowne,  I  warrant  her. 
Heartl.  1  wo'  not  hurt  you. — ^AU  the  lineasMnti 
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That  built  Maria  up,  all  those  spriDging  beauties, 
Dwell  on  this  thing;  change  but  ber  tongue,  I 

know  her. 
Let  me  see  your  hand  1 
Maria.  Duguin  I    Was  never  thieves  and  rob* 
beries; 
Here  is  no  sindge  in  her  hands,  warrant  her. 

Heartl.  Trust  me,  the  self-same  white 
And  softness  !  Pr'ythee  speak  our  English  dialect. 
Maria.  Ha  leggs?  what,  does  her  speage  hard 
urds  to  her, 
To  make  poor  Guennith  ridicules  ?  was  no  man- 
nerly 
Sentilman,  to  abuse  her. 
Hearii.  By  the  love. 
That  everlasting  love  I  bear  Maria — 

Maria.  Maria?  her  name  was  Guennith;  and 
good  names ; 
Was  poor   else,  oman  maid;   her  have  no  fine 

kanags, 
To  mage  her  tricsy ;  yet,  in  her  own  cuntries. 
Was  held  a  fine  ense,  her  can  tell  her,  and  honest 
Ense  too,  marg  you  dat  now :  Her  can  keep 
Her  little  legs  close  enough,  warrant  her. 
Lady,  How  prettily  tUs  anger  shews  I 

1  Gent.  She  gabbles  innocently. 

Hearii.  Madam,  farewell ;  and  all  good  fortune 
dwell  wi'  ye ! 
With  me  my  own  adfections  I  Farewell,  maid, 
Fair  gentle  maid  ! 

2  Gent.  She  sighs. 
Maria.  Du  eat  a  whee  ! 

Hearii.  I  cannot  go ;  there's  somewhat  calls 

me  back. 
Maria.  Poor  Frank,  lAtide. 

How  gladly  would  I  entertain  thy  love, 
And  meet  thy  worthy  flame,  but  shame  forbids 

me!— 
If  please  her  ladyships,  dwell  here  with  Guennith, 
And  learn  to  spin  and  card  nil,  to  mage  flannels, 
And  Unsey-ulseis,  sal  tawge  cood  urds 
To  her  ladyships  urships  for  her. — The  tears  flow 

from  him.  lAside, 

The  tears  of  true  affection  I  woe  is  me ! 
Oh,  cursed  love,  that  glories  in  maids'  miseries. 
And  true  men*s  broken  hearts ! 
Lady.  Alas,  I  pity  him ! — 
The  wench  is  rude,  and  knows  you  not ;  forgive 

her. 
Maria.  Wipe  your  nyes,  pray  you !  though  was 

pom  in  Walls,  ITaket  hit  hand, 

MoDg  craggy  rocks  and  mountains,  yet  heart  is 

soft  : 
Look. you,  hur  can  weep  too,  when  her  see  men 

mage 
Prinie  tears  and  lamentations. 

Hearii.  How  hard  she  holds  me  I 
Just  as  Maria  did  ;  weeps  the  same  drops. 
Now,  as  I  have  a  living  soul,  her  sigh  too  ! 
What  shall  I  think  ? — ^Is  not  your  name  Maria  ? 
If  it  be  not,  delude  me  with  so  much  charity 
To  say  it  is. 

Maria.  Upon  her  life,  you  was  mighty  deal  in 

love 
With  some  podies ;  your  pale  seeks  and  hollow 

nyes. 
And  pantings  upon  her  posom,  know  very  well. 
Because,  look  you,  her  think  her  honest  sentilman, 
You  sail  call  her  Maria. 


Hearii.  Good  madam,  think  not  ill  I  am  thus 

saucy. 
Lady.  Oh,  no,  sir ;  be  you  not  angry  mth  the 

wench. 
Hearii,  I  am  most  pleased. 

1  Geni.  Let's  interrupt  him  ;  he'll  be  mad  out- 

right else. 

2  Geni,  Observe  a  little  more. 

Hearii.  'Would  I  could  in  your  language  beg  a 

kiss ! 
Maria.  If  her  have  necessities  of  a  kiss,  look 
you, 
Dere  is  one  in  sarities  ! 

Hearii.  Let  me  suffer  death. 
If  in  my  apprehension  two  twinn'd  cherries 
Be  more  akin,  than  her  lips  to  Maria's  : 
And,  if  this  harsh  illusion  would  but  leave  her. 
She  were  the  same. — G-ood  madam,  shall  I  have 

Your  consent  now 

Lady,  To  what  ? 

Hearii.  To  give  this  virgin  to  me. 
Lady.  She  is  not  mine ;  this  is  her  kinswoman. 
And  has  more  power  to  dispose. — ^Alas,  I  pity 

him! 
Pray,  gentlemen,  prevail  with  him  to  go  ; 
More  that  I  wish  his  comfort  than  his  absence. 
Hearii,  You  have  been  always  kind  to  me ;  will 
you 
Deny  me  your  fair  cousin  ? 

Nurse.  'Twere  fit  you  first  obtain'd  her  own 

consent. 
Hearii.  He  is  no  friend  that  wishes  my  depar- 
ture ; 
I  do  not  trouble  you ! 

1  Geni.  'Tis  not  Maria. 

Hearii.  Her  shadow  is  enough  ;  I'll  dwell  with 
that. 
Pursue  your  own  ways ! — Shall  we  live  together  ? 
Maria.  If  her  will  come  to-morrow  and  tauge  to 
her. 
Her  will  tell  her  more  of  her  meanings  ;  and  then 
If  her  be  melancholy,  her  will  sing  her 
A  Welsh  song  too,  to  make  her  merries :    But 

Guennith 
Was  very  honest ;  her  was  never  love 
But  one  sentilman,  and  he  was  bear  her 
Great  teal  of  good-ills  too.    Was  marry  one  day : 
Saint  Davy !  her  give  her  five  pair  of  white  gloves 
If  her  will  dance  at  her  weddings. 

Hearii,  All  I  am  worth. 
And  all  my  hopes,  this  strange  voice  would  for- 
sake her. 

For  then  she  should  be Pr'ythee  stay  a  little  I 

Hark  in  thine  ear !  dissemble  not,  but  tell  me. 
And  save  my  life  :  I  know  yon  are  Maria  : 
Speak  but,  as  I  do,  ten  words  to  confirm  me. 
You  have  an  English  soul ;  do  not  disguise  it 
From  me  with  these  strange  accents  V— 

[Exit  Hama. 

She  pinched  hard 
Again,  and  sigh'd. 

Lady.  What  ails  the  wench  ?  \,^BxH. 

Nurse.  Why,  Guennith ! 
Hearii.  She's  gone  too  ! 

2  Geni.  Come,  leave  this  dream. 
Hearii.  A  dream  ?  I  think  so. 

But  'twas  a  pleasing  one.    Now  I'll  obey, 
And  forget  all  these  wonders  ;  lead  the  way  ! 

iExeunt, 

M  X  % 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  h—The  Street  before  Algripe's 

House. 

Enter  Wilobrain  and  Toby. 

Wildb.  HoDest  Toby ! 
Tobff.  Sweet  Master  Wildbrain  I    I  am  glad 
I  ha*  met  wi*  ye. 

Wildb,  Why  ?  did  my  aunt  send  for  me  ? 
Tobp,  Your  aunt's  a  mortal ;  and  thinks  not  on 
For  aught  I  can  perceive.  [you, 

Wi^b.  Is  my  cousin 
Alive  again  ?  * 

Toby.  Neither ;  and  yet  we  do  not 
Hear  that  she's  buried. 

Wiidb.  What  should  make  thee  glad  then  ? 
Toby,  What  should  make  me  glad  ?  Have  I  not 
cause? 
To  see  your  princely  body  well,  and  walk  thus, 
Look  blithe  and  bonny,  and  your  wardrobe  whole 
stUl! 
Wildb.  The  case  is  dear ;  and  I  ha'  found  a 
mine, 
A  perfect  Indie,  since  my  aunt  cashier'd  me : 
What  think'st  of  this  ?  \fihinking  moiwif . 

Toby.  Oh,  delicate  bells  ! 
Wildb.  Thou  puttest  me  in  mind, 
We  are  to  ring  anon  ;  I  meant  to  send  for  thee : 
Meet  me  at  the  old  parish-church. 
Toby.  Say  no  more. 

Wildb,  When  thy  Lady  is  a-bed,  we  ha'  con- 
A  midnight  peal,  for  joy.  [spired 

Toby.  If  I  fail. 
Hang  me  i'  th'  bell-ropes  1 

Wildb.  And  how  ?  and  how  does  my  aunt  ? 
Toby.  She's  up  to  th'  ears  in  law  : 
I  do  so  whirl  her  to  the  counsellor's  chambers. 
And  back  again,  and  bounce  her  for  more  money. 
And  to  again — I  know  not  what  they  do  with  her, 
But  she's  the  merriest  thing  among  these  law- 
drivers. 
And  iu  their  studies  half  a  day  together. 
If  they  do  get  her  with  Magna  Charta^  she  swears, 
By  all  the  ability  of  her  old  body, 
She  will  so  claw  the  justice — she  will  sell 
The  tiles  of  the  house,  she  vows,  and  sack  out  o'  th' 

cellar, 
(That  she  worships  to  idolatry)  but  she'll  hang  him. 
Wildb.  I  would  she  could  I  But  hark  thee,  honest 
If  a  man  have  a  mistress,  may  we  not,         [Toby ! 
Without  my  aunt's  leave,  borrow  now  and  then 
A  coach  to  tumble  in,  toward  the  Exchange, 
And  so  forth  ? 

Toby.  A  mistress  ? 

Wildb.  She  maybe  thine  when  we  are  married. 
Toby,  Command,  I'll  carry  you  both  in  pomp ; 
And  let  my  Lady  go  a-foot  a  law-catching, 
And  exercise  her  corns.    Where  is  she.  Master 
Wildb.  'Sha't  see  her.  [John? 

Toby.  Shall  we  ring  for  her  ? 
Wildb,  And  drink  her  health. 
Toby,  Drink  stiflBy  for  five  hours  ? 
Wildb.  We'll  drink  fifteen. 
Toby.  To-night?  We  will  ha' fifty  torches  then, 
And  through  the  streets  drive  on  triumphantly, 
Triumphantly  we'll  drive :  By  my  Lady's  door, 
As  I'm  a  Christian  coachman,  I  will  rattle  you. 
And  urine  in  her  porch,  and  she  shall  fear  me. 


If  you  say  more,  I  shall  run  mad  oatright ! 

I  will  drink  sack,  and  surfeit  instantly ; 

I  know  not  where  I  am  now  1  \ExU, 

Enier  Luscasa. 

WUdb.  Hold,  for  thy  buttons'  sake !  tiie  knave*s 

Lure.  Jack  Wildbrain  ?  [transported. 

WiliU).  Honest  Tom,  how  thrives 

The  felonious  world  with  thee  now  ? 

Luro.  You  look  and  talk  as  you  were  much  ex- 

alted. 

WUdb.  Thou  art  i'  th'  right,  Tom.     1  wiU  tdl 

thee ;   First, 

I  ha'  shook  off  my  aunt,  and  yet  I  live  still. 

And  drink,  and  sing ;  her  house  had  like  to  ha* 

spoil'd  me. 

I  keep  no  hours  now,  nor  need  any  ftlse  key 

To  the  old  woman's  cabinets;  I  ha'  money 

Upon  my  word,  and  pawn  no  oaths  to  th'  butler ; 

No  matrimonial  protestations 

For  sack-possets,  to  the  chambemudd :  I  praise 

My  fate,  there  be  more  ways  to  th'  wood,  Tom. 

Lure.  Pr'ythec 

Release  my  wonder. 

WUdb,  I'll  increase  it :  Wipe  thine  eyes ; 

Here  is  a  chain  worth  money,  an  some  man  had  it, 

A  foolish  diamond,  and  other  trifles 

Luro.  The  very  same  !  Oh,  gypsey  I  infidel ! 

AU  that  I  sweat,  and  ventured  my  neck  for. 

He  has  got  already  ;  Who  would  trust  a  strumpet ' 

Wildb.  This  ?  this  is  nothing  to  what  I  possess 

At  home. 

Lure.  What  home  ? 

•    Wiidb.  A  house  that  shall  be  nameless. 

The  mistress  of  it  mine  too  ;  such  a  piece 

For  flesh  and  blood  1  added  to  that,  so  loving ! 

Luro.  Is  she  married  ? 

Wildb,  I  know  not,  nor  I  care  not : 

But  such  a  prize,  so  mounting,  so  ddicknu  I 

Thou  wilt  run  mad  :  I'll  tell  thee  more  hereafter. 

Lure.  Nay  pr'ythee  a  word  more. 

WUdb,  I   took  no  pains  to  find  oat  all  thb 

Paradise ; 

My  destiny  threw  me  upon't  i'  th*  dark  ;  I  foasd 

Wanting  a  lodging  too.  [tt« 

Luro.  No  old  acquaintance  ? 

WUdb.  Never,  never  saw  her : 

But  these  things  happen  not  in  every  age. 

I  cannot  stay ;  if  thou  wilt  meet  anon 

At  my  own  rendezvous,  (thou  know'st  tfie  tavern,} 

We'll  sup  together ;  after  that,  a  company 

Of  merry  lads  have  made  a  match  to  ring. 

Lure.  You  keep  your  exercise  i'  th'  old  church? 

WUdb.  No  other ; 

There  is  no  music  to  the  bells :  We  would 

Have  bonfires,  if  we  duret  An  thou  wouldst  coiBe, 

It  shall  cost  thee  nothing,  Tom :  Hang  pUferiss 

And  keep  me  company !  In  time  I  may 

Shew  thee  my  wench  too. 

L%tTe.  I  cannot  promise ;  but  you  will  be  there  ? 

WUdb.   We'll  toss  the  bells,  and  ntiske  the 

steeple  roar,  boy : 

But  come  to  supper  tiien  ! 

Lure.  My  hand;  and  expect  me. — 

iB3tit  WaamAV. 

Yes,  I  will  come  or  send,  and  to  some  purpose-— 

Art  come,  boy  ? 
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Enter  Alathb  with  Gimm,  Beard,  and  Conttabiet  Staf. 
Excellent  knave !  How  didst  thou  purchase  these  ? 
Alathe,  The  staff  I  stole  last  night  from  a  sleep- 
ing constable ; 
The  rest  I  borrowed  by  my  acquaintance  with 
The  players'  boys.   You  were  best  to  lose  no  time, 
sir.  [Puis  the  Gaum  on  LmtcHui. 

Lure,  So,  so ;  help»  boy !  'tis  very  well ;  do  not 
Hook 
Like  one  that  breaks  the  king's  peace  with  autho- 
rity ? 
You  know  your  charge ;   prepare  things  hand- 
somely, 
My  diligent  boy,  and  leave  me  to  my  office. 
AkUhe,  There  wants  nothing  ;  aU  ready :  But  I 
fly,  sir.  lExit. 

JLure.  Now,  Fortune)  prove  no  slut,  and  Til 
adore  thee !  IKnockt. 

Serv.  lAt  the  door.]  Who's  there? 
Lure,  A  friend  would  speak  with  master  justice. 
Serv.  Who  are  you  ? 
Lure.  I'm  the  constable. 
Serv,  My  master's  not  at  leisure  to  hear  business. 
Lure,  How  ?  not  at  leisure  to  do  the  king  ser- 
vice? 
Take  heed  what  you  say,  sir !  I  know  his  worship. 
If  he  knew  my  business,  would  [make]  no  excuse. 
Serv,  You  must  go  to  another  justice ;  1*11  assure 
My  master  is  not  well  in  health. 

Lure,  I  know  not ; 
But  if  your  worshipful  be  not  at  leisure  , 

To  do  himself  a  benefit — I  am  gone,  sir— 
An  infinite  benefit,  and  the  state  shall  thank  him 

for't ; 
Thank  him,  and  think  on  him  too.  I  am  an  officer, 
And  know  my  place  ;  but  I  do  love  the  justice ; 
I  honour  any  authority  above  me : 
Beside,  he  is  my  neighbour,  and  I  worship  him. 
Serv,  You  have  no  books,  nor  ballads,  Master 
Constable, 
About  you  ? 

Lure,  What  should  I  do  with  books?  does  it 
become 
A  man  of  my  place  to  understand  such  matters  ? 
Pray  call  your  master  ;  if  he  please  to  follow  me, 
I  shall  discover  to  him  such  a  plot 
Shall  get  him  everlasting  fame :  I'll  be  hang'd  for't, 
An  he  be  not  knighted  instantly,  and  for  reward 
Have  some  of  the  malefactors'  land^  1*11  bring  him 
But  I  cannot  dally  time!  [to ; 

Alg,  [At  the  Window,'\  Who's  tliat? 
Serv,  A  constable,  sir,  would  speak  about  some 
business, 
He  says  will  bring  you  fame,  and  mighty  profit. 
Lure,  Please  your  worship  come  down,  I'll  make 
you  happy  : 
The  notablest  piece  of  villainy  I  have  in  hand,  sir. 
And  you  shall  find  it  out ;  I  ha'  made  choice 
To  bring  your  worship  to  the  first  knowledge,  and 
Thank  me,  as  you  find  the  good  on't  afterwards. 
Alff.  What  is  it  ?  treason  ? 
Lure,  'Tis  little  better,  I  can  tell  you ;  I  have 
lodged 
A  crew  of  the  most  rank  and  desperate  villains — 
They  talk  of  robberies,  and  ways  they  did  'em, 
And  how  they  left  men  bound  in  their  studies. 
A  Iff,  With  books  and  ballads  ? 
Lure,  That,  sir,  that,  and  murders, 
And  thousan4  knaveries  more ;  they  are  very  rich, 
sir, 


In  money,  jewels,  chains,  and  a  hundred  more 
Devices. 

Alg,  Happy,  happy  constable  !  I'll  meet  you 
At  the  back  door. — Get  ready,  knaves ! 

Lure.  Not  a  man,  I  beseech  you  ! 
I  have  privately  appointed  strength  about  me : 
They  cannot  start ;  your  men  would  breed  suspi- 
All  my  desire  is,  you  would  come  alone,       [cion : 
That  you  might  have  the  hope  o'  th'  enterprise, 
That  you  might  hear  'em  first,  and  then  proceed, 

Alg.  I  come,  I  come  !  [sir. 

Lure,  'Tis  very  well. 

Alg,  Keep  all  my  doors  fasL    It  is  something 
late. 

Lure,  So,  so !  An't  please  your  worship,  I'll 
direct  you.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  11.—^  Roam  in  a  Hovel, 

'Enter  Alaths. 

Alathe,  My  master  stays :  I  doubt  his  lime-twigs 
catch  not : 
If  they  do,  all's  provided.    But  I  all 
This  while  forget  my  own  state  :  Fair  Maria 
Is  certainly  alive  ;  I  met  her  in 
Another  habit,  with  her  Nurse  ;  'twas  she ! 
There  is  some  trick  in't :  But  when  this  is  over 
111  find  it  out.    This  project  for  the  usurer 
May  have  good  effect ;  however,  'twill  be  sport 
To  mortify  him  a  little. 

Enter  Ldbcbxr. 

He's  come  without  him  ! — 
Have  you  fail'd,  sir  ? 

Lure,  Prosper' d,  my  little  engineer :  Away ! 
He  is  i'  th'  next  room ;  be  not  you  seen,  sirrah  1 

lExiU 
Alathe,  The  pit-fall's  ready ;  never  justice 
Was  caught  in  such  a  noose  :  JSre  he  get  out, 
He  shall  run  through  a  scouring  purgatory. 
Shall  purge  him  to  the  quick.     'Tis  night  already. 

iReiiree, 

Enter  AjjObspk  and  Lurchbr. 

Lure,  Come  softly ;  yet,  sir,  softly  !  are  you  not 
weary? 

Alg.  Thou  hast  brought  me  into  a  melancholy 
I  see  no  creature.  [place  ; 

Lure,  This  is,  sir,  their  den. 
Where  they  suppose  themselves  secure.  I  am  faint 
With  making  haste ;  but  I  must  be  thus  troubled. 
And  therefore  never  go  without  a  cordial ; 
Without  this  I  should  die :  How  it  refreshes  me. 

ISeeme  to  drink. 
Already  !  WiU't  please  your  worship — I  might  have 

had 
The  manners  to  ha'  let  you  drink  before  me. 
Now  am  I  lusty. 

Alg.   [Drinks.]  'T  has  a  good  taste. 

Lure,  Taste? 
How  do  you  find  the  virtue  ?  Nay,  sir,  spare  it  not ! 
My  wife  has  the  receipt.     Does  it  not  stir 
Your  worship's  body  ?  When  you  come  to  examine, 
'Twill  make  you  speak  like  thunder. 

Alg.  Hoy  he!  IHevaum*. 

Lure.  It  works  already.  lAside. 

Alg,  Is  there  never  a  chair  ?  I  was  wearier  than 
I  thought. 
But  who  shall  we  have  to  take  'em,  Master  Con. 
stable  ? 
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Lure.  Let  me  alone!  when  I  but  give  the  watch- 
word, 
We  will  have  men  enough  to  surprise  an  army. 
Aig.  I  begin  to  be  tUSapj :  What,  hast  a  chair  ? 

Enter  another  with  a  Chair. 

Lure.  They  do  not  dream  of  us. — *Tis  early 
rising, 
Care,  care,  and  early  rising !  commonwealth's  men 
Are  ever  subjects  to  the  nods :  Sit  down,  sir ; 
A  short  nap  is  not  much  amiss. — So,  so !  he's  fast. 
Fast  as  a  fish  i'  th'  net ;  he  has  winking  powder 
Shall  work  upon  him  to  our  wish.     Remove  him ! 
Nay,  we  may  cut  him  into  coUops  now. 
And  he  ne'er  feeU     Have  you  prepared  the  vault, 
sirrah  ? 
Alathe.  Yes,  yes,  sir ;  everything  in's  place. 
Lure.  When  we  ha'  placed  him,  you  and  I, 
boy,  must 
About  another  project  hard  by :  His  potion 
Will  bind  him  sure  enough  till  we  return. 
This  villainy  weighs  mainly ;  but  we'll  purge  you. 

{_Exeuntf  carrying  Alomps  out. 


SCENE  III.— Before  a  Church. 

Enter  BexUm.    IBOle  ring  within.'] 

Sextan.  Now  for  mine  ears !  mine  ears,  be  con- 
stant to  me  I 
They  ring  a  wager,  and  I  must  deal  justly ; 
Ha,  boysj 

Enter  Lvhchbe  and  Alaths. 

Lure.    Dost  hear  'em?   hark!    these  be  the 

ringers. 
Alathe.  Are  you  sure  the  same  ? 
Lure.  Or  my  directions  fail  The  coast  is  clear: 
How  the  bells  go !  how  daintily  they  tumble  I 
And  methinks  they  seem  to  say,  '*  Fine  fools,  I'll 
fit  you!" 
Sexton.  Excellent  again,  good  boys ! — Oh,  that 
Lure.  Who's  that  ?  [was  naught. 

Alathe,  Be  you  conoeal'd  by  any  means  yet. 
Hark! 
They  stop  :  I  hope  they'll  to't  again.    Close,  sir ! 

Enter  Wildbraiit.  Toby,  and  Ringers. 

Wildb.  A  palpable  knock  ! 

Ringer.  'Twas  none  I 

Tolig.  Be  judged  by  the  Sexton  then  ! 
If  I  have  years 

Sexton.  A  knock,  a  knock,  a  irross  one ! 

Tobg.  Carman,  your  gallon  of  wine  I  you  ring 
most  impiously ! 
Art  thou  o'  th*  worshipful  company  of  the  knights 
O'  th'  West,  and  handle  a  bell  with  no  more  dex- 
You  think  you  are  in  Thames-street,  [terity? 

Justling  the  carts :  Oh,  a  clean  hand's  a  jewel ! 

Alathe.  Good  speed  to  your  good  exercise ! 

Toby.  You  are  welcome  ! 

Alathe.  I  come,  sir,  from  a  gentleman,  and 
neighbour  hard  by, 
One  that  loves  your  music  well 

Tobg.  He  may  have  more  on't — 
Handle  a  bell  as  you  were  haling  timber  ? 
Gross,  gross,  and  base,  absurd ! 

Ringer.  I'll  mend  it  next  peal. 

Alathe.  To  entreat  a  knowledge  of  you,  whether 
it  be 


By  th'  ear  you  ring  thus  cunningly,  or  by  th'  eye ; 
For,  to  be  plain,  he  has  laid  ten  povmds  upon't. 

Wildb.  But  which  way  has  he  laid  ? 

Alathe.  That  your  ear  guides  yon. 
And  not  your  eye. 

Tobg.  He  has  won,  he  has  won ;  the  ear^s 
Our  only  instrument. 

Alathe.  But  how  shall  we 
Be  sure  on't  ? 

Tobg.  Put  all  the  lights  out:  to  what  end 
Serve  our  eyes  then  ? 

Wildb.  A  plain  case  I 

Alathe.  You  say  true. 
'Tis  a  fine  cunning  thing  to  ring  by  th'  ear,  sure ! 
And  can  you  ring  i'  th'  dark  so  f 

Wildb.  All  night  long,  boy. 

Alathe.  'Tis  wonderful !    Let  tfaii  be  certab, 
gentlemen, 
And  half  his  wager  he  allows  among  ye : 
Is't  possible  you  should  ring  so  ! 

Tobg.  Possible? 
Thou  art  a  child  !  I'D  ring  when  I'm  dead-drunk. 
Out  with  the  lights  !  no  twinkling  of  a  candle  * 
I  know  my  rope  too,  as  I  know  my  nose. 
And  can  bang  it  soundly  i'  th'  dark,  I  warrant  yoo. 

Wildb.  Come,  let's  confirm  him  straight,  and 
win  the  wager !  lExamL 

Alathe.  Let  me  hear,  to  strengthen  me:  and 
I'll  bring  the  money  to  you.    [whoi  ye  have  ma;. 

Lure.  So,  so,  follow  'em  :  C&rrt  Alatkb. 

They  shall  have  a  cool  reward ;  one  hath  gold  of 

mine. 
Good  store  in's  pocket ;  [Aiiif. 

But  this  will  be  revenged  in  a  short  warning. 
They  are  at  it  lustily :  Hey,  how  wantonly 
They  ring  away  their  clothes !  how  it  delfts  me! 

Enter  Aulthb  wttk  Clothet. 
Alathe.  Here,  here,  sir ! 
Lure.  Hast  Wildbrain's  ? 
Alathe.  His  whole  case,  sir ;  I  fielt  it  out ;  sad, 
by  the  guards. 
This  should  be  the  coachman's ;  another  suit  too. 

Lure.  Away,  boy,  quickly  now  to  th'  usurer ! 
His  hour  to  wake  approaches. 
Alathe.  That  once  finish'd. 

You'll  give  me  leave  to  jUay,  sir.  Here  they  oome. 

ISxoaH. 


SCENE  lY WUMn  the  Chureh. 

WiLBBRAiH,  Toby,  and  Ringers,  dieeovertd. 

Wildb.  I  am  monstrous  weary ! 

Tobg.  Fy,  how  I  sweat!  Reach  me  my  doak  to 
cover  me. 
I  run  to  oil,  like  a  porpoise.    'Twas  a  brave  peal ! 

Sexton.  Let  me  light  my  candle  first,  then  1*11 
wait  on  you.  lEsUaexum. 

Wildb.  A  very  brave  peal ! 

Tobg.  Carman,  you  came  in  doae  now. 

Wildb.  Sure  'tb  past  midnight. 

Ringer.  No  stirring  in  the  streets  I  besr. 

Tobg.  Walk  further ! 
Was  that  a  pillar  ?  'Tis  harder  than  my  nose. 
Where's  the  boy  promised  us  five  pounds  r 

WUd.  Room  1  I  sweat  stUL 
Come,  come,  my  doak  I  I  shall  lake  cold. 

Enier  Socton. 
Sexton.  Where  Ues  it  ? 
Wildb.  Here,  here,  and  all  our  dothes. 
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Sexton.  Where,  where  ? 
Ringer.  V  th'  comer. 

Toby.  Is  thy  candle  blind  too  ?    Give  me  the 
bottle ! 
I  can  drink  like  a  fish  now,  like  an  elephant. 

Sexton*  Here  are  the  comers,  but  here  are  no 
Yes,  here's  a  cuff.  [clothes ; 

WUdb,  A  cuff?    Give  me  the  candle  ! 
Caffs  wo'  not  cover  me. — I  smell  a  knavery. 
Tobff.  Is't  come  to  a  cuff  ?  my  whole  suit  tnm'd 

to  a  button  ? 
Wildb.  Now  am  I  as  cold  again  as  though  'twere 
Christmas, 
Cold  with  my  fear ;  I'll  never  ring  by  the  ear  more. 
Toltjf.  My  new  clothes  vanish'd? 
IViidb.  All  my  clothes,  Toby ! 
Ringer.  Here's  none. 

Tobg.  Not  one  of  my  dragon's  wings  left  to 
Have  I  mew'd  all  my  feathers  ?  [adorn  me  ? 

WUdb.  Cheated  by  th'  ear ;  a  plot  to  put  out 
the  candle ! 
I  conld  be  mad !  my  chain,  my  rings,  the  gold,  the 
gold! 
Tobg,  The  cold,  the  cold,  I  cry,  and  I  cry  truly. 
Not  one  sleeve,  nor  a  cape  of  a  cloak  to  warm  me ! 
WUdb.  What  miserable  fools  were  we  ! 
Tobg,  We  had  e'en  best,  gentlemen, 
Every  man  chuse  his  rope  again,  and  fasten  it. 
And  take  a  short  turn  to  a  better  fortune. — 
To  be  bawds  to  our  miseries,  and  put  our  own  lights 
out! 
WUdb.  Pr'ythee,  Sexton,  let's  have  a  fire  at  thy 
house, 
A  good  fire ;  we'll  pay  thee  some  way  for't :  I  am 
stone-cold. 
Sexton.  Alas,  I  pity  you  I     Come  quickly,  gen- 
tlemen. 
Wildb.  Sure  I  ha'  been  in  a  dream  !     I  had  no 
mistress, 
Nor  gold,  nor  clothes,  but  am  a  ringing  rascal. 

Tobg,  Fellows  in  affliction,  let  us  take  hands  all ! 
Now  are  we  fit  for  tumblers.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  V. — A  Vault,  toith  a  Lamp  burning. 

Enter  LimcHaa  and  others^  bringinff  in  bmuun. 

Lure.  So,  so  !     Presently 
His  sleep  will  leave  him,  and  wonder  seize  upon 
Bid  *em  within  be  ready.  [hun  : 

jllg.  IWaking.}  What  sound's  this  ? 
What  horrid  din  ?    What  dismal  place  is  this 
I  never  saw  before  ?  and  now  behold  it 
But  by  the  half-light  of  a  lamp,  that  bums  here  ? 
My  spirits  shake,  [and]  tremble  through  my  body. 

Enter  two  disguised  as  Furies  with  Black  Tapers,  bearing 

a  Dagger  and  a  Cup. 

Help,  help !  Mercy  protect  me !  my  soul  quakes. 
What  dreadful  apparitions  !     How  I  shudder ! 

14-2  Furg.  Algripe  I 

jitff.  What  are  you  ? 

1  Fury.  We  are  hell-hounds,  hell-hounds, 
That  have  commission  from  the  prince  of  darkness, 
To  fetch  thy  black  soul  to  him. 

Alg.  Am  I  not  alive  still? 

1  Fury.  Thou  art ;  but  we  have  brought  thee 
Will  quickly  rid  thy  miserable  life,  [instruments 
Stab!  ' 

2  Fury.  Poison ! 


1  Furg.  Hang  thyself  I  this  choice  is  offered. 

2  Fury.  Thou  canst  not  hope  for  Heaven  ;  thy 
Lost  to  all  hope  of  mercy.  [base  soul  is 

1  Fury.  Quickly,  quickly ! 
The  torments  cool. 

2  Fury.  And  all  the  fiends  expect  thee. 
Come  with  us  to  that  pit  of  endless  horror, 
Or  we  will  force  thee. 

Alg.  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

1  Furg.  Groans  are  too  late :  Sooner  the  ravisher. 
Whose  soul  is  hurl'd  into  eternal  frost. 

Stung  with  the  force  of  twenty  thousand  winters. 
To  punish  the  distempers  of  his  blood, 
Shall  hope  to  get  from  thence,  than  thou  avoid 
The  certainty  of  meeting  hell  where  he  is. 
Shall  murderers  be  there  for  ever  dying. 
Their  souls  shot  through  with  adders,  torn  on 
Dying  as  many  deaths  for  killing  one,     .[engines9 
(Could  any  imagination  number  them,) 
As  there  be  moments  in  eternity  ; 
And  shall  that  justice  spare  thee,  that  hast  slain, 
Murder'd  by  thy  extortion,  so  many  ? 
Alg.  Oh,  oh ! 

2  Furg.  Do  execution  quickly ;  or  we'll  carry 
Alive  to  helL  [thee 

Alg.  Gently,  gentle  devils !  do  not  force  me 
To  kill  myself,  nor  do  not  you  do't  for  me  ! 
Oh,  let  me  live  !  I'll  make  amends  for  alL 

1  Furg.  Tell  us  of  thy  repentance  ?    perjured 
villain  ! 
Pinch  off  his  fiesh !  he  must  be  whipt,  salted  and 
whipt. 
Alg.  Oh,  misery  of  miseries  !  [Rteorders. 

1^2  Furg.  Tear  his  accursed  limbs,  to  hell 
with  him ! — Ha ! 

Enter  Alaths  like  an  Angel. 

A  mischief  on  that  innocent  face !  away ! 

[Thep  creep  in. 

Alathe.  Malicious  furies,  hence  !  choak  not  the 
Of  holy  penitence.  [seeds 

Alg.  This  must  be  an  angel : 
How  at  his  presence  the  fiends  crawl  awayl 
Here  is  some  light  of  meray. 

Alathe.  Be  tibou  wise, 
And  entertain  it,  wretched,  wretched  man  ! 
What  poor  defence  hath  all  thy  wealth  been  to  thee ! 
What  says  thy  conscience  now  ? 

Alg.  By  my  good  angel,  here  I  promise  thee 
To  become  honest,  and  renounce  all  villainy  : 
Enjoin  me  any  penance ;  FU  build  churches, 
A  whole  city  of  hospitals. 

Alathe.  Take  heed  ! 
There  is  no  dallying ;  nor  are  these  imposed. 

Alg.  Name  anything  within  my  power,  sweet 
angel ; 
And,  if  I  do  not  faithfully  perform  it. 
Then  whip  me  every  day,  burn  me  each  minute. 
Whole  years  together  let  me  freeze  to  isicles  ! 

Alathe.  V  th   number  of  thy  foul  oppressions, 
Thou  hast  undone  a  faithful  gentleman. 
By  taking  forfeit  of  his  land. 

Alg.  Young  Lurcher ! 
I  do  confess. 

Alathe.  He  lives  most  miserable. 
And  in  despair  may  hang  or  drown  himself: 
Prevent  his  ruin  1  or  his  blood  will  be 
More  sin  in  thy  account.    Hast  thou  forgotten 
He  had  a  sister  ? 

Alg.  I  do  well  remember  it« 
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Clothe.  Couldst  thou  for  Mammon  break  thy 
solemn  vow 
Made  once  to  that  unhappy  maid,  that  weeps 
A  thousand  tears  a-day  for  thy  unkindness  ? 
Was  not  thy  faith  contracted,  and  thy  heart  ? 
And  couldst  thou  marry  another  ? 

Alff.  But  she's  dead  ; 
And  I  will  make  true  satisfaction. 

Alathe.  What  do  I  instance  these,  that  hast  been 
To  all  the  world  ?  [false 

Alff.  I  know  it,  and  will  henceforth 
Practise  repentance.     Do  not  frown,  sweet  angel  I 
I  will  restore  all  mortgages,  forswear 
Abominable  usury,  live  chaste ; 
For  I  have  been  wanton  in  my  shroud,  my  age : 
And  if  that  poor  innocent  maid,  I  so  al)usedy 
Be  living,  I  will  marry  her,  and  spend 
My  days  to  come  religiously. 

Alathe,  I  was  commanded  but  a  messenger 
To  tell  thee  this,  and  rescue  thee  from  those 
Whose  malice  would  have  dragg'd  thee  quick  to 
If  thou  abuse  this  mercy,  and  repent  not,      [hell : 
Double  damnation  will  expect  thee  for  it ; 
But  if  thy  life  be  virtuous  hereafter, 
A  blessedness  shall  reward  thy  good  example. 
Thy  fright  hath  much  distracted  thy  weak  senses  ; 
Drink  of  this  phial,  and  renew  thy  spirits  ! 
I  ha*  done  my  oflSce  ;  think  on't,  and  be  happy  ! 

[//e  drihki^  andyhlU  atUtp. 

Enter  Lurchkr. 

Lure.  So,  so  !  He  gapes  already  ;  now  he's  fast. 
Thou  bast  acted  rarely  ;  but  this  is  not  all : 
First,  help  to  convey  him  out  o'  th'  vault. 

Alathe,  You  will 
Dispense  with  me  now,  as  you  promised,  sir  ? 
Lure,  We  will  make  shift  without  thee ;  thou 
hast  done  well. 
By  our  device,  this  bandog  may  'scape  helL 

lExeutUf  bearing  Mm  out. 


SCENE  WJ.—An  Apartment  in  the  Lady's 

Houee, 

Enter  Lady,  Nurse,  and  Maaia. 

Lady.  Didst  think,  Maria,  this  poor  outside,  and 
Dissembling  of  thy  voice,  could  hide  thee  from 
A  mother's  searching  eye,  though  too  much  fear. 
Lest  thou  wert  not  the  same,  might  blind  a  lover, 
That  thought  thee  dead  too  ?  Oh,  my  dear  Maria, 
I  hardly  kept  my  joys  in  from  betraying  thee : 
Welcome  again  to  life  1  We  shall  find  out 
The  mystery  of  thy  absence.    Conceal 
Thy  person  still,  (for  Algripe  must  not  know  thee) 
And  exercise  this  pretty  dialect : 
If  there  be  any  course  in  law  to^free  thee, 
Thou  shalt  not  be  so  miserableT    Be  silent. 
Good  Nurse  ! 

Nurse,  You  shall  not  need  to  fear  me,  madam ; 
I  do  not  love  the  usuring  Jew  so  well ; 
Beside,  'twas  my  trick  to  disguise  her  so. 

Lady,  Be  not  dejected.  Mall. 

Maria,  Your  care  may  comfort  me ; 
But  I  despair  of  happiness. — 
Heartlove  ?  I  dare  not  see  him. 

Enter  Hsaktuivs. 
Nurse,  We'll  withdraw. 

Lady.  1  shall  but  grieve  to  see  his  passions  too. 
Since  there's  no  possibility  to  relieve  him.    lExeunt. 


Heartl,  The  world's  a  labyrinth,  where  nngoided 
Walk  up  and  down  to  find  their  weariness  :      [men 
No  sooner  have  we  measured  with  much  toil 
One  crooked  path,  with  hope  to  gain  oar  freedom, 
But  it  betrays  us  to  a  new  affliction. 
What  a  strange  mockery  will  man  become 
Shortly  to  all  the  creatures  !  Oh,  Maria  ! 
If  thou  be'st  dead,  why  does  thy  shadow  fright  ne? 
Sure  'tis  because  I  live :  Were  I  but  certain 
To  meet  thee  in  one  grave,  and  that  onr  dust 
Might  have  the  privilege  to  mix  in  silence. 
How  quickly  should  my  soul  shake  off  this  bnrtfatn ! 

Enter  AiAXHM, 

Alatlie.  Thus  far  my  wishes  bare  anccest :  I'll 
lose 
No  time. — Sir,  are  you  not  call'd  Master  Heart- 
Pardon  my  rudeness !  [love  ? 

Heartl,  What  does  that  concern  tbee  ? 
Boy,  'tis  a  name  cannot  advantage  thee ; 
And  I  am  weary  on't. 

Alathe,  Had  you  conceal'd, 
Or  I  forgot  it,  sir,  so  laiige  were  my 
Directions,  that  you  could  not  speak  this  language, 
But  I  should  know  you  by  your  sorrow. 

HearU.  Thou 
Wert  well  inform'd,  it  seems.    Well,  what's  your 

Alathe.  I  come  to  bring  you  comfort,  [business! 

Heartl.  Is  Maria 
Alive  again  ?  that's  somewhat ;  and  yet  not 
Enough  to  make  my  expectation  rise  to 
Past  half  a  blessing  ;  since  we  cannot  meet 
To  make  it  up  a  full  one  I  Thou'rt  mistaken. 

Alathe.  Wlien  you  have  heard  me,  you'll  thmk 
In  vain  I  should  report  Maria  living  ;  [otherwise : 
The  comfort  that  I  bring  you  must  depend 
Upon  her  death. 

Heartl,  Thou'rt  a  dissembling  boy ; 
Some  one  has  sent  thee  to  mock  me ;  though  niy 
Stoop  not  to  punish  thy  green  years,  unripe  [aogO' 
For  malice,  did  I  know  what  person  sent  thee 
To  tempt  my  sorrow  thus,  I  should  revenge  it. 

Alathe,  Indeed,  I  have  no  thought  so  uncfaari- 
Nor  am  I  sent  to  grieve  you ;  let  me  suffer  [table. 
More  punishment  than  ever  boy  deserved. 
If  you  do  find  me  false  !  I  serve  a  mistress 
Would  rather  die  than  play  with  your  misfortofics ; 
Then,  good  sir,  hear  me  out  I 

Heartl.  Who  is  your  mistress  ? 

Alathe,  Before  I  name  her,  give  me  some  «• 
couragement, 
That  you  receive  her  message  :  She  is  one 
That's  full  acquainted  with  your  misery. 
And  can  bring  such  a  portion  of  her  sorrow. 
In  every  circumstance  so  like  your  own. 
You'll  love  and  pity  her,  and  with  your  grie£i 
Might  marry  one  another's. 

Heartl.  'Thou  art  vrild : 
Canst  thou  bring  comfort  from  so  sad  a  creature  * 
Her  miserable  story  can,  at  best. 
But  swell  my  Yolume,  large  enough  already. 

Alathe.   She  was  late  beloved,  as  yon  wa« ; 
promised  faith. 
And  marriage ;  and  was  vrorthy  of  a  better 
Than  he,  tluit  stole  Maria's  heart 

Heartl,  How's  that  ? 

Alathe.  Just  as  Maria  dealt  with  your  allection. 
Did  he  that  married  her  deal  vrith  my  mistress ; 
When,  careless  both  of  honour  and  refigion, 
They  cruelly  gave  away  their  hearts  to  atrangvn. 
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Ileartl.  Part  of  this  truth  I  know  ;  but  pr'ythee, 
boy, 
Proceed  to  that  thou  cam'st  for !  thou  didst  promise 
Something,  thy  language  cannot  hitherto 
Encourage  me  to  hope  for. 

A  lathe.  That  I  come  to ; 
My  mistress  thus  unkindly  dealt  withal, 
You  may  imagine,  wanted  no  affliction ; 
And  had,  ere  this,  wept  herself  dry  as  marble, 
Had  not  your  fortune  come  to  her  relief. 
And  twin  to  her  own  sorrow,  brought  her  comfort. 

Hearth  Could  the  condition  of  my  fate  so  equal. 
Lessen  her  sufferings  ? 

A  lathe.  I  know  not  how, 
Companions  in  grief  sometimes  diminish 
And  make  the  pressure  easy  :  By  degrees 
She  threw  her  troubles  off,  remembering  yours  ; 
And  from  her  pity  of  your  wrongs,  there  grew 
Affection  to  your  person  ;  this  encreased. 
And,  with  it,  confidence  that  those  whom  Nature 
Had  made  so  even  in  their  weight  of  sorrow. 
Could  not  but  love  as  equally  one  another. 
Were  things  but  well  prepared :    This  gave  her 
To  employ  me  thus  far.  [boldness 

Heard,  A  strange  message,  boy  ! 

Alathe.  If  you  incline  to  meet  my  mistress'  love, 
It  may  beget  your  comforts  :  Besides  that, 
'Tis  some  revenge  that  you,  above  their  scorn 
And  pride,  can  laugh  at  them,  whose  perjury 
Hath  made  you  happy,  and  undone  themselves. 

Hearil,  Have  you  done,  boy  ? 

Alathe,  Only  this  little  more ; 
When  yon  but  see,  and  know  my  mistress  well. 
You  will  foi^ve  my  tediousness  ;  she's  fair, 
Fair  as  Maria  was 

Hearil.  1*11  hear  no  more ! 
Go,  foolish  boy,  and  tell  thy  fonder  mistress 
She  has  no  second  faith  to  give  away  ; 
And  mine  was  given  to  Maria.    Though  her  death 
Allow  me  fireedom — 

Enter  Maria  and  Nurse. 

See  the  picture  of  her  ! 
I  would  give  ten  thousand  empires  for  the  sub- 
Yet,  for  Maria's  sake,  whose  divine  figure  [stance : 
That  rude  frame  carries,  I  will  love  this  counterfeit 
Above  all  the  world  ;  and  had  thy  mistress  all 
The  grace  and  blossom  of  her  sejc,  now  she 
Is  gone,  that  was  a  walking  spring  of  beauty, 
I  would  not  look  upon  her. 

Alathe,  Sir,  your  pardon  ! 
I  have  but  done  a  message,  as  becomes 
A  servant ;  nor  did  she,  on  whose  commands 
1  gladly  waited,  bid  me  urge  her  love 
To  jour  disquiet ;  she  would  chide  my  diligence 
If  I  should  make  you  angry. 

Hearil.  Pretty  boy ! 

Alathe.  Indeed  I  fear  I  have  offended  you ; 
Pray,  if  I  have,  enjoin  me  any  penance  for't : 
I  have  performed  one  duty,  and  could  as  willingly, 
To  pnrg^  my  fault,  and  shew  I  suffer  with  you, 
Plead  your  cause  to  another. 

Hearil,  And  Til  take  thee 
At  thy  word,  boy ;  thou  hast  a  moving  language 
That  pretty  innocent  copy  of  Maria 
Is  all  I  love ;  I  know  not  how  to  speak  ; 
W^in  her  to  think  well  of  me,  and  I  will 
Reward  thee  to  thy  wishes. 

AkUhe.  I  undertake 
Nothing  for  gain  ;  but  since  you  have  resolved 


To  love  no  other,  I'll  be  faithM  to  you  ; 
And  my  prophetic  thoughts  bid  me  already 
Say  I  shall  prosper. 

Heartl.  7^hou  wert  sent  to  bless  me  ! 

Alathe.  Pray  give  us  opportunity. 

Hearil,  Be  happy  I  lExii. 

Nurse.  He's  gone. 

Alathe,  With  your  fair  leave,  mistress  ! 

Maria.  Have  you  pusiness  with  her,  pray  you  ? 

Alathe.  I  have  a  message  from  a  gentleman ; 
Please  you  vouchsafe  your  ear  more  private  ! 

Nurse.  You 
Shall  have  my  absence,  niece.  [.ExU. 

Maria,  Was  the  sentleman 
Afeard  to  declare  his  matters  openly  ? 
Here  was  no  podies  was  not  very  honest : 
If  her  like  not  her  errands  the  petter,  was  wis*t 
To  keep  her  preaths  to  cool  her  porridges. 
Can  teU  her  that  now,  for  aule  her  private  hearings 
And  tawgings. 

Alaihe,  You  may,  if  please  you,  find  another 
And  with  less  pains  be  understood.        [language ; 

Maria,  What  is  her  meaning  ? 

Alathe.  Come,  pray  speak  your  own  English. 

Maria.  Have  poys  lost  her  itts  and  memories  ? 
Pleas  us  aule  I 

Alaihe.  I  must  be  plain  then :  Come,  I  know 
Maria ;  this  thin  veil  cannot  obscure  you :  [you  are 
I'll  tell  the  world  you  live.     I  have  not  lost  you, 
Since  first,  with  grief  and  shame  to  be  surprised, 
A  violent  trance  took  away  show  of  life  : 
I  could  discover  by  what  accident 
You  were  conveyed  away  at  midnight,  in 
Your  coffin  ;  could  declare  the  place  and  minute 
When  you  revived ;  and  what  you  have  done  since, 
As  perfectly 

Maria.  Alas,  I  am  betray' d  to  new  misfortunes ! 

Alathe.  You  are  not,  for  my  knowledge ;  I'll  be 
For  ever,  rather  than  be  such  a  traitor.         [dumb 
Indeed  I  pity  you  ;  and  bring  no  thoughts. 
But  full  of  peace.     Call  home  your  modest  blood ! 
Pale  hath  too  long  usurped  upon  your  face  : 
Think  upon  love  again,  and  the  possession 
Of  full-blown  joys,  now  ready  to  salute  you  ! 

Maria.  These  words  undo  me  more  than  my 
own  griefs. 

Alaihe,  I  see  how  fear  would  play  the  tyrant 
But  I'll  remove  suspicion  :  Have  you  in  [with  you 
Your  heart  an  entertainment  for  his  love. 
To  whom  your  virgin  faith  made  the  first  promise  ? 

Maria.  If  thou  mean'st  Heartlove,  thou  dost 
wound  me  still ! 
I  have  no  life  without  his  memory, 
Nor  with  it  any  hope  to  keep  it  long. 
Thou  seest  I  walk  in  darkness,  like  a  thief. 
That  fears  to  see  the  world  in  his  own  shape ; 
My  very  shadow  frights  me :  'tis  a  death 
To  live  thus,  and  not  look  day  in  the  face. 
Away,  I  know  thee  not  I 

Alathe.  You  shall  hereafter  know,  and  thank 
me,  lady : 
I'll  bring  you  a  discharge  at  my  neit  visit, 
Of  all  your  fears :  Be  content,  fair  Maria  ! 
'Tis  worth  your  wonder. 
Maria,  Impossible! 

Alaihe.  Be  wise,  and  silent !    Dress  yourself : 
You  shall  be  what  you  wish. 
Maria,  Do  this,  and  be 
My  better  angel  I 

Alaihe.  All  your  cares  on  me  !  lEipeunt  swerailp. 
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SCENE  I.— A  Street  heifore  the  House  qf 
Lurcher's  Mistress. 

Enter  LuRcam  and  Ajuatmb. 
Lure.  I  must  applaad  thy  diligence. 
Alathe,  It  had  been  nothing 
To  have  left  him  in  the  porch.    I  call'd  his  ler- 

^     vants ; 
With  wondrrs  they  aclmowtodged  him ;    I  pre- 
tended 
It  was  some  spice  sore  of  the  falling  sickness. 
And  that  'twas  charity  to  bring  him  home ; 
They  mbb'd  and  chafed  him,  pUed  him  with  strong- 
water ; 
Still  he  was  senseless,  clamonrs  could  not  wake 

him ; 
I  wishM  'em  tJien  get  him  to  bed  ;  they  did  so, 
And  almost  smother'd  him  with  rugs  and  pillows, 
And,  'cause  they  should  have  no  cause  to  suspect 

me, 
I  watch'd  him  till  he  waked. 
Lure,  'Twas  excellent  I 

Alathe.  When   his   time   came  to  yawn,  and 
stretch  himself, 
I  bid  'em  not  be  hasty  to  discover 
How  he  was  brought  home ;  his  eyes  folly  open, 
With  trembling  he  began  to  call  his  servants, 
And  told  'em  he  had  seen  strange  visions, 
That  should  convert  him  from  his  heathen  courses ; 
They  wonder'd,  and  were  silent;  there  he  preached 
How  sweet  the  air  of  a  contented  conscience 
Smelt  in  his  nose  now,  asked  'em  all  forgiveness 
For  their  hard  pasture  since  they  lived  with  him ; 
Bid  'em  believe,  and  fetch  out  the  cold  sirloin, 
Fierce  the  strong  beer,  and  let  the  neighbours  joy 

in't ; 
The  conceal'd  muskadine  should  now  lie  open 
To  every  mouth  ;  that  he  would  give  to  th  poor. 
And  mend  their  wages ;  that  his  doors  should  be 
Open  to  every  miserable  suitor. 

Lure,  What  said  his  servants  then  P 
Alathe,  They  durst  not  speak. 
But  bless'd  themselves^  and  the  strange  means 

that  had 
Made  him  a  Christian  :  In  this  over-joy 
I  took  my  leave,  and  bade  *em  say  their  prayers, 
And  humour  him,  lest  he  tum'd  Jew  again. 
Lure,  Enough,  enough  1 — Who's  this  ? 

Enter  Toby. 

'Tis  one  of  my  ringers,  (stand  close  !)  my  lady's 

coachman ! 
Toby,  Buy  a  mat  for  a  bed,  buy  a  mat ! — 
'Would  I  were  at  rack  and  manger  among  my 

horses  ! 
We  have  divided  the  Sexton's  household-stuff 
Among  us ;  one  has  the  rug,  and  he's  tum'd  Irish ; 
Another  has  a  blanket,  and  he  must  beg  in't ; 
The  sheets  serve  another  for  a  frock. 
And  with  the  bed-oord  he  may  pass  for  a  porter ; 
Nothing  but  the  mat  woyld  fill  to  my  share,  which. 
With  tibe  help  of  a  tune,  and  a  hassock  out  o' 

th'  diurch, 
Mav  disguise  me  till  I  get  home.     A  pox 
O'  bell-ringing  by  the  ear !  if  any  man 
Take  me  at  it  again,  let  him  pull  mine 
To  the  pillory.    I  could  wish  I  had  lost 


Mine  ears,  so  I  had  my  clothes  again :  Hie  weather 
Wo'  not  allowfthis  fadiion ;  I  do  look 
For  an  ague  besides. 

Lure,  How  the  rascal  shakes ! 

Toby.  Here  are  company ! 
Buy  a  mat  for  a  bed,  boy  a  mat ! 
A  hassock  for  your  feet,  or  a  piss  dean  and  sweet! 
Buy  a  mat  for  a  bed,  buy  a  mat ! — 
Ringing,  'I  renounce  thee!     I'll  never  come  to 

Lure.  You  with  a  mat !  [church  more. 

Toby,  I  am  called.     If  any  one 
Should  offer  to  buy  my  mat,  what  a  case  were  I  m ! 
Oh,  that  I  were  in  my  oat-tub  with  a  horse-loaf, 
Something  to  hearten  me  1   I  dare  not  hear  'em.— 
Buy  a  mat  for  a  bed,  buy  a  mat ! 

Lure.  He's  deaf. 

Toby,  1  am  glad  I  am  :  Buy  a  mat  for  a  bed ! 

Lure,  How  the  rascal  sweats  1  what  a  pickle  he 
is  in  1 
Every  street  he  goes  through  will  be  a  new  tor- 
ment. 

Toby,    If  ever  I   meet  at  midnight  more  a- 
jangling— 
I  am  cold,  and  yet  I  drop. — Buy  a  mat  for  a  bed, 
buy  a  mat ! 

Ltirv.  He  has  punishment  enough.     [ExiiTobt. 

Enter  Wilobeain  in  a  Ruffifoten,  with  a  BiU, 

Who*8  this  ?  my  t'other  youth  ?  he  is  tum'd  besr. 
Wildb,  I  am  half  afraid  of  myself:  This  poor 
shift 

I  got  o'  tb'  Sexton,  to  convey  me  handsomely 

To  some  harbour ;  the  wench  will  hardly  know  me ; 

They'll  take  me  for  some  watchman  of  the  parish. 

I  ha*  ne'er  a  penny  left  me,  that's  one  comfort ; 

And  ringing  has  begot  a  monstrous  stomach. 

And  that's  another  mischief:  I  were  best  go  home, 

For  everything  will  scorn  me  in  this  habit. 

Besides,  I  am  so  full  of  these  young  beli-ringers— 

If  I  get  in  a-doors,  not  the  power  o'  th'  coantry. 

Nor  aU  my  aunt's  curses,  shall  disembogue  me. 
Lure,  Bid  her  come  hither  presently.  Hum !  'tit 
he.  iSxit  Ax^AniB  imU  Mc  Amm. 

WUdb.  I  am  betray'd  to  one  that  will  etenuHy 
laugh  at  me ! 

Three  of  these  rogues  will  jeer  a  horse  to  death. 
Lureh,  *TiB  Master  Wildbrain,  sore ;  and  yet, 
methinks. 

His  fashion's  strangely  alter'd. — Sirrah,  watch- 
man ! 

Yon  ragamuffin  1  turn,  you  lousy  bear's-skiA» 

You  with  the  bed-rid  biU  I 

Wildb,  He  has  found  me  out  {  ' 

There's  no  avoiding  him :  I  had  rather  now 

Be  arraign'd  at  Newgate  for  a  robbery. 

Than  answer  to  his  articles. — Your  will,  sir? 

I  am  in  haste. 

Lure,  Nay,  then  I  will  «nake  bold  wi'  ye. 

iSeizakiikiS. 

A  watchman,  and  ashamed  to  shew  his  coun- 
tenance. 
His  face  of  authority?— I  have  seen  that  physi- 
ognomy : 
Were  you  never  in  prison  for  pilfering  ? 
Wildb.  How  the  rogue  worries  me ! 
Lure,  Why  may  not  this 
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Be  tlie  Tillaln  robb'd  my  honse  last  nig^ht, 
And  walks  disguised  in  this  malignant  rug, 
Ann'd  with  a  ton  of  iron  ?    I  wiU  have  you 
Before  a  magistrate. 

Wiidb.  What  will  become  of  me  ! 

Lure.  What  art  thon  ?  speak  ! 

WUdb^  I  am  the  Wandering  Jew,  an*t  please 
yonr  worship. 

Lure.  By  your  leare,  rabbi,  I  will  shew  yon  then 
A  synagogue,  y-clept  Bridewell,  where  you. 
Under  correction,  may  rest  yourself. 
You  haye  brought  a  bill  to  guard  you ;  there  be 

dog-whips 
To  firk  such  rugged  curs,  whips  without  bells 
Indeed. 

Wildb.  Bells? 

Lure.  How  he  sweats  ! 

WUdb.  I  must  be  known;  as  good  at  first. — 
Now  jeer  on,  {Throwt  qfhit  gown. 

But  do  not  anger  me  too  impudently ; 
The  rabbi  will  be  moved  then. 

Lure.  How !  Jack  Wildbrain  ? 
What  time  o'  th'  moon,  man,  ha  ?    What  strange 

bells 
Hast  in  thy  brains  ? 

WUdb.   No  more  bells, 
No  more  bells !  they  ring  backwards. 

Lure.  Why,  where's  the  wench,  the  blessing 
that  befel  thee  ? 
The  unexpected  happiness  ?  where's  that,  Jack  ? 
Where  are  thy  golden  days  ? 

Wiidb.  It  was  his  trick,  as  sure  as  I  am  lousy ! 
But  how  to  be  rerenged— 

Lure.  Py,  fy,  Jack  ! 
Marry  a  watchman's  widow  in  thy  young  days» 
With  a  revenue  of  old  iron  and  a  rug  ? 
Is  this  the  paragon,  the  dainty  piece. 
The  delicate  divine  rogue  ? 

Wiidb.  'Tis  enough  I     I  am  undone, 
Marked  for  a  misery,  and  so  leave  prating. 
Give  me  my  bilL 

Lure.  You  need  not  ask  your  tailor's, 
Unless  you  had  better  linings.    It  may  be, 
To  avoid  suspicion,  you  are  going  thus 
DisfTuised  to  your  fair  mistress. 

WUdb.  Mock  no  further, 
Or,  as  I  live,  I'll  lay  my  bill  o'  thy  pate ; 
ril  take  a  watchman's  ^ry  into  my  fingers, 
To  ha'  no  judgment  to  distinguish  persons. 
And  knock  thee  down. 

Lure.  Come,  1  ha*  done  ;  and  now 
Will  speak  some  comfort  to  thee  :  1  will  lead  thee 
Now  to  my  mistress,  hitherto  conceal' d. 
She  shall  take  pity  on  thee  too ;  she  loves 
A  handsome  man ;  thy  misery  invites  me 
To  do  thee  good  ;  I'll  not  be  jealous,  Jack  ; 
Her  beauty  shall  commend  itself:  But  do  not. 
When  1  have  brought  you  into  grace,  supplant  me ! 

WUdb.  Art  thou  in  earnest  ?  by  this  cold  iron — 

Lure.  No  oaths ;  I  am  not  costive. — Here  she 
comes. 

Enter  MistieasyVom  tke  House. 

Sweetheart,  I  have  brought  a  gentleman, 
A  friend  of  mine,  to  be  acquainted  with  you ; 
He's  other  than  he  seems.    Why  do  ye  stare  thus  ? 
Mistrett,  •  Oh,  sir,  forgive  me !   I  have  done  you 
wrong.  IKneels  to  Limcumn. 

Lure.  What  is  the  matter  ?  didst  ever  see  her 
afore,  Jack  ? 


Wiidb.    Pr'ythee  do  what  thou  wot  wi'  me;  if 
thou  hast 
A  mind,  hang  me  up  quickly ! 

Lure.  Never  despair ;  I'll  give  thee  my  share 
rather: 
Take  her ;  I  hope  she  loves  thee  at  first  sight. 
She  has  petticoats  will  patch  thee  up  a  suit : 
I  resign  all,  only  I'll  keep  these  trifles ; 
I  took  some  pains  for  'em,  I  take  it.  Jack.— 
What  think  you,  pink  of  beauty  ?  Come,  let  me 
Counsel  you  boUi  to  marry ;  she  has  a  trad^ 
If  you  have  audacity  to  hook  in  gamesters : 
Let's  ha'  a  wedding !  You'll  be  wond'rous  rich  ; 
For  she  is  impudent,  and  thou  art  miserable  ; 
'Twill  be  a  rare  match. 

Mitiress,  As  you're  a  man,  forgive  me  I  FU  re- 
deem alL 

Lure.  You  wo'  not  to  this  geer  of  marriage  then  ? 

WUdb.  No,  no,  I  thank  you,  Tom !  I  can  watch 
for 
A  groat  a-night,  and  be  every  gentleman's  fellow. 

Lure,  Rise,  and  be  good ;  keep  home,  and  tend 
your  business  !  lExit  MlBtiew. 

WUdb.  Thou  hast  done*t  to  purpose.     Give  me 
thy  hand,  Tom : 
Shall  we  be  friends  ?  Thou  see'st  what  state  I  am 
I'll  undertake  this  penance  to  my  aunt,  [in  : 

Just  as  I  am,  and  openly  I'll  go ; 
Where,  if  I  be  received  again  for  current. 
And  Fortune  smile  once  more 

Lure.  Nay,  nay,  I'm  satisfied ; 
So,  farewell,  honest,  lousy  Jack  ! 

WUdb.  I  cannot 
Help  it  (  some  men  meet  with  strange  destinies. 
If  things  go  right,  thou  may'st  be  hang'd,  and  I 
May  live  to  see't,  and  purchase  thy  apparel : 
So,  farewell,  Tom  !    Commend  me  to  thy  polecat ! 

^Exeunt  eeveraUy. 


SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  the  Lady's  Htnue. 
Enter  Lady,  Nurae«  and  Servant. 

Lady.  Now,  that  I  have  my  counsel  ready,  and 
my  cause  ripe ; 
The  judges  all  inform'd  of  the  abuses  ; 
Now  that  he  should  be  gone 

Nurae.  No  man  knows  whither ; 
And  yet  they  talk  he  went  forth  with  a  constable 
That  told  him  of  strange  business,  that  would  bring 

*  him 
Money  and  lands,  and  Heaven  knows  what ;  but 

they 
Have  search'd,  and  cannotfind  out  such  an  officer : 
And  as  a  secret,  madam,  they  told  your  man 
Nicholas,  whom  you  sent  thither  as  a  spy. 
They  had  a  shrewd  suspicion  'twas  the  devil 
I'  th'  likeness  of  a  constable,  that  has  tempted  him 
By  this  time  to  strange  things  :  There  have  been 

men. 
As  rich  as  he,  have  met  convenient  rivers. 
And  so  forth ;  many  trees  have  borne  strange  fruits ; 
D'ye  think  he  has  not  hang'd  himself? 

Lady.  If  he 
Be  hang'd,  who  has  his  goods  ? 

Nurse.  They  are  forfeited. 
They  say. 

Lady.  He  has  hang'd  himself  for  certain  then. 
Only  to  cozen  me  of  my  girl's  portion. 

Nurse.  Very  likely  I 
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Ladp,  Or  did  not  the  constable  caxry  him  to 
some  prison  ? 

Kurse,  They  thought  on  that  too,  and  searched 
everywhere. 

Lady.  He  may  be  close  for  treason,   perhaps 
executed. 

Nurse.  Nay,  they  did  look  among  the  quarters 
too, 
And  muster'd  all  the  Bridge-house  for  his  night- 
cap. 

Enter  SOTrant. 

Serv.  Madam,  here  is  the  gentleman  again. 
Lady.  What  gentleman  ? 
Serv.  He  that  lo?ed  my  young  mistress. 
Ltidp.  Alas,  'tis  Heartlove  :    'twill  but  feed  his 
melancholy 
To  let  him  see  Maria,  since  we  dare  not 
Yet  tell  the  world  she  lives  ;  and  certainly, 
Did  not  the  violence  of  his  passion  blind  him, 
He  would  see  past  her  borrowed  tongue  and  habit. 
Nurse.  Please  you  entertain  him  a  while,  madam, 
I'll  cast  about  for  something  with  your  daughter. 
Lady,  Do  what  thou  wo't ! — Pray  Master  Heart- 
love  enter. 

[Exeunt  Servant  and  Nurse  eevercMy. 

Enter  Hkartlovb. 

Hearth  Madam,  I  come  to  ask  your  gentle  par- 
don. 

Lady.  Pardon  ?  for  what  ?  you  ne'er  offended 
me. 

Ileartl.  Yes,  if  you  be  the  mother  of  Maria. 

Lady.  I  was  her  mother,  but  that  word  is  can- 
And  buried  with  her :  In  that  very  minute  [cell'd. 
Her  soul  fled  from  her,  we  lost  both  our  names 
Of  mother  and  of  daughter. 

Heartl.  Alas,  madam, 
If  your  relation  did  consist  but  in 
Those  naked  terms,  I  had  a  title  nearer. 
Since  love  unites  more  than  the  tie  of  blood : 
No  matter  for  the  empty  voice  of  mother ! 
Your  nature  still  is  left,  which  in  her  absence 
Must  love  Maria,  and  not  see  her  ashes 
And  memory  polluted. 

Lady.  You  amaze  me  ! 
By  whom  ? 

Heartl,  By  me ;  I  am  the  vile  profaner. 

Lady.  Why  do  you  speak  thus  indiscreetly,  sir  ? 
You  ever  honour'd  her. 

Heartl,  I  did,  alive  ; 
But,  since  she  died,  I  ha'  been  a  villain  to  her. 

Lady.  I  do  beseech  you  say  not  so  ;  all  this 
Is  but  to  make  me  know  how  much  I  sinn'd. 
In  forcing  her  to  marry. 

Heartl.  Do  not  mock  me, 
I  charge  you  by  the  virgin  you  have  wept  for ; 
For  I  have  done  an  impious  act  against  her, 
A  deed  able  to  fright  her  from  her  sleep. 
And  through  her  marble  ought  to  be  revenged  ; 
A  wickedness,  that,  if  I  should  be  silent. 
You  as  a  witness  must  accuse  me  for't. 

Lady.  Was  I  a  witness  ? 

Heartl.  Yes  ;  you  knew  I  loved 
Maria  once ;  or,  grant  you  did  but  think  so, 
By  what  I  have  profess'd,  or  she  has  told  you, 
Was't  not  a  fault  unpardonable  in  me, 
When  I  should  drop  my  tears  upon  her  grave ; 
Yes,  and  proof  suffident 

Lady.  To  what  ? 

Heard.  That  I,  forgetful  of  my  fame  and  vows 


To  fair  Maria,  ere  the  worm  could  pierce 
Her  tender  shrowd,  had  changed  h^  for  another. 
Did  you  not  blush  to  see  me  turn  a  rebel  ? 
So  soon  to  court  a  shadow,  a  strange  thing. 
Without  a  name .'  Did  you  not  curse  my  levity. 
Or  think  upon  her  death  with  the  less  sorrow, 
That  she  had  'scaped  a  punishment  more  killing? 
Oh,  how  I  shame  to  think  on*t ! 

Lady.  Sir,  in  my 
Opinion,  'twas  an  argument  of  love 
To  your  Maria,  for  whose  sake  yoa  could 
Affect  one  that  but  carried  her  small  likeness. 

Heartl,  No  more  I  you  are  too  charitable :  Bat 
I  know  my  guilt,  and  will  from  hencefdvtk  never 
Change  words  with  that  strange  maid,  whose  inao- 

cent  face, 
Like  jour  Maria's,  won  so  late  upon  me : 
My  passions  are  corrected,  and  I  can 
Look  on  her  now,  and  woman  kind,  vritiiout 
Love  in  a  thought.    *Tia  this  I  came  to  tell  yoa : 
If,  after  this  acknowledgment,  you'll  be 
So  kind  to  shew  me  in  what  silent  grave 
You  have  disposed  yonr  daughter,  I  will  ask 
Forgiveness  of  her  dust,  and  never  leave. 
Till,  with  a  loud  confession  of  my  shame, 
I  wake  her  ghost,  and  that  pronounce  my  panknu 
Will  you  deny  this  favour  ? — ^Then,  farewdl ! 
I'll  never  see  you  more. — Ha  ! 

Enter  Nurse,  and  Marta  in  her  own  Apparel  ;  V^  m"^ 
$hew  cf  wonder  f  Hrajitlots  goe$  totcardM  her. 

Lady.  Be  not  deluded,  sir !  Upon  my  life, 
This  is  the  soul  whom  you  but  thought  Maria, 
In  my  daughter's  habit — ^What  did    you  men. 

Nurse  ? — 
I  knew  she  would  but  cozen  you  :  Is  she  not  like 
now? 

Heartl.  One  dew  unto  another  is  not  nearer. 

Nurse.  She  thinks  she  is  a  gentlewoman ;  sad 
Imagination  has  so  taken  her,  [that 

She  scorns  to  speak.  Howhandsomelj  she  carriei 
As  if  she  were  a  well-bred  thing,  her  body !  [it. 
And,  I  warrant  you,  what  looks ! 

Lady.  Pray,  be  not  foolish. 

Heartl.  I  disturb  nobody.      Speak  but  half  a 
word, 
And  I  am  satisfied  !  But  what  needs  that  ? 
I'll  swear  'tis  she. 

Lady.  But  do  not,  I  beseech  you  ; 
For,  trust  me,  sir,  you  know  not  what  I  know. 

Heartl.  Peace  then, 
And  let  me  pray !  She  holds  up  her  hands  with  sm. 

Lady.  This  will  betray  all. 

Heartl.  Love,  ever  honour'd, 
And  ever  young,  thou  sovereign  of  all  hearts. 
Of  all  our  sorrows  the  sweet  ease.  — She  weeps  now ! 
Does  she  still  cozen  me  ? 

Nurse.  You'll  see  anon. 
'Twas  her  desire ;  expect  the  issue,  madam. 

Heartl.  My  soul's  so  big,  I  cannot  pray !    'Tts 
I  will  go  nearer.  [she ! 

EnUr  Auomrm,  Luacank,  and  Aulthb. 

Nurse.  Here  is  Master  Algrijie, 
And  other  strangers,  madam. 

Alff.  Here,  good  lady ; 
Upon  my  knees,  I  ask  thy  worship*s  pardon ! 
Here's  the  whole  sum  I  had  with  thy  fair  daaghttr ; 
'Would  she  were  living,  I  might  have  her  peace  too. 
And  yield  her  up  again  to  her  old  liberty ! 
I  had  a  wife  before,  and  could  not  many  : 
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My  penance  shall  be,  on  that  man  that  honoured 
To  confer  some  land.  [her 

Lady.  This  is  incredible  I 

Alg.  'Tis  truth. 

Lure.  Do  you  know  me,  sir  ? 

Alg.  Ha !  The  gentleman  I  deceived  ! 

Lure.  Mf  name  is  Lurcher. 

Jig.  Sha't  have  thy  mortgage. 

Lure.  I  ha*  that  already ;  no  matter  for  the  deed, 
If  yon  release  it 

Alg.  I'll do't  before  thy  witness. 
But  Where's  thy  sister  ?  if  she  live,  I  am  happy. 
Though  I  concealed  our  contract,  which  was  stolen 
With  the  evidence  of  this  land.  [from  me 

[AiJiTHB  gott  to  Maria,  and  givet  her  a  Paper  j  the  won- 
ders, and  itniiet  upon  Hbartlovb  ;  he,  amazed,  ap- 
proaches hers  afUrwards  she  shews  it  her  Mother, 
and  then  gives  it  to  HKARTU>va. 

Nurse.  Your  daughter  smiles. 

Lure.  I  hope  she  lives ;  but  where  I  cannot  tell, 

Alathe.  Even  here,  an't  please  youy  sir.       [sir. 

Alg.  How! 

Alathe.  Nay,  'tis  she. 
To  work  thy  fair  way,  I  preserved  you,  brother. 
That  would  have  lost  me  wiilingly,  and  served  yon 
Thus  like  a  boy :  I  served  you  faithfully, 
And  cast  your  plots  but  to  preserve  your  credit ; 
Your  foul  ones  I  diverted  tQ  fair  uses, 
So  far  as  you  would  hearken  to  my  counsel. 
That  all  the  world  may  know  how  much  you  owe 
me. 

Alg.    Welcome,  entirely !    welcome,  my  dear 
Alathe  ! 
And,  when  I  lose  thee  again,  blessing  forsake' me  ! 
Nay,  let  me  kiss  thee  in  these  clothes  ! 

Lure.  And  I  too, 
And  bless  the  time  I  had  so  wise  a  sister ! 
Wert  thou  the  Little  Thief? 

Alathe.  I  stole  the  contract, 
I  must  confess,  and  kept  it  to  myself; 
It  most  concern'd  me. 

Heartl.  Contracted  ?  this  destroys 
His  after-marriage. 

Maria.  Dare  you  give  this  hand 
To  this  young  gentleman .'  my  heart  goes  with  it. 

Alg.  Maria  alive  1  how  my  heart's  exalted ! — 
Tis  my  duty ; 
Take  her,  Frank  Heardove,  take  her  4  and  all  joys 
W^ith   her ;  besides   some  land  to    advance    her 
jointure ! 

Lady.  What  I  have  is  your  own ;  and  blessings 
crown  ye! 

Heartl.  Give  me  room. 
And  fresh  air  to  consider,  gentlemen  ! 
My  hopes  are  too  high. 


Maria.  Be  more  temperate. 
Or  ru  be  Welsh  again  \ 

Alg.  A  day  of  wonder  ! 

Alathe.  Lady,  your  love  1  I  ha'  kept  my  word  ; 
there  was 
A  time,  when  my  much  suffering  made  me  hate 
And  to  that  end  1  did  ray  best  to  cross  you ;  [you, 
And  hearing  you  were  dead,  I  stole  your  coffin, 
That  you  might  never  more  usurp  my  office. 
Many  more  knacks  I  did,  which  at  the  weddings 
Shall  be  told  of  as  harmless  tales.        [.Shout  within. 

Enter  Wuldbrain. 

Wildb.  Hollo  your  throats  a-pieces !    I'm  at 
If  you  can  roar  me  out  again [home ; 

Lady.  What  thing  is  this  ? 

Lure,  A  continent  of  fleas :    Room   for   the 
pageant ! 
Make  room  afore  there  !  Your  kinsman,  madam. 

Lady.  My  kinsman  %  let  me  wonder  I 

Wildb.  Do,  and  I'll  wonder  too,  to  see  this 
At  peace  with  one  another.  [company 

Maria.  'Tis  not  worth 
Your  admiration  ;  I  was  never  dead  yet. 

fVildb.  You  are  merry,  aunt,  I  see,  and  all  your 
company : 
If  ye  be  not,  I'll  fool  up,  and  provoke  ye  ; 
I  will  do  anything  to  get  your  love  again  : 
I'll  forswear  midnight  taverns,  and  temptations ; 
Give  good  example  to  your  grooms  ;  the  maids 
Shall  go  to  bed,  and  ti^e  their  rest  this  year  ; 
None  shall  appear  with  blisters  in  their  bellies. 

Lure.  And,  when  you'll  fool  again,  you  may  go 

Wildb.  Madam,  have  mercy  !  [ring. 

Lady.  Your  submission,  sir, 
I  gladly  take,  (we  will 
Enquire  the  reason  of  this  habit  afterwards,) 
Now  you  are  soundly  shamed ;  well,  we  restore 

you. — 
Where's  Toby  ?  where's  the  coachman  ? 

Nurse.  He's  a-bed,  madam. 
And  has  an  ague,  he  says. 

Lure,  ril  be  his  physician. 

Lady.  We  must  a-foot  then. 

Lure,  Ere  the  priest  ha'  done, 
Toby  shall  wait  upon  you  with  his  coach, 
And  make  your  Flanders  mares  dance  back  again 

wi'ye, 
I  warrant  you,  madam. — ^You  are  mortified  ; 
Your  suit  shall  be  granted  too. 

Wildb.  Make  room,  make  room  afore  there  ! 

Lady,  Home  forward  with  glad  hearts  !  home, 

Maria,  I  wait  you.  [child ! 

Heartl.  On  joyfully ! — ^The  cure  of  all  our  grief 
Is  owing  to  this  pretty  Little  Thief.  lExeuni. 
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DEDICATION. 


TO  THE  WORTHY  SIR  FRANCIS  BACON,  HIB  MAJESTY'S  SOUCITOR-OENERAL, 

▲iro 

THE  GRAVE  AND  LEARNED  BENCH  OF  THE  ANCIENTLY-ALLIED  HOUSES  OF  GRAVS  INN  AND  THE 

INNER-TEMPLE,  THE  INNER-TEMPLE  AND  GRAY'S  INN. 

Yon  that  spftred  no  time  nor  travel,  in  the  setting  forth,  ordering,  and  ftmlahiog  of  this  Maeqne,  (being  the  fint 
frnitB  of  honour,  in  this  kind,  whioh  these  two  socletieB  hare  olTered  to  hie  nuOesty,)  will  not  think  mneh  now  lo  lo»k 
hack  upon  the  effects  of  your  own  oare  and  work :  For  that,  whereof  the  encoees  waa  Aen  drmbtful.  ia  now  happily 
performed  and  graciously  accepted ;  and  that  which  you  were  then  to  think  of  in  straita  of  time,  you  maj 
at  leisure :  And  you.  Sir  Francis  Bacon,  especially,  as  you  did  then  by  your  countenance  and  loving  afltetion 
it,  so  let  your  good  word  grace  it  and  defend  it,  which  is  able  to  add  value  to  the  greatest  and  least  mattara. 


INTRODUCTION. 

This  Masque  was  appointed  to  have  been  presented  the  Shrove-Tuesday  before,  at  irhieh  time,  the  masquon,  wlib 
their  attendants,  and  divers  other  gallant  young  gentlemen  of  both  houses,  as  their  convoy,  set  forth  fttan  Wiadnster- 
house  (which  was  the  roidexvous)  towards  the  court,  about  seven  of  the  clock  at  night. 

This  voyage  by  water  was  performed  in  great  triumph :  the  gentlemen  masquers  being  placed  by  thenuehnas  in 
the  king's  royal  barge,  with  the  rich  furniture  of  state,  and  adorned  with  a  great  number  of  lights,  placed  In  such  mdff 
as  might  make  best  show. 

They  were  attended  with  a  multitude  of  barges  and  galUes,  with  all  variety  of  loud  musle,  and  several  pesl9«f 
ordnance ;  and  led  by  two  admirajs. 

Of  this  show  his  m^esty  was  graciously  pleased  to  take  view,  with  the  prince,  the  Ooont  Palatine  and  the  Lady 
Elizabeth  their  highnesses,  at  the  windows  of  his  privy  gallery,  upon  the  water,  till  their  landing,  which  was  at  tbs 
privy  stairs ;  where  they  were  most  honourably  received  by  the  lord-chamberlain,  and  so  ooodnoted  to  the  vestry. 

The  hall  was  by  that  time  filled  with  company  of  vety  good  fashion,  but  yet  so  as  a  very  great  number  of  ]»inelps] 
ladies,  and  other  noble  persons,  were  not  yet  oome  in,  whereby  It  was  foreseen  that  the  room  would  be  so  scented  «s 
might  have  been  inconvenient ;  and  thereupon  his  m^esty  was  most  graciously  pleased,  with  the  coossnt  of  Utf 
gentlemen  masquers,  to  put  off  the  night  until  Saturday  following,  with  this  special  favour  and  privilege,  that  theie 
should  be  no  let,  as  to  the  outward  ceremony  of  magnificence  until  that  timeu 

At  the  day  that  it  was  presented,  there  was  a  choice  room  reesrved  for  the  gentlemen  ti  botii  fiielr  hsoses.  who, 
coming  in  troop  about  seven  of  the  clock,  received  that  special  honour  and  nobla  &voiir,  as  to  be  bnwglit  to  thsir  plaees 
by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Northampton,  Lord-Privy  Seal. 
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THE   MASQUE. 


THE  DEVICE  OR  ARGUMENT. 

JvpiTSK  aod  Juno,  willing  to  do  honour  to  the  marriage 
of  the  two  famous  rivers,  Thameais  and  Rhine,  employ 
their  messengers  sererally.  Mercury  and  Iris,  for  that 
pnr]Miee.  They  meet  and  contend :  Then  Mercury,  for 
bis  part,  hrings  forth  an  antl-maaqne  all  of  spirits  or 
divine  natures;  but  yet  not  of  one  kind  or  livery 
(because  that  had  been  so  much  in  use  heretofore)  but, 
as  it  were,  in  consort,  like  to  broken  musio :  And  pre- 
serving the  propriety  of  the  device;  for  that  rivers  in 
nature  are  maintained  either  by  springs  from  beneath, 
or  showers  from  above,  he  raiseth  four  of  the  Naiades 
out  of  the  fountains,  and  bringoth  down  five  of  the 
Hyades  out  of  the  dcmds  to  dance.  Hereupon,  Iris  scoffs 
at  Mercury,  for  that  he  had  devised  a  dance  but  of  one 
sex,  which  could  have  no  life:  But  Mercury,  who  was 
provided  for  that  exception,  and  in  token  that  the  match 
should  be  blessed  both  with  love  and  riches,  oalleth 
I  forth  out  of  the  groves  four^Cupids,  and  brings  down  from 
Jupiter's  altar  four  statues  of  gold  and  silver  to  dance 
with  the  nymphs  and  stars :  in  which  dance,  the  Cupids 
being  Mind,  and  the  statues  having  but  half  life  put 
into  them,  and  retaining  still  somewhat  of  their  old 
nature,  giveth  fit  occasion  to  new  and  strange  varieties 
both  in  the  musio  and  paces.  This  was  the  first  antl- 
masqua 

Then  Iris,  for  her  part,  in  soom  of  this  high-flying  device, 
and  in  token  that  the  match  shall  likewise  be  blessed 
with  the  lore  of  the  common  people,  calls  to  Flora,  her 
ooofederate  (for  that  the  months  of  flowers  are  likewise 
the  months  of  sweet  sttowora  and  rainbows)  to  bring  in 
a  3fay  dance,  or  rural  dance,  consisting  likewise  not  of 
any  suited  persons,  but  of  a  oonfusion  or  commixture  of 
all  such  persons  as  are  natural  and  proper  for  country 
sports.    This  is  the  second  anti-masqu& 

Then  Mercury  and  Iris,  after  this  vleing  one  upon  the 
other,  leem  to  leave  their  contention ;  and  Mercury, 
by  the  consent  of  Iris,  brings  down  the  Olympian 
knights,  intimating  that  Jupiter  having,  after  a  long 
discontinuance,  revived  the  Olympian  games,  and 
summoned  thereunto  ftom  all  parts  the  liveliest  and 
I  activeat  persons  that  were,  had  enjoined  them,  before 
they  fell  to  their  games,  to  do  honour  to  these  nuptials. 
I  The  Olympian  games  portend  to  the  match  celebrity, 
victory,  and  felicity.    This  was  the  main  masque. 

The  fabric  was  a  mountain  with  two  descents,  and  severed 
with  two  traverses. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  king,  the  first  traverse  was  drawn, 
and  the  lower  descent  of  the  mountain  discovered, 
which  was  the  pendant  of  a  hill  to  life,  with  divers 
boscages  and  grovets  upon  the  steep  or  hanging  grounds 
thovof :  and  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  four  delicate  foun- 
tains running  with  water,  and  bordered  with  sedges  and 
water  flowers. 

Iris  first  j^peared ;  and  presently  alter  Mercury,  striving 
to  overtake  her. 

Iris  apparelled  in  a  robe  of  discoloured  taffeta,  figured  in 
variable  colours,  like  the  rainbow,  a  cloudy  wreath  on 
her  head,  and  tresses. 

Mercury  in  doublet  and  hose  of  white  taffeta,  a  white 
hat,  wings  on  his  shoulders  and  feet,  his  caduoeua  in 
his  hand,  speaking  to  Iris  as  followeth : — 

Mere.  Stay,  stay  t 
Stay,  light-foot  Iris  !  for  thou  itriT'st  in  Tain ; 
My  wings  are  nimbler  than  thy  feet. 

/ft*.  Away, 
Dissembling  Mercory  !  my  messages 
Ask  honest  haste  ;  not  like  those  wanton  ones 
Your  thnnd*ring  ^ther  sends. 

Merc.  Stay,  foolish  maid ! 
Or  I  will  take  my  rise  upon  a  hill» 
When  I  perceiTe  thee  seated  in  a  cloudy   ' 


In  all  the  painted  glory  that  thou  hast, 
And  never  cease  to  clap  my  willing  wings, 
Till  I  catch  hold  of  thy  discoloured  bow, 
And  shiver  it,  beyond  the  angry  power 
Of  your  curst  mistress  to  make  up  again. 

IrU.  Hermes,  forbear !  Juno  will  chide  and  strike. 
Is  great  Jove  jealous  that  I  am  employed 
On  her  love-errands  ?  She  did  never  yet 
Clasp  weak  mortality  in  her  white  arms, 
As  he  hath  often  done  :  I  only  come 
To  celebrate  the  long-wished  nuptials 
Here  in  Oljrmpia,  which  are  now  performed 
Betwixt  two  goodly  rivers,  which  have  mixed 
Their  gentle  rising  waves,  and  are  to  grow 
Into  a  thousand  streams,  great  as  themselves. 
I  need  not  name  them,  for  the  sound  is  loud 
In  heaven  and  earth  ;  and  I  am  sent  from  her, 
The  queen  of  marriage,  that  was  present  here. 
And  smiled  to  see  them  join,  and  hath  not  chid 
Since  it  was  done.    Good  Hermes,  let  me  go  I 

Merc.  Nay,  you  must  stay ;  Jove's  message  is 
the  same. 
Whose  eyes  are  lightning,  and  whose  voice  is  thunder, 
Whose  breath  is  any  wind  he  will ;  who  knows 
How  to  be  first  on  earth,  as  well  as  Heaven. 

Irit,  But  what  hath  he  to  do  with  nuptial  rites  ? 
Let  him  keep  state  upon  his  starry  throne. 
And  fright  poor  mortals  with  his  thunderbolts. 
Leaving  to  us  the  mutual  darts  of  eyes  ! 

Merc.  Alas,  when  ever  offered  he  to  abridge 
Your  lady's  power,  but  only  now,  in  these, 
Whose  match  concerns  his  general  government  ? 
Hath  not  each  god  a  part  in  these  high  joys  ? 
And  shall  not  he,  the  king  of  gods,  presume 
Without  proud  Juno's  licence  ?  Let  her  know. 
That  when  enamoured  Jove  first  gave  her  power 
To  link  soft  hearts  in  undissolving  bands, 
He  then  foresaw,  and  to  himself  reserved, 
The  honour  of  this  marriage.    Thou  shalt  stand 
Still  as  a  rock,  while  I,  to  bless  this  feast, 
WiU  summon  up,  with  my  all-charming  rod. 
The  nymphs  of  fountains,  from  whose  watry  locks 
(Hung  with  the  dew  of  blessing  and  encrease) 
The  greedy  rivers  take  their  nourishment. — 
Ye  nymphs,  who,  bathing  in  your  loved  springs, 
Belield  these  rivers  in  their  infancy. 
And  joyed  to  see  them,  when  their  cirded  heads 
Refreshed  the  air,  and  spread  the  ground  with 

flowers ; 
Rise  from  your  wells,  and  with  your  nimble  feet 
Perform  that  ofiBce  to  this  happy  pair, 
Which  in  these  plains  you  to  Alpheus  did. 
When  passing  hence,  urough  many  seas  unmixed. 
He  gain'd  the  favour  of  his  Arethuse ! 

Immediately  upon  which  speech,  /our  IFaiadet  arise 
gentlif  out  of  their  several  /ountainSt  and  present 
themselves  upon  the  stage,  attired  in  long  habits  </ 
sea-green  taffeta,  unlh  bubbles  of  crjfstal  inlermixt 
uiUh  powdering  of  silver  resembling  drops  n^  water, 
hlueish  tresses  on  their  heads,  garlands  </  water- 
lilies.  ThegfdU  into  a  measure,  dance  a  little,  then 
make  a  stand.. 

IrU.  Is  Hermes  grown  a  lover '  By  what  power. 
Unknown  to  us,  calls  he  the  Naiades  } 

Mere.  Presumptuous  Iris,  I  could  make  thee 
Till  thou  forgott'st  thy  lady's  messages,      [dance. 
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\nd  rann'st  back  crying  to  her !  Thou  shalt  know 
Vf  7  power  is  more ;  only  my  breath,  and  this, 
Shall  move  fixed  stars,  and  force  the  firmament 
To  yield  the  Hyades,  who  govern  showers, 
\Dd  dewy  clouds,  in  whose  dispersed  drops 
rhou  form'st  the  shape  of  thy  deceitful  bow. — 
Ye  maids,  who  yearly  at  appointed  times 
Advance  with  kindly  tears  the  gentle  floods, 
Descend,  and  pour  your  blessing  on  these  streams, 
W^hich  rolling  down  from  heaven-aspiring  hills, 
\nd  now  united  in  the  fruitful  vales. 
Bear  all  before  them,  ravished  with  their  joy, 
And  swell  in  glory,  till  they  know  no  bounds  1 

Five  Hyadts  descend  SQftlp  in  a  cloud  from  the  firma-  , 
ment,  to  the  middle  part  of  the  hill,  apparelled  inskp- 
coloured  to^eta  robtit  spangled  like  the  heavens, 
golden  tresses,  and  each  a  fair  star  on  their  head ; 
from  thence  descend  to  the  stage,  at  whose  sight  the 
Naiades,  seeming  to  rijoice,  meet  and  Join  in  a 
dance. 

Iris.  Great  wit  and'power  hath  Hermes,  to  con- 
A  lifeless  dance,  which  of  one  sex  consists  I   [trive 

Merc.  Alas,  poor  Iris  I  Venus  hath  in  store 
A  secret  ambush  of  her  winged  boys  ; 
Who,  lurking  long  within  these  pleasant  groves. 
First  struck  these  lovers  with  their  equal  darts  ; 
Those  Cupids  shall  come  forth,  and  join  with  these 
To  honour  that  which  they  themselves  began. 

Enter  four  Cupids  from  each  side  of  the  boscage,  attired 
injlame-coloured  Iqfeta  close  to  their  body,  like  naked 
boys,  teith  bows,  arrows,  and  wings  (if  gold  ;  chaplets 
of  flowers  on  thtir  heads,  hoodwinked  with  tiffiny 
scarfs,  who  join  with  the  Nymphs  and  the  Hyades  in 
another  dance.    That  ended,  Mcacurv  speaks. 

Merc.  Behold  the  statues  which  wise  Vulcan 
Under  the  altar  of  Olympian  Joy,  [placed 

And  gave  to  them  an  artificial  life, 
Shall  dance  for  joy  of  these  great  nuptials. 
See  how  they  move,  drawn  by  this  heavenly  joy, 
Like  the  wild  trees,  which  followed  Orpheus'  harp  ! 

The  Statues  enter,  supposed  to  be  b^ore  descended  from 
Jov^s  altar,  and  to  have  been  prepared  in  the  covert 
with  the  Cupids,  attending  their  call. 

These  Statues  were  attired  in  cases  qf  gold  and  silver 
close  to  their  bodies,  faces,  hands,  and  feet,  nothing 
seen  but  gold  and  silver,  as  if  they  had  been  solid 
images  of  metal,  tresses  cf  hair  as  they  had  been  of  \ 
metal  embossed,  girdles  and  small  aprons  of  oaken  i 
leaves,  as  if  they  likewise  had  been  carved  or  moulded  ! 
out  <ifthe  metal:  At  their  coming,  the  music  changed 
from  violins  to  hautboys,  comets,  SfC.  and  the  air  of  the 
music  was  utterly  turned  into  a  soft  time,  with  draw- 
ing notes,  excellently  expressing  their  natures,  and 
the  measure  likewise  was  Jilted  unto  the  same,  and  the 
statues  placed  in  such  several  postures,  sometimes 
altogether  in  the  center  qf  the  dance,  and  sometimes 
in  the  four  utmost  angles,  as  was  verygrac^l,  besides 
the  novelty.    And  so  concluded  the Jlrst  Anti-masque. 

Merc.  And  what  will  Juno's  Iris  do  for  her  ? 

Iris.  Just  match  this  show,  or  my  invention 
Had  it  been  worthier,  I  would  have  invoked  [fails : 
The  blazing  comets,  clouds,  and  falling  stars. 
And  all  my  kindred  meteors  of  the  air. 
To  have  excelled  it ;  but  I  now  must  strive 
To  imitate  confusion  :  Therefore  thou, 
Delightful  Flora,  if  thou  ever  felt'st 
Encrease  of  sweetness  in  those  blooming  plants 
On  which  the  horns  of  my  fair  bow  decline,  i 

Send  hither  all  the  rural  company  1 

Which  deck  the  May-games  with  their  country 
Juno  will  have  it  so.  [sports ! 


The  second  Anti-nuuque  rush  in,  donee  their  wuasvu, 
and  as  rudely  depart ;  consisting  of  a  Pedant,  Mag 
Lord,  May  Lady ;  Servingman,  Chambermaid ,-  a 
Country  Clown,  or  Shepherd,  Country  Weneh;  oa 
Host.  Hostess  ;  a  He-Baboon,  She-Baboon ; «  Be-Fofii, 
Bhe-Fool,  ushering  them  in. 

An  these  persons,  apparelled  to  the  life,  the  Men  issmiitf 
out  of  one  side  of  the  boscage,  and  the  Women  /rt« 
the  other.  The  music  was  extreuuly  meti  iiui, 
having  such  a  spirit  ef  country  Jollity,  as  eon  hardly 
be  imagined  ,■  but  theperpUual  loMffikter  mndappimut 
was  above  the  music* 

The  dance  likewise  was  of  tt«  same  strstim  ;  and  tkt 
dancers,  or  rather  etctors,  ,expressed  every  one  fhar 
part  so  naturally  and  aptly,  as  when  a  mmn's  eye  vw 
caught  with  the  one,  and  then  past  on  to  the  other,  A< 
could  not  satisfy  himself  which  dtd  best.  It  pleusH 
his  Majesty  to  call  for  it  again  at  the  end,  as  he  d^i 
likewise  for  the  Jlrst  Anti-masque .-  but  oste  ^f  the 
Statues  by  that  time  umu  undressed. 

Merc.  Iris,  we  strive. 
Like  winds  at  liberty,  who  should  do  most 
Ere  we  return.     If  Juno  be  the  queen 
Of  nuuriages,  let  her  give  happy  way 
To  what  is  done,  in  honour  of  the  state 
She  governs ! 

Iris.  Hermes,  so  it  may  be  done 
Merely  in  honour  of  the  state,  and  these 
That  now  have  proved  it ;  not  to  satisfy 
The  lust  of  Jupiter,  in  having  thanks 
More  than  his  Juno ;  if  thy  snaky  rod 
Have  power  to  search  the  Heavens,  or  aonnd  the 
Or  call  together  all  the  ends  of  earth,  [sea, 

To  bring  in  anything  that  may  do  grace 
To  us,  and  these  ;  do  it,  we  shall  be  pleased. 

Mere.  Then  know,  that  from  the  mouth  of  Jove 
himself, 
Whose  words  have  wings,  and  need  not  to  be  borne. 
I  took  a  message,  and  I  bare  it  through 
A  thousand  yielding  clouds,  and  never  stayed 
Till  his  high  will  was  done:  The  Olympian  gaoKs, 
Wliich  long  have  slept,  at  these  wished  nuptials* 
He  pleased  to  have  renewed,  and  all  his  kni^iu 
Are  gathered  hither,  who  within  their  tents 
Rest  on  this  hill ;  upon  whose  rising  bead 
Behold  Jove's  altar,  and  his  blessed  priests 
Moving  about  it ! — Come,  yon  holy  men, 
And  with  your  voices  draw  these  youths  aloQg, 
That  till  Jove's  music  call  them  to  their  games, 
Their  active  sports  may  give  a  blest  content 
To  those,  for  whom  they  are  again  begun. 

The  main  Masque. — The  second  traverse  is  dratm, 
and  the  higher  ascent  to  the  mountain  is  discortred . 
wherein,  upon  a  level,  after  a  great  rise  of  f^  *"*• 
were  placed  twopavillions :  open  in  the  front  <^A<n, 
the  pavillions  were  to  sight  as  of  doth  of  gsld,  «^ 
they  were  trimmed  on  the  inside  with  rich  «ir»««'' 
and  military  ^rniture,  hanged  up  as  upon  the  woBs  ; 
and  behind  the  tents  there  were  represented,  in  pt^ 
spective,  tke  tops  of  divers  other  tents,  as  if  it  ^s* 
been  a  camp.  In  these  paviUions  were  piacei  A^^*** 
Olympian  Knights,  upon  seats  a  little  embowei  near 
the  form  of  «  crescent,  and  the  Knif^  apyenrJ 
Jlrst,  as  consecrated  persons,  att  in  veils,  WU  t»  nff'- 
of  stiver  tijftny,  and  gathered,  and  faOing  •  Isrpt 
compass  about  them,  and  over  their  heads  high  mitrts. 
with  long  pendanU  behind  faUing  from  them:  tke 
mitres  were  so  h^h,  thai  they  received  their  hstt  oni 
feathers,  that  nothing  was  seen  but  veil.  In  themtdti 
between  both  the  tents,  upon  the  very  top  ot^  ^*^- 
being  a  higher  level  Vtan  theU  of  the  tents,  waspterr^ 
Jupiter's  altar  gilt,  with  three  great  tapers  vp*.-* 
golden  candlesticks  burning  upon  it  .*  and  thej^  | 
Values,  ttoo  offfold,  and  two  ofsOvtr,  as  supptfis'*. 
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and  Jupiter's  Prie$U  in  whiU  robet  about  it  Upon 
the  eiffht  {^fthe  King,  the  veiU  of  the  KnighU  did  fall 
eoHip  from  them,  and  thep  appeared  in  their  own 
habit. 

The  KnighU*  attire.-^Arming  doublet*  of  carnation 
satin,  embroidered  with  blazing  stare  qf  silver  plate, 
with  powderings  of  smaller  stars  betwixt  i  gorget*  of 
silver  mail  /  long  hose  of  the  same,  with  the  doublets 
laid  with  silver  lace  spangled,  and  enriched  with 
embroidery  between  the  lace  ;  carnation  silk  stockings 
embroidered  all  over  /  garters  and  roses  suUable ; 
pumps  of  carnation  satin  embroidered,  as  the 
doublets;  hats  qfthe  same  stuff,  and  embroidery  cut 
like  a  helmet  before,  the  hinder  part  cut  into  scallops, 
answering  the  skirt*  of  their  doubleU/  the  band*  of 
the  hat*  were  wreath*  of  eUver  in  form  of  gar- 
land* of  wild  olive*,  whiU  feather*,  with  one  faU  of 
carnation  t  belt*  of  the  same  stuff,  and  embroidered 
with  the  doublet ,-  silver  swords  ;  little  Italian  bands 
and  cuffs  embroidered  with  silver  ;  fair  long  tresses 
Ofhair. 

The  Priest*^  habit*.'-Long  robe*  of  white  taffeta  t  long 
white  head*  of  hair  ;  the  High-Prie*t  a  cap  qf  white 
*ilk  *hag  elo*e  to  hi*  head,  with  two  label*  at  the  ear*, 
the  midet  ri*ing  in  fbrm  of  a  pyrami*,  in  the  top 
thereof  a  branch  qfeUver  ;  every  Prieet  playing  upon 
a  lute,'  twelve  in  number. 

The  Prieet*  deecend,  and*ing  thi*  *ong  following;  softer 
whom  the  Knight*  likewiu  deecend,  jHr*t  laying  a*ide 
their  veil*,  belt*,  and  tword*, 

BONO. 

Bbake  off  yoor  heary  tnno< 

And  leap  into  a  danoe, 

Boch  as  no  mortala  uae  to  tread. 

Fit  only  for  Apollo 
To  play  to,  for  the  Moon  to  lead. 

And  aU  the  stars  to  follow  I 

The  Knight*  by  thi*  time  are  all  descended,  and  fallen 
into  their  place,  and  then  dance  their  first  measure, 

BONO. 

On,  blessed  youths  I  for  Jove  doth  panae. 
Laying  aside  his  grarer  laws 
For  this  derlce  : 


And  at  the  wedding  snch  a  pair. 
Each  dance  is  taken  for  a  prayer. 
Each  song  a  sacrifice. 

The  Knights  dance  their  second  measure. 

BONO. 

ISolo.']  More  pleasing  were  these  sweet  delights. 
If  ladies  moved  as  well  as  knights ; 
Ran  every  one  of  you,  and  catch 
A  nymph,  in  honour  of  this  match ; 
And  whisper  boldly  in  her  ear,        ^ 
Jove  will  but  laugh,  if  you  forswear.!^ 

IChoru*.^  And  this  day's  sins,  he  doth  resolve. 
That  we  his  priests  should  all  absolve. 

The  Knight*  take  their  ladie*  to  dance  with  them  gal- 
liard*,  duret*,  corantoe*,  i[C.  and  lead  them  to  their 
place*:  then  loud  mueie  *ound*,  tuppo*ed  to  call 
them  to  their  Olympian  games, 

SONG. 

Ye  should  stay  longer  if  we  dunt : 

Away !    Alas,  that  he  that  first 

Gave  Time  wild  wings  te  fly  away. 

Hath  now  no  i>ower  to  make  him  staiy  I 

But  though  these  games  must  needs  be  play'd, 

I  would  this  psir,  when  they  are  laid. 

And  not  a  creature  nigh  'em^ 
Could  catch  his  scythe  as  he  doth  pass. 
And  cut  his  wings  and  break  his  glass. 

And  keep  him  ever  by  *em. 

The  Knights  dance  their  parting  meeuure,  and  ascend, 
put  on  their  tword*  and  belt* ;  during  which  time, 
the  Prieet*  *ing  thej^fth  and  laet  *ong. 

SONG. 

Peace  and  silence  be  the  guide 
To  the  man,  and  to  the  bride  I 
If  there  be  a  Joy  yet  new 
In  marriage,  let  it  fall  on  yon. 

That  all  the  world  may  wonder ! 
If  we  should  stay,  we  should  do  wone» 
And  turn  our  blessing  to  a  cone. 

By  keeping  you  asunder. 


TOL.  n. 
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TO  THS  miGHT  WORSHIPFUL  THB  WOftTHILT 
HONOURED  ROBBRT    PARKHUR8T,   ESQ. 


WcRB  thwe  but  worthleas  poemi  or  light  rhymetB 
Writ  by  •ome  oommon  scribbler  of  the  times. 
Without  your  leave  I  dorrt  not  then  engage 
You  to  ennoble  'em  by  your  patronage ; 
But  ttaeee.  though  orphans,  and  left  fatherless. 
Their  rich  endowments  shew  they  do  possess 
A  father's  blessing,  whom  the  fates  thought  fit 
To  make  a  master  of  a  mine  of  wit : 
Whose  ravishing  conceits  do  tower  so  high» 
As  if  his  quill  had  dropt  from  Mercury : 
But  when  his  fancy  chanced  of  love  to  sing," 
You'd  swear  his  pea  were  plum'd  fh)m  Cupid's  whig. 
He  doth  an  amorous  passion  so  discover. 
As  if,  save  Beaumont,  none  had  e'er  been  lover  ; 
Some  praise  a  manly  bounty,  some  incline 
More  to  applaud  the  virtues  feminine ; 
Some  several  graces  in  both  sexes  hid. 
But  only  Beaumont's,  he  alone  that  did 
By  a  rare  stratagem  of  wit  connex 
What's  choice  and  excellent  in  either  sex. 
Then,  cherish,  sir,  these  saplings,  whose  each  strain 
Speaks  them  the  issue  of  brave  Beaumont's  brain ; 
Which  made  me  thus  dare  to  prefix  your  name, 
Which  will,  if  aught  can,  add  unto  their  flsme. 
lam,  sir. 

Your  most  humble  and  devoted  servant^ 
JLAwmsNca  Bz.aiklock. 


IN  LAUDBlff  AUTHORIS. 

LiKS  to  the  weak  estate  of  a  poor  friend. 

To  whom  sweet  fortune  hath  been  ever  slow, ' 
Which  daily  doth  that  happy  hour  attend. 

When  his  poor  state  may  his  alfection  show. 
Bo  tarem  my  love,  not  able  as  the  rest. 

To  cbannt  thy  praises  in  a  lofty  vein ; 
Yet  my  poor  muse  doth  vow  to  do  her  biast. 

And,  vranting  wings,  shell  tread  an  humble  stndn  t 
I  thought  at  first  her  homely  steps  to  raise» 

And  for  some  biasing  epithets  to  look : 
But  then  I  feared  that  by  such  wond'rous  praise. 

Some  men  would  grow  suspicious  of  thy  book : 
For  he  that  doth  thy  due  deserts  rehearse. 
Derives  that  gloiy  bom  thy  worthy  verse. 

W.  B. 


TO  THB   AUTHOR.' 

ErrRBR  the  goddess  draws  her  troops  of  loves 

From  Paphos,  where  she  erst  was  held  divine. 
And  doth  unyoke  her  tender-necked  doves, 

Placing  her  seat  in  this  small  pap'ry  shrine ; 
Or  the  sweet  graces  through  th'  Idallan  grove. 

Led  the  best  author  in  their  danced  rings ; 
Or  wanton  nymphs  in  watry  bow'rs  have  wove, 

With  fair  Mylesian  threads,  the  verse  he  sings; 
Or  curious  Pallas  once  again  doth  strive 

With  proud  Arachne,  for  illustrious  glory. 
And  once  again  doth  loves  of  Qods  revive. 

Spinning  in  silver  twists  a  lasting  story : 
If  none  of  these,  then  Yenus  chose  his  siigpht. 
To  lead  the  steps  of  her  blind  son  aright 

Sia  John  Biummwit, 


TO  THB   AUTHOR. 

Thb  matchless  lust  of  a  fair  poesy. 

Which  was  ent  buried  in  old  Rome's  decays, 
Kow  'gins  with  heat  of  rising  majesty. 

Her  dust-wrapt  head  from  rotten  tomb  to  raise. 
And  with  fresh  splendour  gilds  her  fearless  crest. 
Rearing  her  palace  in  our  poet's  breast. 

The  wanton  Ovid,  whose  enticing  rhymes 

Have  with  attractive  wonder  forced  attention. 

No  more  shall  be  admired  at ;  for  these  times 
Produce  a  poet,  whose  more  rare  invention 

Will  tear  the  love-sick  myrtle  from  his  brow8» 

T*  adorn  his  temples  with  deserved  boughs. 

The  strongest  marble  fears  the  smallest  rain ; 

The  rusting  canker  eats  the  purest  gold ; 
Honour's  best  dye  dreads  envy's  blackest  stain  ; 

The  crimson  badge  of  beauty  must  wax  old : 
But  this  fair  issue  of  thy  fruitful  brain. 
Nor  dreada  age,  envy,  oank'ring  rust,  or  rain. 

JoBN  FuRcajca. 
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TO    THE    TRUE    PATKONESS    OF    ALL    POBTRT, 

CALLIOPE. 

It  is  a  statute  in  deep  wisdom's  lore, 

That  for  his  lines  none  should  a  patron  chose 

By  wealth  and  poverty,  by  less  or  more^ 

But  who  the  same  is  able  to  peruse : 

Nor  ought  a  man  his  labour  dedicate^ 

Without  a  true  and  sensible  desert, 

To  any  power  of  such  a  mighty  state  ; 

But  such  a  wise  defeodress  as  thou  art : 

Thou  great  and  powerful  Muse,  then  pardon  me 

That  I  presume  thy  maiden  cheek  to  stain 

In  dedicating  such  a  work  to  thee, 

Sprung  from  the  issue  of  an  idle  brain : 

I  use  thee  as  a  woman  ought  to  be, 

I  consecrate  my  idle  hours  to  thee. 

THE  AUTHOR  TO  THE  READER. 

I  SING  the  fortune  of  a  luckless  pair, 
Whose  spotless  souls  now  in  one  body  be ; 
For  beauty  still  is  Prodromus  to  care, 
Croat  by  ihe  sad  stars  of  nativity : 
And  of  the  strange  enchantment  of  a  well, 
Given  by  the  Gods,  my  sportive  muse  dotii  write, 
Which  sweet-lipp'd  Ovid  long  ago  did  tell. 
Wherein  who  bathes,  straight  turns  Hermaphro- 
I  hope  my  poem  is  so  livdy  writ,  [dite  : 

That  thou  wilt  torn  half-mad  with  reading  it. 


8ALKACIS  AMD   HERKAPHR0DITU8  :     OR,   THE 
HERMAPHRODITE.      FROM   OVID. 

Mt  wanton  Unes  do  treat  of  amorous  love. 
Such  as  would  bow  the  hearts  of  gods  above. 
Thou  Venus,  our  great  Cytherean  queen, 
That  hourly  trip'st  on  the  Idalian  green ; 
Thou  laughing  Eryeina,  deign  to  see 
These  verses  wholly  consecrate  to  thee ; 
Temper  them  so  within  thy  Paphian  shrine. 
That  every  lover's  eye  may  melt  a  line  ; 
Command  the  god  of  love,  that  little  king. 
To  give  each  verse  a  slight  touch  with  his  wing ; 
That,  as  I  write,  one  line  may  draw  the  other, 
And  every  word  skip  nimbly  o'er  another. 

There  was  a  lovely  boy  the  n3rmphs  had  kept, 
That  on  th'  Idalian  mountains  oft  had  slept, 
Begot  and  bom  by  powers  that  dwelt  above, 
By  learned  Mercury  on  the  queen  of  love. 
A  face  he  had  that  show'd  his  parents'  fame, 
And  from  them  both  conjoined  he  drew  his  name. 
So  wondrous  fair  he  wais,  that  (as  they  say) 
Diana  being  hunting  on  a  day, 
She  saw  the  boy  upon  a  green  bank  lay  him. 
And  there  the  virgin  huntress  meant  to  slay  him  ; 
Because  no  nymphs  would  now  pursue  the  chase. 
For  all  were  struck  blind  with  the  wauton^s  face. 


But  when  that  beauteous  ftoe  Dinim  saw. 
Her  arms  were  nummed,  and  she  could  not  diav, 
Yet  did  she  strive  to  shoot,  but  all  in  vain. 
She  bent  her  bow,  but  loosed  it  straight  agsin : 
Then  she  began  to  chide  her  wanton  eye. 
And  fun  would  shoot,  but  durst  not  see  him  die. 
She  tum'd  and  shot,  but  did  of  purpose  miss  lum, 
She  tum'd  again,  but  could  not  choose  bat  kiss 

him. 
Then  the  boy  ran  :  for  some  say  had  he  stsid, 
Diana  had  no  longer  been  a  maid. 
Phoebus  so  doated  on  this  roseate  face, 
That  he  hath  oft  stolen  closely  from  his  place, 
When  he  did  lie  by  fair  LeucothoC's  side. 
To  dally  witibi  him  in  the  vales  of  Ide ; 
And  ever  since  this  lovely  boy  did  die, 
Phoebus  each  day  about  the  worid  doth  fly. 
And  on  the  earth  he  seeks  him  all  the  day, 
And  every  night  he  seeks  him  in  the  sea. 
His  cheeks  were  sanguine,  and  his  lips  were  red, 
As  are  the  blushing  leaves  of  the  rose  spread ; 
And  I  have  heard  that  till  this  boy  was  bom, 
Roses  grew  white  upon  the  vii^  diom ; 
Tdl  one  day  walking  to  a  pleasant  spring. 
To  hear  how  cunningly  the  birds  could  sing, 
Laying  him  down  upon  a  flow'ry  bed. 
The  roses  blushed  and  tum'd  themselves  to  red: 
T%e  rose  that  blushed  not  for  his  great  offence. 
The  gods  did  punish,  and  for  's  impudence 
They  gave  this  doom,  and  'twas  agreed  by  all. 
The  smell  of  the  white  rose  should  be  but  smaD. 
His  hair  was  bushy,  but  it  was  not  long ; 
The  nymphs  had  done  his  tresses  mighty  wrong, 
For  as  it  grew  they  pull'd  away  his  hair. 
And  made  habiliments  of  gold  to  wear. 
His  eyes  were  Cupid's,  for  until  his  biith 
Cupid  had  eyes,  and  lived  upon  the  earth ; 
Till  on  a  day,  when  the  great  queen  of  love 
Was  by  her  ^hite  doves  drawn  from  beaVn  above, 
Unto  the  top  of  the  Idalian  hill. 
To  see  how  well  the  nymphs  her  charge  fUfil, 
And  whether  they  had  done  the  goddess  right 
In  nursing  of  her  sweet  Hermaphrodite ; 
Whom  when  she  saw,  although  compleat  and  fvU, 
Yet  she  complained  his  eyes  vrere  somewhat  doU; 
And  therefore,  more  the  wanton  boy  to  grace, 
She  pull'd  the  sparkling  eyes  firom  Cupid's  fiice. 
Feigning  a  cause  to  take  away  his  sight, 
Because  the  ape  would  sometimes  shoot  Ibr  spite : 
But  Venus  set  those  eyes  in  such  a  place. 
As  graced  those  dear  eyes  with,  a  clearer  &ce. 
For  his  white  hand  each  goddess  did  him  woo, 
For  it  was  whiter  than  the  driven  snow ; 
His  leg  was  straighter  than  the  thigh  of  Jove, 
And  he  far  fairer  tiian  the  god  of  love. 

When  first  this  well-shaped  boy,  beauty's  cbkf 
Had  seen  the  labour  of  the  fifteenth  spring,  [king. 
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How  curioasly  it  painted  all  the  earth, 
He  'gan  to  trarel  flrom  his  place  of  birth. 
Leaving  the  stately  hills  where  he  was  nnrst, 
And  where  the  nymphs  had  brought  him  up  at 
He  loved  to  travel  unto  coasts  unknown,       [first, 
To  see  the  regions  fer  beyond  his  own. 
Seeking  clear  ivory  springs  to  bathe  him  in, 
For  he  did  love  to  wash  his  ivory  skin. 
The  lovely  nymphs  have  oft  times  seen  him  swim. 
And  closely  stor  n  his  clothes  from  off  the  brim, 
Because  the  wanton  wenches  would  so  fain 
See  him  come  nak'd  to  ask  his  clothes  again. 
He  loved  besides  to  see  the  Lycian  grounds, 
And  know  the  wealthy  Carians'  utmost  bounds. 

Usiog  to  travel  thus,  one  day  he  found 
A  crystal  brook  that  trill'd  along  the  ground ; 
A  brook  that  in  reflection  did  surpass 
The  clear  reflection  of  the  clearest  glass. 
About  the  side  there  grew  no  foggy  reeds. 
Nor  was  the  front  compass'd  with  barren  weeds, 
But  living  turf  grew  all  along  the  side, 
And  grass  that  ever  flourish' d  in  his  pride. 
Within  this  brook  a  beauteous  nymph  did  dwell, 
Who  for  her  comely  feature  did  excel : 
So  fair  she  was,  at  such  a  pleasing  grace, 
So  straight  a  body,  and  so  sweet  a  &ce. 
So  soft  a  belly,  such  a  lusty  thigh. 
So  large  a  forehead,  such  a  crystal  eye. 
So  soft  and  moist  a  hand,  so  smooth  a  breast. 
So  fiur  a  cheek,  so  well  in  all  the  rest. 
That  Jupiter  would  revel  in  her  bower 
Were  he  to  spend  again  his  golden  shower. 
Her  tee'th  were  whiter  than  the  morning  mUk, 
Her  lips  were  softer  than  the  softest  silk  ; 
Her  hair  as  far  surpassed  the  burnished  gold. 
As  silver  doth  excel  the  basest  mold. 
Jove  courted  her  for  her  translucent  eye. 
And  told  her  he  would  place  her  in  the  sky ; 
Promising  her,  if  she  would  be  his  love. 
He  would  engrave  her  in  the  heavens  above : 
Telling  this  lovely  nymph,  that  if  she  would, 
He  could  deceive  her  in  a  shower  of  gold ; 
Or,  like  a  awan,  come  naked  to  her  bed. 
And  so  deceive  her  of  her  maidenhead. 
But  yet,  because  he  thought  that  pleasure  best 
Where  each  consenting  joins  each  loving  breast, 
He  would  put  off  that  aU-commanding  crown. 
Whose  terror  struck  the  aspiring  giants  down ; 
That  glittering  crown,  whose  radiant  sight  did  toss 
Great  Pelion  from  the  top  of  mighty  Osse, 
He  would  depose  from  his  world-swaying  head. 
To  taste  the  amorous  pleasure  of  her  bed  ; 
This  added ;  he  besides,  the  more  to  gnce  her, 
Like  a  bright  star  he  would  in  heaven's  vault  place 
By  this  the  proud  lascivious  nymph  was  moved,  [her. 
Perceiving  that  by  great  Jove  she  was  loved : 
And  hoping  as  a  star  she  should  ere  long 
Be  stem  or  gracious  to  the  seaman's  song, 
(For  mortals  still  are  subject  to  the  eye,* 
And  what  it  sees  they  strive  to  get  as  high) 
She  was  contented  that  almighty  Jove 
Should  have  the  first  and  best  fruits  of  her  love ; 
For  women  may  be  likened  to  the  year. 
Whose  first  fruits  still  do  make  the  daintiest  chear ; 
But  yet  Astrsea  first  should  plight  her  troth. 
For  the  performance  of  Jove's  sacred  oath ; 
Just  times  decline,  and  all  good  days  are  dead. 
When  heavenly  oaths  had  need  be  warranted. 
This  heard  great  Jupiter,  and  liked  it  well, 
And  hastily  he  seeks  Astnea's  cell, 


About  the  massy  earth  searching  her  tower ; 
But  she  had  long  since  left  this  earthly  bower; 
And  flew  to  Heaven  above,  loathing  to  see 
The  sinful  actions  of  humanity  : 
Which  when  Jove  did  perceive  he  left  the  earth, 
And  flew  up  to  the  place  of  his  own  birth, 
The  burning  heavenly  throne,  where  he  did  spy 
Astrsea's  palace  in  the  glittering  sky. 
This  stately  tower  was  builded  up  on  high. 
Far  from  the  reach  of  any  mortal  eye ; 
And  from  the  palace'  side  there  did  distil 
A  little  water  through  a  little  quill. 
The  dew  of  justice,  which  did  seldom  fSdl, 
And  when  it  dropt  the  drops  were  very  small. 
Glad  was  great  Jove,  when  he  beheld  her  tower. 
Meaning  a  while  to  rest  him  in  her  bower. 
And  therefore  sought  to  enter  at  her  door : 
But  there  was  such  a  busy  rout  before, 
(Some  serving-men,  and  some  promooters  be) 
That  he  could  pass  no  foot  without  a  fee. 
But  as  he  goes  he  reaches  out  his  hands, 
And  pays  each  one  in  order  as  he  stands, 
And  still  as  he  was  paying  thxne  before. 
Some  slipp'd  again  betwixt  him  and  the  door. 

At  length,  with  much  ado,  he  passed  them  all, 
And  entering  straight  into  a  spacious  hall. 
Full  of  dark  angles  and  of  hidden  ways, 
Crooked  meanders,  infinite  delays. 
All  which  delays  and  entries  he  must  pass 
Ere  he  could  come  where  just  Astnea  was  ; 
All  these  being  past  by  his  immortal  wit. 
Without  her  door  he  saw  a  porter  sit, 
An  aged  man  that  long  time  there  had  been, 
Who  used  to  search  all  those  that  entered  in; 
And  still  to  every  one  he  gave  this  curse, 
**  None  must  see  Justice  but  with  empty  purse.'' 
This  man  searched  Jove  for  his  own  private  gain. 
To  seek  the  money  which  did  yet  remain, 
Which  was  but  small,  for  much  was  spent  before 
On  the  tumultuous  rout  that  kept  the  door ; 
When  he  had  done,  he  brought  him  to  the  place. 
Where  he  might  see  divine  Astrea's  face. 
There  the  great  king  of  gods  and  men  in  went, 
And  saw  his  daughter  Venus  there  lament. 
And  crying  loud  for  justice,  whom  Jove  found 
Kneeling  before  Astnea  on  the  ground  ; 
And  still  she  cried  and  begg'd  for  a  just  doom 
Against  black  Vulcan,  that  unseemly  groom. 
Whom  she  had  chosen  for  her  only  love, 
Though  she  was  daughter  to  great  thund'ring  Jove ; 
And  though  the  fairest  goddess,  yet  content 
To  marry  him,  though  weak  and  impotent. 
But  for  all  this  they  always  were  at  strife : 
For  ever  more  he  rail'd  at  her  his  wife, 
Telling  her  still,  **  Thon  art  no  wife' of  mine. 
Another's  strumpet,  Mars  his  concubine." 
By  this  Astnea  spied  almighty  Jove, 
And  bowed  her  finger  to  the  queen  of  love 
To  cease  her  suit,  which  she  would  hear  anon, 
When  the  great  king  of  all  the  world  was  gone. 
Then  she  descended  from  her  stately  throne, 
Which  seat  was  builded  all  of  jasper  stone. 
And  o'er  the  seat  was  painted  all  above 
The  wanton,  unseen  stealths  of  amorous  Jove. 
There  might  a  man  behold  the  naked  pride 
Of  lovely  Venus  in  the  vale  of  Ide, 
When  Pallas,  and  Jove's  beauteous  wife,  and  she. 
Strove  for  the  prize  of  beauty's  rarity : 
And  there  lame  Vulcan  and  his  Cyclops  strove 
To  make  the  thunderbolt  for  mighty  Jove. 
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From  this  same  stately  throne  she  down  descendedi 
And  said  the  griefs  of  Jove  should  be  amended, 
Asking  the  king  of  gods  what  luckless  cause, 
What  great  contempt  of  state,  what  breach  of  laws, 
(For  sure  she  thought  some  uncouth  cause  befell, 
That  made  him  visit  poor  Astrsea's  cell,) 
Troubled  hb  thoughts ;  and,  if  she  might  decide  it, 
Who  vext  great  Jove  full  dearly  should  abide  it : 
Jove  only  thank' d  her,  and  began  to  shew 
His  cause  of  coming,  (for  each  one  doth  know 
The  longing  words  of  lovers  are  not  many, 
If  they  desire  to  be  enjoyed  of  any,) 
Telling  Astrsea,  it  would  now  be&U 
That  she  might  make  him  blest  that  blesseth  all : 
For  AS  he  walk'd  upon  the  iiow'ry  earth, 
To  which  his  own  hands  whilome  gave  a  birth, 
To  see  how  straight  he  held  it,  and  how  just 
He  ruled  this  massy  ponderous  heap  of  dust ; 
He  laid  him  down  by  a  cool  river's  side. 
Whose  pleasant  water  did  so  gently  slide, 
With  such  soft  whispering,  for  the  brook  was  deep, 
That  it  had  luU'd  him  in  a  heavenly  sleep. 
When  first  he  laid  him  down  there  was  none  near 

him, 
(For  he  did  call  before,  but  none  could  hear  him) 
But  a  fair  nymph  was  bathing  when  he  waked, — 
(Here  sigh'd  great  Jove,  and  after  brought  forth)— 

naked. 
He  seeing,  loved  the  nymph,  yet  here  did  rest 
Where  just  Astraa  might  make  Jove  be  blest. 
If  she  would  pass  her  foithfiil  word  so  far 
As  that  great  Jove  should  make  the  nymph  a  star. 
Astrsea  yielded,  at  which  Jove  was  pleased. 
And  all  his  longing  hopes  and  fears  were  eased ; 
Jove  took  his  leave,  and  parted  from  her  sight. 
Whose  thoughts  were  full  of  lovers'  sweet  delight ; 
And  she  ascended  to  the  throne  above. 
To  hear  the  griefs  of  the  great  queen  of  love  : 
But  she  was  satisfied,  and  would  no  more 
Rail  at  her  husband  as  she  did  before  ; 
But  forth  she  tripp'd  apace,  because  she  strove 
With  her  swift  feet  to  overtake  great  Jove. 
She  skipt  so  nimbly  as  she  went  to  look  him. 
That  at  the  palace-door  she  overtook  him. 
The  way  was  plain  and  broad  as  they  went  out, 
And  now  they  could  see  no  tumultuous  rout, 
Here  Venus,  fearing  lest  the  love  of  Jove 
Should  make  this  maid  be  placed  in  heaven  above. 
Because  she  thought  this  nymph  so  wond'rous  bright 
That  she  would  dazzle  her  accustomed  light. 
And  fearing  now  she  should  not  first  be  seen. 
Of  all  the  glittering  stars  as  she  had  been, 
But  that  the  wanton  nymph  would  every  night 
Be  first  that  should  salute  each  mortal  sight, 
Began  to  tell  great  Jove  she  grieved  to  see 
The  heaven  so  full  of  his  iniquity : 
Complaining  that  each  strumpet  now  was  graced, 
And  with  immortal  goddesses  was  placed, 
Intreating  him  to  place  in  heaven  no  more 
Each  wanton  strumpet  and  lascivious  whore, 

Jove,  mad  with  love,  minded  not  what  she  said. 
His  thoughts  were  so  entangled  with  the  maid ; 
But  furiously  he  to  his  palace  leapt. 
Being  minded  there  till  morning  to  have  slept ; 
For  the  next  mom,  so  soon  as  Pha*bus*  rays 
Should  yet  shine  cool  by  reason  of  the  seas. 
And  ere  the  parting  tears  of  Thetis'  bed 
Should  be  quite  shaked  from  ofi*  his  glittering  head, 
Astnea  promised  to  attend  great  Jove 
At  his  own  palace  in  the  heavens  above, 


And  at  that  palace  she  woold  set  her  hand 
To  what  the  love-sick  god  should  her  oonimand : 
But  to  descend  to  earth  she  did  deny ; 
She  loath'd  the  sight  of  any  mortal  eye. 
And  for  the  compass  of  the  earthly  round 
She  would  not  set  one  foot  upon  the  groand  : 
Therefore  Jove  meant  to  rise  but  with  the  sun. 
Yet  thought  it  long  until  the  night  was  done. 
In  the  mean  space  Venus  was  drawn  along^ 
By  her  white  doves,  unto  the  sweating  throng 
Of  hammering  bkcksmithst  at  the  lofty  bUl 
Of  stately  Etna,  whose  top  bumeth  still ; 
For  at  that  [lofty]  mountain's  glittering  top 
Her  cripple  husband  Vulcan  kept  his  shop. 
To  him  she  went,  and  so  collogues  that  night 
With  the  best  strains  of  pleasure's  sweet  delight. 
That  ere  they  parted  she  made  Vulcan  swear 
By  dreadful  Styx,  (an  oath  that  gods  do  fear) 
If  Jove  would  make  the  mortal  maid  a  star, 
Himself  should  frame  his  thunderbolts  of  war : 
He  then  took  oath  by  black  Cocytus*  lake 
He  never  more  a  thunderbolt  would  make ; 
For  Venus  so  this  night  his  senses  pleased. 
That  now  he  thought  his  former  griefs  were  eased ; 
She  vrith  her  hands  the  blacksmith's  body  boand. 
And  vrith  her  ivory  arms  she  tirin'd  him  round ; 
And  still  the  fair  queen  with  a  pretty  grace 
Dispersed  her  sweet  breath  o'er  his  swarthy  fiice ; 
Her  snowy  arms  so  well  she  did  display. 
That  Vulcan  thought  they  melted  as  they  lay. 
Until  the  mom  in  this  delight  they  lay. 
Then  up  they  got,  and  hasted  fast  away, 
In  the  white  chariot  of  the  queen  of  love. 
Towards  the  palace  of  great  thund'riog  Jove ; 
Where  they  did  see  divine  Astnea  stand 
To  pass  her  word  for  what  Jove  should  command. 
In  Ump'd  the  blacksmith  ;  after  stept  his  qoeoi, 
Mliose  light  arrayment  was  of  lovely  green. 
When  they  were  in,  Vulcan  hcf^an.  to  swear 
By  oaths  diat  Jupiter  himself  doth  fear. 
If  any  whore  in  heaven's  bright  vault  were  seen 
To  dim  the  shining  of  his  b^uteous  queen, 
Each  mortal  man  should  the  great  god  disgrace. 
And  mock  almighty  Jove  unto  his  fooe ; 
And  giants  should  enforce  bright  heaven  to  fidl 
Ere  he  would  ft-ame  one  thunderbolt  at  alL 
Jove  did  entreat  him  that  he  would  forbear ; 
The  more  he  spake  the  more  did  Vulcan  swear. 
Jove  heard  the  words,  and  'gan  to  make  his  moan. 
That  mortal  men  would  pluck  him  from  his  throne^ 
Or  else  he  must  incur  the  plague,  he  said. 
Quite  to  forego  the  pleasure  of  the  maid ; 
And  once  he  thought,  rather  than  lose  these  blisses^ 
Her  heavenly  sweets,  her  most  delicious  kisses. 
Her  soft  embraces  and  the  amorous  nights. 
That  he  should  often  spend  in  her  deUghts, 
He  would  be  quite  thrown  down  by  mortal  hands. 
From  the  best  place  where  his  bright  palace  stands ; 
But  afterwards  he  saw  with  better  sight. 
He  should  be  scorn 'd  by  every  mortal  wight. 
If  he  should  want  his  thunderbolts  to  beat 
Aspiring  mortals  from  his  glittering  seat ; 
Therefore  the  god  no  more  did  woo  or  move  her. 
But  left  to  seek  her  love,  though  not  to  love  her : 
Yet  he  forgot  not  that  he  wooed  the  lass. 
But  made  her  twice  as  beauteous  as  she  was. 
Because  his  wonted  love  he  needs  vrould  shew. 
This  have  I  heard,  but  yet  not  thought  it  true  i 
And  whether  her  clear  beauty  was  so  bright. 
That  it  could  dazzle  the  immortal  sight 
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Of  gods,  and  make  them  for  her  love  despair, 

I  do  not  know,  but  sure  the  maid  was  fair. 

Yet  the  fair  nymph  was  never  seen  resort 

Unto  the  savage  and  the  bloody  sport 

Of  chaste  Diana,  nor  was  ever  wont 

To  bend  a  bow,  nor  never  used  to  hunt ; 

Nor  did  she  ever  strive  with  pretty  cunning 

To  overgo  her  fellow  nymphs  in  running  : 

For  she  was  the  fair  water-nymph  alone 

That  unto  chaste  Diana  was  unknown. 

It  is  reported  that  her  fellows  used 

To  bid  her  (though  the  beauteous  nymph  refused) 

To  take  a  painted  quiver  or  a  dart, 

And  put  her  lazy  idleness  apart 

But  she  would  none  ;  but  in  the  fountains  swims,. 

Where  oft  she  washeth  o'er  her  snowy  limbs  : 

Sometimes  she  comb'd  her  soft  dishevelled  hair, 

Which  vnth  a  fillet  tied  she  oft  did  wear  ; 

But  sometimes  loose  she  let  it  hang  behind, 

When  she  was  pleased  to  grace  the  eastern  wind, 

For  up  and  down  it  would  her  tresses  hurl, 

And  as  she  went  it  made  her  loose  hair  curl : 

Oft  in  the  water  did  she  see  her  face, 

And  oft  she  used  to  practise  what  quaint  grace 

Might  well  become  her,  and  what  comely  feature 

Might  be  best  fitting  so  divine  a  creature. 

Her  skin  was  with  a  thin  veil  overthrown, 

Through  which  her  naked  beauty  clearly  shone ; 

She  used  in  this  light  raiment  as  she  was 

To  spread  her  body  on  the  dewy  grass  : 

Sometimes  by  her  own  fountain  as  she  walks 

She  nipt  the  flowers  from  off  the  fertile  stalks, 

And  with  a  garland  of  the  sweating  vine 

Sometimes  she  doth  her  beauteous  front  entwine. 

But  she  was  gathering  flowers  vnth  her  white  hand, 

When  she  behdd  Hermaphroditus  stand 

By  her  clear  fountain,  wond'ring  at  the  sight. 

That  there  was  any  brook  could  be  so  bright ; 

For  this  was  the  bright  river  where  the  boy 

Did  die  himself,  that  he  could  not  enjoy 

Himself  in  pleasure,  nor  could  taste  the  blisses 

Of  his  own  melting  and  delicious  kisses. 

Here  did  she  see  him,  and  by  Venus'  law 

She  did  desire  to  have  him  as  she  saw : 

But  the  fair  nymph  had  never  seen  the  place 

Where  the  boy  was,  nor  his  enchanting  face, 

But  by  an  uncouth  accident  of  love 

Betwixt  great  Phoebus  and  the  son  of  Jove, 

Light-headed  Bacchus  :  for  upon  a  day 

As  the  boy-god  was  keeping  on  his  way. 

Bearing  his  vine-leaves  and  his  ivy-bands 

To  Naxos,  where  his  house  and  temple  stands. 

He  saw  the  nymph,  and  seeing  he  did  stay. 

And  threw  his  leaves  and  ivy-bands  away. 

Thinking  at  first  she  was  of  heavenly  birth, 

Some  g(^dess  that  did  live  upon  the  earth  ; 

Virgin  Diana  that  so  lovely  shone 

When  she  did  court  her  sweet  Endymion ; 

Bat  he,  a  god,  at  last  did  plainly  see 

She  had  no  mark  of  immortality  : 

Unto  the  nymph  went  the  young  god  of  vnne, 

Whose  head  was  chafed  so  with  the  bleeding  vine 

That  now  or  fear  or  terror  he  had  none. 

But  'gan  to  court  her  as  she  sat  alone. 

"  Fairer  than  fairest !  **  (thus  began  his  speech) 

**  Would  but  your  radiant  eye  please  to  enrich 

My  eye  with  looking,  or  one  glance  to  give 

Whereby  my  other  parts  may  feed  and  live. 

Or  with  one  sight  my  senses  to  inspire 

Far  livelier  than  the  stol'tt  Promethean  fire  ; 


Then  might  I  live ;  then  by  the  sunny  light 
That  should  proceed  from  thy  chief  radiant  sight, 
I  might  survive  to  ages  ;  but  that  missing," — 
(At  that  same  word  he  would  have  fain  been  kiss- 

ing)— 
"  I  pine,"fair  nymph ;  oh,  never  let  me  die 

For  one  poor  glance  from  thy  translucent  eye, 

Far  more  transparent  than  the  clearest  brook." 

The  nymph  was  taken  with  his  golden  hook  ; 

Yet  she  turn'd  back  and  would  have  tripp'd  away. 

But  Bacchus  forced  the  lovely  maid  to  stay. 

Asking  her  why  she  struggled  to  be  gone. 

Why  such  a  nymph  should  wish  to  live  alone  ? 

Heaven  never  made  her  fair  that  she  should  vaunt 

She  kept  all  beauty,  yet  would  never  grant 

She  should  be  bom  so  beauteous  from  her  mother. 

But  to  reflect  her  beauty  on  another : 

"  Then  vnth  a  sweet  kiss  cast  thy  beams  on  me, 

And  I'll  reflect  them  back  again  on  thee. 

At  Naxos  stands  my  temple  and  my  shrine. 

Where  I  do  press  the  lusty  swelling  vine  ; 

There  with  green  ivy  shall  thy  head  be  bound. 

And  with  the  red  grape  be  encircled  round ; 

There  shall  Silenus  sing  unto  thy  praise 

His  drunken  reeling  songs  and  tippling  lays. 

Come  hither,  gentle  nymph." — Here  blushed  the 

maid. 

And  fain  she  would  have  gone,  but  yet  she  stayed. 

Bacchus  perceived  he  had  o'ercome  the  lass. 

And  down  he  throws  her  in  the  dewy  grass. 

And  kissed  the  helpless  nymph  upon  the  ground, 

And  would  have  strayed  beyond  that  lawful  bound. 

This  saw  bright  Phoebus,  for  his  glittering  eye 

Sees  all  that  lies  below  the  starry  sky  ; 

And  for  an  old  affection  that  he  bore 

Unto  this  lovely  nymph  long  time  before, 

(For  he  would  oft  times  in  his  circle  stand, 

And  sport  himself  upon  her  snowy  hand ;) 

He  kept  her  from  the  sweets  of  Bacchus'  bed. 

And  'gainst  her  will  he  saved  her  maidenhead. 

Bacchus  perceiving  this,  apace  did  hie 

Unto  the  palace  of  swift  Mercury ; 

But  he  did  find  him  far  below  his  birth, 

Drinking  vnth  thieves  and  catchpoles  on  the  earth. 

And  they  were  parting  what  they  stole  to-day. 

In  consultation  for  to-morrow's  prey. 

To  him  went  youthful  Bacchus,  and  began 

To  shew  his  cause  of  grief  against  the  Sun ; 

How  he  bereft  him  of  the  heavenly  blisses. 

His  sweet  delight,  his  nectar-flowing  kisses. 

And  other  sweeter  sweets  that  he  had  won 

But  for  the  malice  of  the  bright-faced  Sun ; 

Intreating  Mercury  by  all  the  love 

That  had  him  borne  amongst  the  sons  of  Jove, 

(Of  which  they  two  were  part)  to  stand  his  friend 

Against  the  God  that  did  him  so  offend. 

The  quaint-tongued  issue  of  great  Atlas'  race, 

Swift  Mercury,  that  vnth  de%htful  grace. 

And  pleasing  accents  of  his  feigned  tongue, 

Had  oft  reform'd  a  rude  uncivil  throng 

Of  mortals,  that  great  messenger  of  Jove, 

And  all  the  meaner  gods  that  dwell  above, 

He  whose  acute  vrit  was  so  quick  and  sharp 

In  the  invention  of  the  crooked  harp  ; 

He  that's  so  cunning  with  his  jesting  sleights 

To  steal  from  heavenly  Gods,  or  earthly  wights. 

Bearing  a  great  hate  in  his  grieved  breast 

Against  that  great  commander  of  the  West, 

Bright-faced  ApoUo  ;  for  upon  a  day 

Young  Mercury  did  steal  his  beasts  away  ; 
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Which  the  great  Grod  perceiTing,  itraight  did  show 

The  piercing  arrows  and  the  fearful  bow 

That  kill*d  great  Pithon,  and  with  that  did  threat  him. 

To  bring  his  beasts  again,  or  he  would  beat  him ; 

Which  Mercnry  perceiving,  unespied, 

Did  closely  steal  his  arrows  from  his  side  : 

For  this  old  grudge  he  was  the  easier  won 

To  help  young  Bacchus  'gainst  the  fiery  Sun. 

And  now  the  Sun  was  in  the  middle  way, 
And  had  overcome  the  one  half  of  the  day ; 
Scorching  so  hot  upon  the  reeking  sand 
That  lies  upon  the  mere  Egyptian  land, 
That  the  hot  people,  burnt  even  from  their  birth, 
Do  creep  again  into  their  mother  Earth : 
When  Mercury  did  take  his  powerful  wand. 
His  charming  caduceus  in  his  hand, 
And  the  thick  beaver  which  he  used  to  wear, 
When  aught  from  Jove  he  to  the  Sun  did  bear, 
That  did  protect  him  from  the  piercing  light 
Which  did  proceed  from  Phoebus'  glittering  sight ; 
Clad  in  these  powerful  ornaments  he  flies 
With  out-stretcht  wings  up  to  the  azure  skies, 
Where,  seeing  Phoebus  in  his  orient  shrine, 
He  did  so  well  revenge  the'god  of  wine. 
That,  whilst  the  Sun  wonders  his  chariot  reels, 
The  crafty  god  had  stol'n  away  his  wheels. 
Which  when  he  did  perceive  he  down  did  slide, 
(Laying  his  golden  coronet  aside*) 
From  the  bright  spangled  firmament  above. 
To  seek  the  nymph  that  Bacchus  so  did  love, 
And  found  her  looking  in  the  wat'ry  glass, 
To  see  how  dear  her  radiant  beauty  was : 
And  (for  he  had  but  little  time  to  stay, 
Because  he  meant  to  finish  out  his  day) 
At  the  first  sight  he  'gan  to  make  his  moan. 
Telling  her  how  bis  fiery  wheels  were  gone ; 
Promising  her  if  she  would  but  obtain 
The  wheels  that  Mercury  had  stol'n  agalny 
That  he  might  end  his  day,  she  should  enjoy 
The  heavenly  sight  of  the  most  beauteous  boy 
That  ever  was.    The  nymph  was  pleased  with  this. 
Hoping  to  reap  some  unaccustom'd  bliss. 
By  the  sweet  pleasure  that  she  should  enjoy 
In  the  blest  sight  of  such  a  melting  boy. 
Therefore  at  lus  request  she  did  obtain 
The  burning  wheels  that  he  had  lost  again ; 
Which  when  he  had  received,  he  left  the  land. 
And  brought  them  thither  where  his  coach  did  stand, 
And  there  he  set  them  on,  for  all  this  space 
The  horses  had  not  stirr'd  from  out  their  place  ; 
Which  when  he  saw  he  wept,  and  'gan  to  say, 
**  'Would  Mercury  had  stol'n  my  wheels  away 
When  Phafiton,  my  hair-brain'd  issue,  tried 
What  a  laborious  thing  it  was  to  guide 
My  burning  chariot!  then  he  might  have  pleased  me, 
And  of  a  father's  grief  he  might  have  eased  me : 
For  then  the  steeds  would  have  obey'd  his  will. 
Or  else  at  least  they  would  have  rested  still." 
When  he  had  done  he  took  his  whip  of  steel, 
Whose  bitter  smart  he  made  his  horses  feel ; 
For  he  did  lash  so  hard  to  end  the  day. 
That  he  was  quickly  at  the  western  sea. 
And  there  with  Thetis  did  he  rest  a  space, 
For  he  did  never  rest  in  any  place 
Before  that  time ;  but  ever  since  his  wheels 
Were  stol'n  away,  his  burning  chariot  reels 
Tow'rds  the  declining  of  the  parting  day ; 
Therefore  he  lights  and  mends  them  in  the  sea. 
And  though  the  poets  feign  that  Jove  did  make 
A  treble  night  for  fair  Alcmena's  sake. 


That  he  might  sleep  securely  with  his  love. 
Yet  sure  the  long  night  was  unknown  to  Jove : 
But  the  Sun's  wheels  one  day  disorder'd  morey 
Were  thrice  as  long  a-mending  as  before. 
Now  was  the  Sun  environ'd  with  the  sea. 
Cooling  his  wat'ry  tresses  as  he  lay. 
And  in  dread  Neptune's  kingdom  while  he  sleeps, 
Fair  Thetis  clips  him  in  the  wat'ry  deeps ; 
There  mermaids  and  the  Tritons  of  the  west, 
Strsining  their  voices  to  make  Titan  rest ; 
The  while  the  bUck  Night,  with  her  pithy  hand. 
Took  just  possession  of  the  swarthy  land. 
He  spent  the  darksome  hours  in  ^is  delight 
Giving  his  power  up  to  the  gladsome  Night; 
For  ne'er  before  he  was  so  truly  blest 
To  take  an  hour  or  one  poor  minute's  rest. 
But  now  the  burning  God  this  pleasure  feels 
By  reason  of  his  newly  crazed  wheels ; 
There  must  he  stay  until  lame  Vulcan  send 
The  fiery  wheels  which  he  had  took  to  mend. 

Now    all    the    night  the  smith  so   hard  had 
wrought,  . 
That  ere  the  Sun  could  wake  his  wheels 

brought ; 
Titan  being  pleased  with  rest  and  not  to  rise. 
And  loth  to  open  yet  his  slumbering  eyes. 
And  yet  perceiving  how  the  longing  sight 
Of  mortals  waited  for  his  glittering  fl^ht. 
He  sent  Aurora  from  him  to  the  sky 
To  give  a  glimpsing  to  each  mortal  eye. 
Aurora,  much  ashamed  of  that  same  place 
That  great  Apollo's  light  was  wont  to  grace. 
Finding  no  place  to  hide  her  shameful  head. 
Painted  her  chaste  cheeks  with  a  blushing  red. 
Which  ever  since  remain'd  upon  her  fsoe 
In  token  of  her  new-received  disgrace : 
Therefore  she  not  so  white  as  she  had  beeo. 
Loathing  of  every  mortal  to  be  seen. 
No  sooner  'gan  the  rosy-flnger'd  Mom 
Kiss  every  flower  that  by  her  dew  is  bom. 
But  from  the  golden  window  she  doth  peep 
When  the  most  part  of  earthly  creatures  sleep. 
By  this  bright  Titan  opened  had  his  eves, 
Aqd  'gan  to  jerk  his  horses  through  the  skies. 
And  taking  in  his  hand  his  fiery  whip. 
He  made  ^ous  and  swift  ^thon  skip 
So  fast,  that  straight  he  dazzled  had  the  sight 
Of  fair  Aurora,  glad  to  see  his  light. 

And  now  the  Son  in  all  his  fiery  haste 
Did  call  to  mind  his  promise  lately  past. 
And  all  the  vows  and  oaths  that  he  did  pais 
Unto  fkir  Salmacis,  the  beauteous  lass : 
For  he  had  promised  her  she  should  enjoy 
So  lovely,  fair,  and  sudi  a  wdUshaped  boy, 
As  ne'er  before  his  own  all-seeing  eye 
Saw  from  his  bright  seat  in  the  starry  sky. 
Remembering  this  he  sent  the  boy  that  way 
Where  the  clear  fountain  of  the  &r  nymph  lay; 
There  was  he  come  to  seek  some  pleasing  brook. 
No  sooner  came  he  but  the  nymph  was  struck, 
And  though  she  longed  to  embrace  the  boy. 
Yet  did  the  nymph  a  while  defer  her  joy. 
Till  she  had  bound  up  her  loose  flagging  hair. 
And  well  ordered  the  garments  she  did  wear, 
Feigning  her  conut'nance  with  a  lover's  care, 
And  did  deserve  to  be  accounted  fair ; 
When  thus  much  spake  she  while  the  boy  abode, 
*'  O  boy,  more  worthy  to  be  thought  a  god ! 
Thou  may'st  inhabit  in  the  glorious  place 
Of  gods,  or  may'st  proceed  from  human  net ; 


BEAUMONrS  POEMS. 


690 


Thoa  may'it  be  Cupid,  or  the  god  of  wine 

That  lately  wooed  me  with  the  swelling  fine  i 

But  whosoe'er  thon  art,  O  happy  he 

That  was  so  blest  to  be  a  sire  to  thee  ! 

Thy  happy  mother  is  most  blest  of  many» 

Biased  thy  suters,  if  her  womb  bare  any ; 

Both  fortunate,  Oh  I  and  thrice  happy  die 

Whose  too  much  blessed  breast  gave  suck  to  thee ! 

If  any's  wish  with  thy  sweet  bed  be  blest, 

Oh,  she  is  hr  more  happy  than  the  rest ! 

If  diou  hast  any,  let  her(name  be  known, 

Or  else  let  me  be  she,  if  thou  hast  none." 

Here  did  she  pause  awhile,  and  then  she  said, 

"  Be  not  obdurate  to  a  silly  maid ; 

A  flinty  heart  within  a  snowy  breast 

Is  like  base  mold  locked  in  a  golden  chest ; 

They  say  the  eye's  the  index  of  the  heart, 

And  shews  th'  affection  of  each  inward  part : 

Then  lore  plays  lively  there,  the  little  god 

Hath  a  dear  crystal  palace  of  abode ; 

Oh  !  bar  him  not  from  playing  in  thy  heart. 

That  sports  himself  upon  each  outward  part." 

Thus  much  she  spake,  and  then  her  tongue  was 

hush'd. 
At  her  loose  speech,  Hermaphroditus  blush'd ; 
He  knew  not  what  Iotc  was,  yet  love  did  shame 

him. 
Making  him  blush,  and  yet  his  blush  became  him. 
Then  might  a  man  his  lively  colour  see 
like  the  ripe  apple  on  a  sunny  tree. 
Or  ivory  dyed  o'er  with  a  pleasing  red, 
Or  like  the  pale  mom  being  shadowed. 
By  this  the  njrmph  recovered  had  her  tongue. 
That  to  her  thinking  lay  in  silence  long, 
And  said,  **  Thy  cheek  is  mild  :  Oh,  be  thou  so  ! 
Thy  cheek  saith,  aye,  then  do  not  answer,  no ; 
Thy  cheek  doth  shame,  then  do  thou  shame,"  she 
'*  It  is  a  man's  shame  to  deny  a  maid ;  [said, 

Thou  look'st  to  sport  with  Venus  in  her  bower, 
And  be  beloved  of  every  heavenly  power ; 
Men  are  but  mortals,  so  are  women  too. 
Why  should  your  thoughts  aspire  more  than  ours 
For  sure  they  do  aspire :  else  could  a  youth,     [do? 
Wliose  countenance  is  full  of  spotless  truth, 
Be  so  relentless  to  a  virgin's  tongue  ? 
Let  me  be  wooed  by  thee  but  hdf  so  long ; 
With  half  those  terms  do  but  my  love  require. 
And  I  will  easily  grant  thee  thy  desire : 
Ages  are  bad  when  men  become  so  slow, 
That  poor  unskilful  maids  are  forced  to  woo." 

Her  radiant  beauty  and  her  subtle  art 
So  deeply  struck  Hermaphroditus'  heart, 
That  she  had  won  his  love,  but  that  the  light 
Of  her  translucent  eye  did  shine  too  bright ; 
For  long  he  looked  upon  the  lovely  maid. 
And  at  the  last  Hermaphroditus  said ; 
*'  How  should  I  love  thee,  when  I  do  espy 
A  far  more  beauteous  nymph  hid  in  thy  eye  ? 
When  thou  dost  love  let  not  that  nymph  be  nigh 

thee. 
Nor,  when  thou  woo'st,  let  that  same  nymph  be 

by  thee; 
Or  quite  obscure  her  from  thy  lover's  face. 
Or  hide  her  beauty  in  a  darker  place." 
By  this  the  nymph  perceived  be  did  espy 
None  but  himseUT  reflected  in  her  eye ; 
And,  for  himself  no  more  she  meant  to  shew  him. 
She  shut  her  eyes,  and  blindfold  thus  did  woo  him : 
**  Fair  boy,  tldnk  not  thy  beauty  can  dispense 
With  any  pain  due  to  a  bad  offence ; 


Remember  how  the  gods  punish'd  that  boy, 
That  scom'd  to  let  a  beauteous  nymph  enjoy 
Her  long-wished  pleasure ;  for  the  peevish  elf. 
Loved  of  all  others,  needs  would  love  himself : 
So  may'st  thou  love  perhaps :  thou  may'stbe  blest 
By  granting  to  a  luckless  nymph's  request ; 
Then  rest  awhile  with  me  amidst  these  weeds. 
The  Sun,  that  sees  all,  winks  at  lovers'  deeds. 
Phoebus  is  blind  when  love-sports  are  begun, 
And  never  sees  until  their  sports  be  done. 
Believe  me,  boy,  thy  blood  is  very  staid. 
Thou  art  so  lotk  to  kiss  a  youthfiil  maid : 
Wert  thou  a  maid  and  I  a  man,  111  shew  thee 
With  what  a  manly  boldness  I  would  woo  thee : 
'  Fairer  than  Love's  queen'  (thus  I  would  begin) 
'  Might  not  my  over-boldness  be  a  sin, 
I  would  entreat  this  favour,  if  I  could. 
Thy  roseate  cheeks  a  little  to  behold !' 
Then  would  I  beg  a  touch,  and  then  a  kiss. 
And  then  a  lower  yet  a  higher  bliss ; 
Then  would  I  ask  what  Jove  and  Leda  did. 
When  like  a  swan  the  crafty  god  was  hid. 
What  came  he  for  ?  Why  did  he  there  abide  ? 
Surely  I  think  he  did  not  come  to  chide ; 
He  came  to  see  her  face,  to  talk  and  chat, 
To  touch,  to  kiss :  came  he  for  nought  but  that  ? 
Yes,  something  else :  what  was  it  he  would  have  ? 
That  which  all  men  of  maidens  ought  to  crave." 

This  said,  her  eyelids  wide  she  &d  display. 
But  in  this  space  tiie  boy  was  run  away ; 
The  wanton  speeches  of  the  lovely  lass 
Forced  him  for  shame  to  hide  him  in  the  grass. 
When  she  perceived  she  could  not  see  him  near  her. 
When  she  had  called,  and  yet  he  would  not  hear  her ; 
Look,  how,  when  autumn  comes,  a  little  space 
Paleth  the  red  blush  of  the  Summer's  face. 
Tearing  the  leaves,  the  Summer's  covering, 
Three  months  in  weaving  by  the  curious  Spring, 
Making  tiie  grass,  his  green  locks,  go  to  wrack. 
Tearing  each  ornament  from  off  his  back  : 
So  did  she  spoil  the  garments  she  did  wear. 
Tearing  whole  ounces  of  her  golden  hair. 
She,  thus  deluded  of  her  longed  bliss. 
With  much  ado  at  last  she  uttered  this : 
"  Why  wert  so  bashful,  boy  ?  Thou  hast  no  part 
Shews  thee  to  be  of  such  a  female  heart  1 
His  eye  is  grey,  so  is  the  Morning's  eye. 
That  blusheth  idways  when  the  day  is  nigh. 
Then  is  grey  eyes  the  cause  ?  that  cannot  be, 
The  grey-eyed  Mom  is  far  more  bold  than  he  ; 
For  with  a  gentle  dew  from  Heaven's  bright  tower, 
It  gets  the  maidenhead  of  every  flower : 
I  would  to  God  he  were  the  roseate  Mom, 
And  I  a  flower  firom  out  the  earth  new-bom. 
His  face  was  smooth  ;  Narcissus  face  was  so, 
And  he  was  careless  of  a  sad  nymph's  woe : 
Then  that's  the  cause ;  and  yet  that  cannot  be, 
Youthful  Narcissus  was  more  bold  than  he, 
Because  he  died  for  love,  though  of  his  shade ; 
This  boy  nor  loves  himself,  nor  yet  a  maid. 
Besides,  his  glorioas  eye  is  wondrous  bright ; 
So  is  the  fiery  and  all-seeing  light 
Of  Phoebus,  who  at  every  morning's  birth 
Blusheth  for  shame  upon  the  sullen  earth  : 
Then  that's  the  cause :  and  yet  that  cannot  be. 
The  fiery  Sun  is  far  more  bold  than  he ; 
He  nightly  kisseth  Thetis  in  the  sea ; 
All  know  the  story  of  LeucothoS. 
His  cheek  is  red,  so  is  the  fragrant  rose, 
Whose  raddy  cheek  with  over-blushing  glows ; 
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Then  that's  the  cause  :  and  yet  that  cannot  be« 
Each  blushing  rose  is  far  more  bold  than  he ; 
Whdse  boldness  may  be  plainly  seen  in  this. 
The  ruddy  rose  is  not  ashamed  to  kiss ; 
For  always,  when  the  day  is  new  begun, 
The  spreading  rose  will  kiss  the  morning  sun." 

This  said,  hid  in  the  grass  she  did  espy  him. 
And  stumbling  with  her  will,  she  fell  down  by  him, 
And  with  her  wanton  talk,  because  he  woo*d  not, 
Begg'd  that  which  he,  poor  novice,  understood  not. 
And  (for  she  could  not  get  a  greater  bliss) 
She  did  entreat  at  least  a  sister's  kiss  ; 
But  still  the  more  she  did  the  boy  beseech^ 
The  more  he  pouted  at  her  wanton  speech. 
At  last  the  nymph  began  to  touch  his  skin. 
Whiter  than  mountain-snow  hath  ever  been ; 
And  did  in  pureness  that  clear  spring  surpass 
Wherein  Acteon  saw  the  Arcadian  lass. 
Thus  did  she  dally  long,  till  at  the  last 
In  her  white  palm  she  lock'd  his  white  hand  fast ; 
Then  in  her  hands  his  wrist  she  'gan  to  close. 
When  through  his  pulses  straight  his  warm  blood 

glows, 
Whose  youthful  music,  fanning  Cupid's  fire, 
In  her  warm  breast  kindled  a  fresh  desire ; 
Then  did  she  lift  her  hand  unto  his  breast,  , 
A  part  as  white  and  youthful  as  the  rest, 
Where,  as  his  flow'ry  breath  still  comes  and  goes, 
She  felt  his  gentle  heart  pant  through  his  clothes. 
At  last  she  took  her  hand  from  off  ^t  port, 
And  said  it  panted  like  another  heart : 
*'  Why  should  it  be  more  feeble  and  less  bold  ? 
Why  should  the  blood  about  it  be  more  cold  ? 
Nay,  sure  that  yields,  only  thy  tongue  denies^ 
And  the  true  fancy  of  thy  heart  beUes. " 
Then  did  she  lift  her  hand  unto  his  chin. 
And  praised  the  pretty  dimpling  of  his  skin. 
But  straight  his  skin  she  'gan  to  overslip, 
When  she  beheld  the  redness  of  his  lip. 
And  said :  **  Thy  lips  are  soft,  press  ttiem  to  mine, 
And  thou  shalt  see  they  are  as  soft  as  thine." 
Then  would  she  fain  have  gone  unto  his  eyOi 
But  still  his  ruddy  lip  standing  so  nigh. 
Drew  her  hand  back,  therefore  his  eye  she  miss'd, 
'Ginning  to  clasp  his  neck,  and  would  have  kiss'd : 
But  then  the  boy  did  struggle  to  be  gone, 
Vowing  to  leave  her  in  that  place  alone : 
But  the  bright  Salmacis  began  to  fear, 
And  said  :  **  Fair  stranger,  I  will  leave  thee  here, 
Amid  these  pleasant  places  all  alone." 
So  turning  back,  she  feigned  to  be  gone : 
But  from  his  sight  she  had  no  power  to  pass. 
Therefore  she  turned  and  hid  her  in  the  grass  ; 
When  to  the  ground  bending  her  snow-white  knee» 
The  glad  earth  gave  new  coats  to  every  tree. 

He  then  supposing  he  was  all  alone, 
Like  a  young  boy  that  is  espied  of  none. 
Runs  here  and  there,  then  on  the  banks  doth  look, 
Then  on  the  crystal  current  of  the  brook  ; 
Then  with  his  feet  he  touch'd  the  silver  streams, 
Whose  drowsy  waves  made  music  in  their  dreams. 
And,  for  he  was  not  wholly  in,  did  weep, 
Talking  aloud  and  babbling  in  their  sleep : 
Whose  pleasant  coolness  when  the  boy  did  feel, 
He  thrust  his  foot  down  lower  to  the  heel. 
O'ercome  with  whose  sweet  noise  he  did  begin 
To  strip  his  soft  clothes  from  his  tender  skin. 
When  straight  the  scorching  Sun  wept  tears  of 

brine, 
Because  he  durst  not  touch  him  with  his  shine, 


For  fear  of  spoiling  that  same  ivory  skin 
Whose  whiteness  he  so  much  delighted  in ; 
And  then  the  Moon,  mother  of  mortal  easey. 
Would  fain  have  come  from  the  Antipodes 
To  have  beheld  him  naked  as  he  stood. 
Ready  to  leap  into  the  silver  flood ; 
But  might  not,  for  the  laws  of  Heaven  deny 
To  shew  men's  secrets  to  a  woman's  eye  : 
\nd  therefore  was  her  sad  and  gloomy  li^it 
Confined  unto  the  secret-keeping  night. 

When  beauteous  Salmacis  a  while  had  gasad 
Upon  his  naked  corpse,  she  stood  amazed. 
And  both  her  sparkling  eyes  burnt  in  her  face. 
Like  the  bright  sun  reflected  in  a  glass : 
Scarce  can  Ae  stay  from  running  to  the  boy. 
Scarce  can  she  now  defer  her  hoped  joy : 
So  fast  her  youthful  blood  plays  in  her  veins. 
That,  almost  mad,  she  scarce  herself  contains  ; 
When  young  Hermaphroditus,  as  he  stands 
Clapping  his  white  sides  with  his  hollow  hands* 
Leapt  lively  from  the  land  whereon  he  stood 
Into  the  main  part  of  the  crystal  flood ; 
Like  ivory  then  his  snowy  body  was, 
Or  a  white  lily  in  a  crystal  glass. 
Then  rose  the  water-nymph  from  where  she  ky. 
As  having  won  the  glory  of  the  day. 
And  her  light  garments  cast  from  off  her  skin, 
'*  He's  mine,"  she  cried,  and  so  leapt  8pri|;htly  in. 
The  flattering  iTy  who  did  ever  see 
Inclasp  the  huge  trunk  of  an  aged  tree. 
Let  him  behold  the  young  boy  as  he  stands 
Indaspt  in  wanton  Salmacis'  pure  hands ; 
Betwixt  those  ivory  arms  she  lockt  him  fiist. 
Striving  to  get  away  ;  till  at  the  last. 
Fondling  she  said,  '*  Why  striv*st  thou  to  begone? 
Why  should'st  thon  so  desire  to  be  alone  ? 
Thy  cheek  is  never  fair  when  none  is  by, 
For  what  is  red  and  white  but  to  the  eye  ? 
And  for  that  cause  the  heavens  are  dark  at  night, 
Because  all  creatures  close  their  weary  sight ; 
For  there's  no  mortal  can  so  early  rise 
But  still  the  morning  waits  upon  his  eyes. 
The  early-rising  and  soon-singing  lark 
Can  never  chant  her  sweet  notes  in  the  dark ; 
For  sleep  she  ne*er  so  little  or  so  long. 
Yet  still  the  morning  will  attend  her  song. 
All  creatures  that  beneath  bright  Cynthia  be 
Have  appetite  unto  society ; 
The  overflowing  waves  would  have  a  bonnd 
Within  the  confines  of  the  spadons  ground. 
And  all  their  shady  currents  would  be  phuaed 
In  hollow  of  the  solitary  waste. 
But  that  they  loath  to  let  her  soft  streams  sing 
Where  none  can  hear  their  gentle  murmuring." 
Yet  still  the  boy,  regardless  what  she  said. 
Struggled  apace  to  overswim  the  maid ; 
Which  when  the  nymph  perceived  she  'gas  to  lay, 
"  Struggle  thou  may'st,  but  never  get  away : 
So  grant,  just  gods,  that  never  day  may  see 
The  separation  'twizt  this  boy  and  me !" 

The  gods  did  hear  her  prayer,  and  feel  her  woe. 

And  in  one  body  they  began  to  grow. 

She  felt  his  youthful  blood  in  every  yein. 

And  he  felt  her's  warm  his  cold  breast  agnn ; 

And  ever  since  was  woman's  love  so  blert^ 

That  it  will  draw  blood  from  the  strongest  breist 

Nor  man  nor  maid  now  could  they  be  esteem'd, 

Neither  and  either  might  they  well  be  deem'd.        | 

When  the  young  boy,  Hermaphroditus,  saUl,  , 

With  the  set  voice  of  neither  man  nor 
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**  Swift  Mercury,  thon  author  of  my  life. 

And  thoQ  my  mother,  Vulcan's  lovely  wife. 

Let  your  poor  offspring's  latest  breath  be  blest 

In  but  obtaining  this  his  last  request : 

Grant  that  whoe'er,  heated  by  Phoebus'  beams. 

Shall  come  to  cool  him  in  these  silver  streams, 

May  never  more  a  manly  shape  retain, 

But  half  a  virgin  may  return  again." 

His  parents  hearken'd  to  his  last  request, 

And  with  that  great  pow'r  they  the  fountain  blest ; 

And  since  that  time  who  in  that  fountain  swims, 

A  maiden's  smoothness  seizeth  half  his  limbs. 


TBK   REMBDY   OF  LOVE. 

J!'rom  OM, 

When  Cupid  read  this  title,  straight  he  said, 
"  Wars.  I  perceive,  against  me  will  be  made.' 
But  spare,  oh  Love  I  to  tax  thy  poet  so, 
Who  oft  hath  borne  thy  eosign  'gainst  thy  foe  ; 
I  am  not  he  by  whom  thy  mother  bled. 
When  she  to  heaven  on  Mars  his  horses  fled. 
I  oft,  like  other  youths,  thy  flame  did  proye, 
And  if  thou  ask,  what  I  do  still  ?  I  love. 
Nay,  I  have  taught  by  art  to  keep  Love's  course, 
And  made  that  reason  which  before  was  force. 
I  seek  not  to  betray  thee,  pretty  boy, 
Nor  what  I  once  have  written  to  destroy. 
If  any  love,  and  And  his  mistress  kind. 
Let  him  go  on,  and  sail  with  his  own  wind ; 
But  he  that  by  his  love  is  discontented, 
To  save  his  life  my  verses  were  invented. 
Why  should  a  lover  kill  himself?  or  why 
Should  any,  with  his  own  grief  wounded,  die  ? 
Thon  art  a  boy,  to  play  becomes  thee  still. 
Thy  reign  is  soft ;  play  then,  and  do  not  kill ; 
Or  if  thou'lt  needs  be  vexing,  then  do  this, 
Make  lovers  meet  by  stealth,  and  steal  a  kiss : 
Make  them  to  fear  lest  any  overwatch  them, 
And  tremble  when  they  ilunk  some  come  to  catch 

them; 
And  with  those  tears  that  lovers  shed  all  night, 
Be  thou  content,  but  do  not  kill  outright. — 
Love  heard,  and  up  his  silver  wings  did  heave, 
And  said,  **  Write  on ;  I  freely  give  thee  leave.' 
Come  then,  all  ye  despised,  that  love  endure, 
I,  that  have  felt  the  wounds,  your  love  will  cure ; 
But  come  at  first,  for  if  you  make  delay. 
Your  sickness  will  grow  mortal  by  your  stay : 
The  tree,  which  by  delay  is  grown  so  big, 
In  the  beginning  was  a  tender  twig ; 
That  which  at  first  was  but  a  span  in  length. 
Will,  by  delay,  be  rooted  past  men's  strength. 
Resist  beginnings,  medicines  bring  no  curing 
Where  sickness  is  grown  strong  by  long  enduring. 
Wlien  first  thou  seest  a  lass  that  likes  thine  eye, 
Bend  all  thy  present  powers  to  descry 
Whether  her  eye  or  carriage  first  would  shew 
If  she  be  fit  for  love's  delights  or  no : 
Some  will  be  easy,  such  an  one  elect ; 
But  she  that  bears  too  grave  and  stem  aspect, 
Take  heed  of  her,  and  make  her  not  thy  jewel, 
£ither  she  cannot  love,  or  will  be  cruel. 
If  love  assail  thee  there,  betime  take  heed, 
Those  wounds  are  dangerous  that  inward  bleed ; 
He  that  to-day  cannot  shake  off  love's  sorrow, 
Will  certainly  be  more  unapt  to-morrow. 
Love  hath  so  eloquent  and  quick  a  tongue. 
That  he  will  lead  thee  all  thy  life  along. 


>y 


And  on  a  sudden  clasp  thee  in  a  yoke. 
Where  thou  must  either  draw,  or  striving  choke. 
Strive  then  betimes,  for  at  the  first  one  hand 
May  stop  a  water-drill  that  wears  the  sand ; 
But,  if  delayed,  it  breaks  into  a  flood. 
Mountains  will  hardly  make  the  passage  good. 
But  I  am  out,  for  now  I  do  begin 
To  keep  them  off,  not  heal  those  that  are  in. 

First,  tiierefore,  lovers,  I  intend  to  shew 
How  love  came  to  you,  then  how  he  may  go. 
You  that  would  not  know  what  love's  passions  be, 
Never  be  idle,  learn  that  rule  of  me. 
Ease  makes  you  love,  as  that  o'ercomes  your  wills, 
Ease  is  the  food  and  cause  of  all  your  ills. 
Turn  ease  and  idleness  but  out  of  door. 
Love's  darts  are  broke,  his  flame  can  bum  no  more. 
As  reeds  and  willows  love  the  water's  side, 
So  love  loves  with  the  idle  to  abide. 
If  then  at  liberty  ^you  fain  would  be, 
Love  yields  to  labour,  labour  and  be  free. 
Long  sleeps,  soft  beds,  rich  vintage,  and  high  feed- 
ing. 
Nothing  to  do,  and  pleasure  of  exceeding, 
DuUs  all  our  senses,  makes  our  virtue  stupid, 
And  then  creeps  in  that  crafty  villain  Cupid. 
That  boy  loves  ease  a'  life,  hates  such  a  stir. 
Therefore  thy  mind  to  better  things  prefer. 
Behold  thy  country's  enemies  in  arms. 
At  home  love  gripes  the  heart  in  his  sly  charms ; 
Then  rise  and  put  on  armour,  cast  off  sloth. 
Thy  labour  may  at  once  o'ercome  them  both ! 
If  this  seem  hard  and  too  unpleasant,  then 
Behold  the  law  set  forth  by  God  and  men  ; 
Sit  down  and  study  that,  that  thou  may'st  know 
The  way  to  guide  th3rself,  and  others  shew. 
Or  if  thou  lov'st  not  to  be  shut  up  so, 
Leam  to  assail  the  deer  with  trasty  bow. 
That  through  the  woods  thy  well-mouth'd  hounds 

may  ring,i 
Whose  echo  better  joys  than  love  will  sing : 
There  may'st  thou  chance  to  bring  thy  love  to  end ; 
Diana  unto  Venus  is  no  friend. 
The  country  will  afford  thee  means  enow. 
Sometimes  disdain  not  to  direct  the  plough ; 
To  follow  through  the  fields  the  bleating  lamb. 
That  mourns  to  miss  the  comfort  of  his  dam. 
Assist  the  harvest,  help  to  prune  the  trees. 
Graft,'  plant,  and  sow,  no  kind  of  labour  leese. 
Set  nets  for  birds,  with  hook'd  lines  bait  for  fish. 
Which  will  employ  thy  mind  and  fill  thy  dish ; 
That,  being  weary  with  these  pains,  at  night 
Sound  sleep  may  put  the  thoughts  of  love  to  flight. 
With  such  delights,  or  labours  as  are  these. 
Forget  to  love,  and  leam  thyself  to  please. 
But  chiefly  learn  this  lesson,  for  my  sake, 
Fly  from  her  far,  some  journey  undertake : 
I  know  thou'lt  grieve,  and  that  her  name  once  told. 
Will  be  enough  thy  journey  to  withhold ; 
But  when  thou  find'st  thyself  most  bent  to  stay. 
Compel  thy  feet  to  run  with  thee  away. 
Nor  do  thou  wish  that  rain  or  stormy  weather 
May  stay  your  steps,  and  bring  you  back  together ; 
Count  not  the  miles  you  pass,  nor  doubt  the  way. 
Lest  those  respects  should  turn  you  back  to  stay. 
Tell  not  the  clock,  nor  look  not  once  behind. 
But  fly  like  lightning,  or  the  northern  wind : 
For  where  we  are  too  much  o'ermatch*d  in  might, 
There  is  no  way  for  safe-guard  but  by  flight 
But  some  will  toxxnt  my  lines  too  hard  and  bitter : 
I  must  confess  tiiem  hard ;  but  yet  'tis  better 


702 


BEAUMONT'S  POEMS. 


To  fast  a  while,  that  health  may  he  proroked, 
Than  feed  at  plenteous  tables  and  be  choked. 
To  cure  the  wretched  body,  I  am  sure 
Both  fire  and  steel  thou  gladly  wilt  endure : 
Wilt  thou  not  then  take  pains  by  any  art 
To  cure  thy  mind,  which  is  thy  better  part  ? 
The  hardness  is  at  first,  and  that  once  past, 
Pleasant  and  easy  ways  will  come  at  last. 
I  do  not  bid  thee  striye  with  witches'  charms, 
Or  such  unholy  acts,  to  cure  thy  harms ; 
Ceres  herself,  who  all  these  things  did  know, 
Had  never  power  to  cure  her  own  love  so : 
No,  take  this  medicine,  (which  of  all  is  sure) 
I/abonr  and  absence  is  the  only  cure. 

But  if  the  fates  compel  thee  in  such  fashion. 
That  thou  must  needs  live  near  her  habitation. 
And  canst  not  fly  her  sight,  learn  here  of  me, 
Thou  that  would'st  fmin,  and  canst  not  yet  be  free: 
Set  all  thy  mistress'  faiults  befort  thine  eyes, 
And  all  thy  own  disgraces  well  advise ; 
Say  to  thyself,  that  *'  she  is  covetous. 
Hath  ta'en  my  gifts,  and  used  me  thus  and  thus ; 
Thus  hath  she  sworn  to  me,  and  thus  deceived ; 
Thus  have  I  hoped,  and  thus  have  been  bcavaved. 
With  love  she  feeds  my  rival,  while  I  starve, 
And  pours  on  him  kisses  which  I  deserve : 
She  follows  him  with  smiles,  and  gives  to  me 
Sad  looks  ;  no  lover's,  but  a  stranger's  fee. 
All  those  embraces  I  so  oft  desired. 
To  him  she  offers  daily  unrequired ; 
Whose  whole  desert,  and  half  mine  weighed  toge- 
ther. 
Would  make  mine  lead,  and  his  seem  oork  and 

feather; 
Then  let  her  go,  and,  since  she  proves  so  hard. 
Regard  thysdf,  and  give  her  no  regard." 
Thus  must  thou  school  thyself,  and  I  could  wish 
Thee  to  thyself  most  eloquent  in  this. 
But  put  on  grief  enough,  and  do  not  fear. 
Grief  will  eoforoe  thy  eloquence  t'  appear. 
Thus  I  myself  the  love  did  once  expel 
Of  one  wnose  coyness  vez'd  my  soul  like  helL 
I  must  confess  she  touch*d  me  to  the  quick. 
And  I,  that  am  physician,  then  was  rick ; 
But  this  I  found  to  profit:  I  did  still 
Ruminate  what  I  thought  in  her  was  ill ; 
And,  for  to  cure  myself^  I  found  a  way, 
Some  honest  slanders  on  her  for  to  lay : 
Quoth  I,  *'  How  lamely  doth  my  mistress  go  1 " 
(Although  I  must  confbss  it  was  not  so :) 
I  said  her  arms  were  crooked,  fingers  bent. 
Her  shoulders  bow'd,  her  legs  consumed  and  spent ; 
Her  colour  sad,  her  neck  as  dark  as  night, 
When  Venus  might  in  all  have  ta'en  delight. 
But  yet,  because  I  would  no  more  come  nigh  her. 
Myself  unto  myself  did  thus  bely  hsr. 
Do  thou  the  like,  and,  though  she  fair  appear, 
Think  vice  to  virtue  often  comes  too  near ; 
And  in  that  error  (though  it  be  an  error) 
Preserve  thyself  from  any  further  terror. 
If  she  be  round  and  plump,  say  she's  too  ht ; 
If  brown,  say  black,  and  thick,  who  cares  for  that? 
If  she  be  slender,  swear  she  is  too  lean. 
That  such  a  wendi  will  wear  a  man  out  dean. 
If  she  be  red,  say  she's  too  full  of  blood ; 
If  pale,  her  body  nor  her  mind  is  rood ; 
If  wanton,  say,  she  seeks  thee  to  £svour ; 
If  grave,  neglect  her,  say,  sbe  looks  too  sour. 
Nay,  if  she  have  a  fault,  and  thou  dost  know  it, 
Praise  it,  that  in  thy  presence  she  may  show  it : 


As,  if  her  voice  be  bad,  crack'd  in  Hie  ring. 

Never  give  over  till  thon  make  her  magi 

If  she  have  any  blemish  in  her  foot. 

Commend  her  dancing  still,  and  put  her  to^ ; 

If  she  be  rude  of  speech,  ineite  her  talk ; 

If  halting  lame,  provoke  her  madi  to  walk ; 

Or  if  on  instruments  she  have  araall  skiU, 

Reach  down  a  viol,  nrge  her  to  tiiat  still ; 

Take  any  way  to  ease  thy  own  distress* 

And  think  thoee  foults  be  idiich  are  nodung  len. 

Then  meditate  besidea  what  tiling  it  is 

That  makes  thee  stUl  in  love  to  go  amiM. 

Advise  thee  well,  for  as  the  world  now  goes. 

Men  are  not  caught  with  substance  but  with  shovi. 

Women  are  in  their  bodies  tom'd  to  Fkench* 

That  foce  and  body's  least  part  of  a  wench. 

I  know  a  woman  hath  in  love  been  troubled 

For  that  which  tailors  make,  a  find  neat  doublet; 

And  men  are  even  as  mad  in  their  desirii^. 

That  oftentimes  love  women  for  their  tiring : 

He  that  doth  so,  let  him  take  this  advice : 

Let  him  rise  early,  and  not  being  nice. 

Up  to  his  mistress*  chamber  let  him  hie 

Ere  die  arise,  and  there  he  shall  espj 

Such  a  confusion  of  disordered  things. 

In  boddice,  jewels,  tires,  wires,  lawns,  and  rings, 

That  sure  it  cannot  choose  bat  mad&  abhor  him. 

To  see  her  lie  in  pieces  thus  before  him ; 

And  find  those  things  shut  in  a  painted  box. 

For  which  he  loves  her  and  endures  her  mocks. 

Once  I  myself  had  a  great  mind  to  see 

What  kind  of  things  women  nndresaed  be ; 

And  found  my  sweetheart,  just  when  I  came  at  her. 

Screwing  her  teeth,  and  dipping  rags  in  water. 

She  mined  her  perriwig,  and  &nt  not  stay. 

But  put  it  on  in  haste  the  backward  way ; 

That,  had  I  not  o'  tii'  sudden  changed  my  mind, 

I  had  mutook  and  kiss'd  my  love  behind : 

So,  if  thou  wish  her  foults  should  rid  thy  cares. 

Watch  out  thy  time,  and  take  her  nnawam ; 

Or  rather  put  the  better  way  in  proof. 

Come  thon  not  near,  but  keep  thyself  aloof. 

If  all  this  serve  not,  use  one  medicine  mora. 

Seek  out  another  love,  and  her  adore ; 

But  choose  out  one  in  whom  thon  well  may'st  see 

A  heart  inclined  to  love  and  cherish  thee : 

For,  as  a  river  parted  slower  goes. 

So  love,  thus  parted,  still  more  evenly  fiova. 

One  anchor  will  not  serve  a  vessel  tall. 

Nor  is  one  hook  enou^  to  fish  withall ; 

He  that  can  solace  him  and  sport  widi  two. 

May  in  the  end  triumph  as  others  do. 

Thou,  that  to  one  hast  shewed  thyself  too  kind, 

May'st  in  a  second  much  more  comfort  find ; 

If  one  love  entertain  thee  with  despite. 

The  other  wUl  embra^se  thee  with  deligfat ; 

When  by  the  former  diou  art  made  aoeunt. 

The  second  will  contend  to  excel  die  first. 

And  strive  with  love  to  drive  her  fiom  thy  bnast : 

That  first  to  second  yields,  women  know  best. 

Or  if  to  yield  to  either  thon  art  loth. 

This  may  perhaps  acquit  thee  of  them  both : 

For  wh^  one  love  makes  odd,  two  shall  maie 


even; 


Thus  blows  with  Uows,  and  fire  with  fire's  o«t. 
driven.  [beart. 

Perchance  this  conree  will  tun  thy  first  lore's 
And  when  thine  is  at  ease,  cause  her's  to 
If  thy  love's  rival  stick  so  near  thy  side. 
Think,  women  can  oopartDsn 
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For  though  thy  mistress  never  means  to  love  thee, 

Yet  from  the  other's  love  she'll  strive  to  move  thee : 

Bat  let  her  strive,  she  oft  hath  vex'd  thy  heart, 

Suffer  her  now  to  bear  herself  a  part ; 

And  though  thy  bowels  bum  like  Etna's  fire. 

Seem  colder  far  than  ice,  or  her  desire  ; 

Feign  thyself  free,  and  sigh  not  overmuch, 

But  laugh  aloud  when  grief  thy  heart  doth  touch. 

I  do  not  bid  thee  break  through  fire  and  flame. 

Such  violence  in  love  is  much  to  blame ; 

But  I  advise  that  thou  dissemble  deep, 

And  all  thy  passions  in  thine  owa  breast  keep. 

Feign  thyself  well,  and  thou  at  last  shalt  see 

Thyself  as  well  as  thou  didst  feign  to  be : 

So  have  I  often,  whea  I  would  not  drink. 

Sat  down  as  one  asleep,  and  feign'd  to  wink, 

Till,  as  I  nodding  sat,  and  took  no  heed, 

I  have  at  last  fall'n  fast  asleep  indeed ; 

So  have  I  oft  been  angry,  feigning  spite. 

And,  counterfeiting  smiles,  have  laughed  outright ; 

So  love  by  use  doth  come,  by  use  doth  go, 

And  he  that  feigns  well  shall  at  length  be  so. 

If  e'er  thy  mistress  promised  to  receive  thee 

Into  her  bosom,  and  did  then  deceive  thee. 

Locking  thy  rival  in,  thee  out  of  door, 

Be  not  dejected,  seem  not  to  deplore. 

Nor  when  thou  seest  her  next  tdce  notice  of  it. 

But  pass  it  over,  it  shall  turn  to  profit : 

For  if  she  sees  such  tricks  as  these  perplex  thee, 

She  will  be  proud,  and  take  delight  to  vex  thee. 

Bat  i^she  prove  thee  constant  in  this  kind. 

She  will  begin  at  length  some  sleights  to  find. 

How  she  may  draw  thee  back,  and  keep  thee  still 

A  servile  captive  to  her  fickle  will. 

But  now  take  heed,  here  comes  the  proof  of  men. 

Be  thou  as  constant  as  thou  seemest  then : 

Receive  no  messages,  regard  no  lines. 

They  are  but  snares  to  catch  thee  in  her  twines ; 

Receive  no  gifts,  think  all  that  praise  her  flatter ; 

Whate'er  she  writes  believe  not  half  the  matter. 

Converse  not  with  her  servant,  nor  her  maid. 

Scarce  bid  good-morrow,  lest  thou  be  betray'd. 

When  thou  goest  by  her  door  never  look  back, 

And  though  she  call  do  not  thy  journey  slack. 

If  she  should  send  her  friends  to  talk  with  thee, 

Suffer  them  not  too  long  to  walk  with  thee ; 

Do  not  believe  one  word  they  say  is  sooth, 

Nor  do  not  ask  so  much  as  how  she  doth ; 

Yea,  though  thy  very  heart  should  bum  to  know. 

Bridle  thy  tongue,  and  make  thereof  no  show : 

Thy  careless  silence  shall  perplex  her  more 

Than  can  a  thousand  sighs  sigh'd  o'er  and  o'er. 

By  saying,  thou  lovest  not,  thy  loving  prove  not. 

For  he's  hr  gone  in  love, Uiat  says,  '*  1  love  not:" 

Then  hold  thy  peace,  and  shortly  love  will  die. 

That  wound  heals  best,  that  cures  not  by  and  by. 

But  some  will  say,  ''  Alas,  this  rule  is  hard ! 
Must  we  not  love  where  we  may  find  reward  ? 
How  should  a  tender  woman  bear  this  scorn. 
That  cannot,  without  art,  by  men  be  borne  ?  *' 
Mistake  me  not ;  I  do  not  wish  you  show 
Such  a  contempt  to  them  whose  love  you  know ; 
Bat  where  a  scornful  lass  makes  you  endure 
Her  slight  regarding,  there  I  lay  my  cure. 
Nor  think  in  leaving  love  you  wrong  your  lass. 
Who  one  to  her  content  already  has ; 
While  she  doth  joy  in  him,  joy  thou  in  any, 
Thou  hast,  as  well  as  she,  ^e  choice  of  many : 
Then,  for  thy  own  contempt,  defer  not  long, 
But  cure  thyself,  and  she  shall  have  no  wrong. 


Among  all  cures  I  chiefly  do  commend 
Absence  in  this  to  be  the  only  friend ; 
And  so  it  is,  but  I  would  have  ye  learn 
The  perfect  use  of  absence  to  discern. 
First  then,  when  thou  art  absent  to  her  sight. 
In  solitariness  do  not  delight : 
Be  seldom  left  alone,  for  then  I  know 
A  thousand  vexing  thoughts  will  come  and  go. 
Fly  lonely  walks,  and  uncouth  places  sad. 
They  are  the  nurse  of  thoughts  that  make  men  mad. 
Walk  not  too  much  where  thy  fond  eye  may  see 
The  place  where  she  did  give  love's  rights  to  thee: 
For  even  the  place  will  tell  thee  of  those  joys. 
And  turn  thy  kisses  into  sad  annoys. 
Frequent  not  woods  and  groves,  nor  sit  and  muse 
With  arms  across,  as  foolish  lovers  use ; 
For  as  thou  sitt'st  alone  thou  soon  shalt  find 
Thy  mistress'  face  presented  to  thy  mind, 
As  plainly  to  thy  troubled  phantasy, 
As  if  she  were  in  presence,  and  stood  by. 
This  to  eschew  open  thy  doors  all  day. 
Shun  no  man's  speech  that  comes  into  thy  way ; 
Admit  all  companies,  and  when  there's  none, 
Then  walk  thou  forth  thyself,  and  seek  out  one  ; 
When  he  is  found,  seek  more,  laugh,  drink,  and 
Rather  Uian  be  alone  do  anything.  [si^S  t 

Or  if  thou  be  constrained  to  be  alone, 
Have  not  her  picture  for  to  gaze  upon : 
For  that's  the  way,  when  thou  art  eased  of  pain. 
To  wound  anew  and  make  thee  sick  again ; 
Or  if  thou  hast  it,  think  the  painter's  skill 
Flattered  her  face,  and  that  she  looks  more  ill ; 
And  think,  as  thou  dost  musing  on  it  sit. 
That  she  herself  is  counterfeit  Uke  it : 
Or  rather  fly  all  things  that  are  inclined 
To  bring  one  thought  of  her  into  thy  mind ; 
View  not  her  tokens,  nor  think  on  her  words, 
But  take  some  book,  whose  learned  womb  affords 
Physic  for  souls,  there  search  for  some  relief 
To  *guile  the  time,  and  rid  away  thy  grief. 

But  if  thy  thoughts  on  her  must  needs  be  bent. 
Think  what  a  deal  of  precious  time  was  spent 
In  quest  of  her ;  and  that  thy  best  of  youth 
Languish'd  and  died  while  she  was  void  of  truth ; 
Think  but  how  ill  she  did  deserve  affection. 
And  yet  how  long  she  held  thee  in  subjection ; 
Think  how  she  changed,  how  ill  it  did  become  her, 
And  thinking  so,  leave  love,  and  fly  far  from  her. 
He  that  from  all  infection  would  be  free, 
Must  fly  the  place  where  the  infected  be : 
And  he  that  would  from  love's  affection  fly. 
Must  leave  his  mistress'  walks,  and  not  come  nigh. 
Sore  eyes  are  got  by  looking  on  sore  eyes. 
And  wounds  do  soon  from  new-heal'd  scars  arise ; 
As  embers  touch'd  with  sulphur  do  renew. 
So  will  her  sight  kindle  fresh  flames  in  you. 
If  then  thou  meet'st  her,  suffer  her  go  by  thee. 
And  be  afraid  to  let  her  come  too  nigh  thee  : 
For  her  aspect  will  cause  desire  in  thee, 
And  hungry  men  scarce  hold  from  meat  they  see. 
If  e'er  she  sent  thee  letters,  that  lie  by, 
Pemse  them  not,  they'll  captivate  thy  eye. 
But  lap  them  up,  and  cast  them  in  the  fire. 
And  wish,  as  they  waste,  so  may  thy  desire. 
If  e'er  thou  sent'st  her  token,  gift,  or  letter. 
Go  not  to  fetch  them  back ;  for  it  is  better 
That  she  detain  a  little  paltry  pelf. 
Than  thou  should'st  seek  for  them  and  lose  thyself : 
For  why  ?  her  sight  will  so  enchant  thy  heart 
That  thou  wilt  lose  thy  labour,  I  my  art. 
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But  if,  by  chance,  there  fortune  such  a  case. 
Thou  needs  must  come  where  she  shall  be  in  place, 
Then  call  to  mind  all  parts  of  this  discourse. 
For  sure  thou  shalt  have  need  of  all  thy  force. 
Against  thou  goest  curl  not  thy  head  and  halTi 
Nor  care  wheUier  thy  band  be  foul  or  fair ; 
Nor  be  not  in  so  neat  and  spruce  array 
As  if  thou  mean'st  to  make  it  holiday ; 
Neglect  thyself  for  once,  that  she  may  see 
Her  love  hath  now  no  power  to  work  on  thee ; 
And  if  thy  rival  be  in  presence  toOf 
Seem  not  to  mark,  but  do  as  others  do  ; 
Salute  him  friendly,  give  him  gentle  words, 
Return  all  courtesies  that  he  affords : 
Drink  to  him,  carve  him,  give  him  compliment ; 
This  shall  thy  mistress  more  than  thee  torment : 
For  she  will  think,  by  this  thy  careless  show, 
Thou  car' St  not  now  whether  she  love  or  no. 
But  if  thou  canst  persuade  thyself  indeed 
She  hath  no  lover,  but  of  thee  hath  need, 
That  no  man  loves  her  but  thyself  alone. 
And  that  she  shall  be  lost  when  thou  art  gone ; 
Thus  sooth  thyself,  and  thou  shalt  seem  to  be 
In  far  more  happy  taking  than  is  she. 
For  if  thou  think'st  she's  loved  and  loves  again, 
Hell-fire  will  seem  more  easy  than  thy  pain. 
But  chiefly  when  in  presence  thou  shalt  spy 
The  man  she  most  affecteth  standing  by, 
And  see  him  grasp  her  by  the  tender  hand. 
And  whispering  close,  or  almost  kissing  stand ; 
When  thou  shalt  doubt  whether  they  laugh  at  thee, 
Or  whether  on  some  meeting  tiiey  agree  ; 
If  now  thou  canst  hold  out,  thou  art  a  man. 
And  canst  perform  more  than  thy  teacher  can ; 
If  then  thy  heart  can  be  at  ease  and  free, 
I  will  give  o'er  to  teach,  and  learn  of  thee. 
But  this  way  I  would  take :  among  them  all, 
I  would  pick  out  some  lass  to  talk  withall. 
Whose  quick  inventions  and  whose  nimble  wit 
Should  busy  mine  and  keep  me  from  my  fit : 
My  eye  with  all  my  heart  should  be  a-wooing, 
No  matter  what  I  said  so  I  were  doing ; 
For  all  that  while  my  love  should  think  at  least 
That  I,  as  well  as  she,  on  love  did  feast ; 
And  though  my  heart  were  thinking  of  her  face. 
Of  her  unkindness  and  my  own  disgrace, 
Of  all  my  present  pains  by  her  neglect, 
Yet  would  I  laugh,  and  seem  without  respect. 
Perchance,  in  envy  thou  should'st  sport  with  any, 
Her  beck  will  single  thee  from  forth  of  many : 
But,  if  thou  canst,  of  all  that  present  are, 
Her  conference  alone  thou  should'st  forbear ; 
For  if  her  looks  so  much  thy  mind  do  trouble, 
Her  honied  speeches  will  distract  thee  double. 
If  she  begin  once  to  confer  with  thee. 
Then  do  as  I  would  do,  be  ruled  by  me  : 
When  she  begins  to  talk,  imagine  straight, 
That  now  to  catch  thee  up  she  lies  in  wait ; 
Then  caQ  to  mind  some  business  or  affair. 
Whose  doubtful  issue  takes  up  all  thy  care  ; 
That  while  such  talk  thy  troubled  fancies  stirs. 
Thy  mind  may  work,  and  give  no  heed  to  her's. 
Alas  !  I  know  men's  hearts,  and  that  full  soon, 
By  women's  gentle  words  we  are  undone ; 
If  women  sigh  or  weep,  our  souls  are  grieved, 
Or  if  they  swear  they  love,  they  are  believed. 
But  trust  not  thou  to  oaths  if  she  should  swear. 
Nor  hearty  sighs,  believe  they  dwell  not  there. 
If  she  should  griere  in  earnest  or  in  jest, 
Or  force  her  arguments  with  sad  protest, 


As  if  true  sorrow  in  her  eyelid  sate. 
Nay,  if  she  come  to  weeping,  trust  not  tiiat ; 
For  know  that  women  can  both  weep  and  smile. 
With  much  more  danger  than  the  crocodile. 
Think  all  she  doth  is  but  to  breed  thy  jwin. 
And  get  the  power  to  tyrannize  again  ; 
And  she  will  beat  thy  heart  with  trouble  more 
Than  rocks  are  beat  with  waves  upon  the  shore. 
Do  not  complain  to  her  then  of  thy  wrong. 
But  lock  thy  thoughts  within  thy  silent  tongue. 
Tell  her  not  why  thou  leav'st  her,  nor  declare 
(Although  she  ask  thee)  what  thy  torments  are. 
Wring  not  her  fingers,  gaze  not  on  her  eye ; 
From  thence  a  thousand  snares  and  arrows  fly  z 
No,  let  her  not  perceive,  by  sighs  and  signs* 
How  at  her  deeds  thy  inward  soul  repines. 
Seem  careless  of  her  speech,  and  do  not  hailc. 
Answer  by  chance  as  though  thou  didst  not  maik; 
And  if  she  bid  thee  home,  straight  promise  not. 
Or  break  ihj  word  as  if  thou  hadst  forgot ; 
Seem  not  to  care  whether  thou  come  or  no. 
And  if  she  be  not  earnest  do  not  go ; 
Feign  thou  hast  business,  and  defer  the  meeting, 
As  one  that  greatly  cared  not  for  her  greeting : 
And  as  she  talks  cast  thou  thine  eyes  elsewhere. 
And  look  among  the  lasses  that  are  there ; 
Compare  their  several  beauties  to  her  face. 
Some  one  or  other  vrill  her  form  disgrace ; 
On  both  their  faces  carry  still  thy  view. 
Balance  them  equally  in  judgment  tme  : 
And  when  thou  find'st  the  other  doth  excel 
(Yet  that  thou  canst  not  love  it  half  so  well) 
Blush  that  thy  passions  make  thee  dote  on  her 
More  than  on  those  thy  judgment  doth  prefer. 
When  thou  hast  let  her  speak  all  that  she  would, 
Seem  as  thou  hast  not  one  word  understood : 
And  when  to  part  with  thee  thou  see'st  her  best. 
Give  her  some  ordinary  compliment. 
Such  as  may  seem  of  courtesy,  not  love. 
And  so  to  other  company  remove. 
This  carelessness,  in  winch  thon  seem'st  to  be, 
(Howe'er  in  her)  will  work  this  change  in  tbee, 
That  thou  shalt  think,  for  using  her  so  slight. 
She  cannot  choose  but  turn  her  love  to  spite : 
And  if  thou  art  persuaded  once  she  hates. 
Thou  wilt  beware,  and  not  come  near  her  bsdts. 

But  though  I  wish  thee  constantly  bdieve 
She  hates  thy  sight,  thy  passions  to  deceive  ; 
Yet  be  not  thou  so  base  to  hate  her  too. 
That  which  seems  iU  in  her  do  not  thou  do  ; 
'Twill  indiscretion  seem,  and  want  of  wit, 
Wliere  thou  didst  love  to  hate  instead  of  it; 
And  thou  may'st  shame  ever  to  be  so  mated. 
And  joined  in  love  with  one  that  should  be  hated : 
Such  kind  of  love  is  fit  for  clowns  and  hinds. 
And  not  for  debonair  and  gentle  minds; 
For  can  there  be  in  man  a  madness  more 
Than  hate  those  lips  he  wish'd  to  kiss  before, 
Or  loath  to  see  those  eyes,  or  hear  that  voice 
Whose  very  sound  hath  made  his  heart  rejoice  ? 
Such  acts  as  these  much  indiacretioa  shews. 
When  men  from  kissing  turn  to  wish  for  bknvs : 
And  this  their  own  example  shews  so  naught. 
That  when  they  should  direct  they  must  be  taught: 
But  thou  wilt  say,  "  For  all  the  love  I  bear  her. 
And  all  the  service,  I  am  ne'er  the  nearer ;  ** 
And,  which  thee  most  of  all  doth  vex  like  belL, 
"  She  loves  a  man  ne*er  loved  her  half  so  weil : 
Him  she  adores,  but  I  must  not  come  at  her. 
Have  I  not  then  good  reason  for  to  hate  her  ? 
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I  answer,  no ;  for  make  the  cause  thine  own, 
And  in  thy  glass  her  actions  shall  be  shown : 
When  thoa  thyself  in  love  wert  so  far  gone, 
Say.  couldst  thou  love  any  but  her  alone  ? 
I  know  thou  could'st  not,  though  with  tears  and  cries 
These  had  made  deaf  thine  ears,  and  dim  thine  eyes : 
Would'st  thou  for  this  that  they  hate  thee  again  ? 
If  so  thou  would'st,  then  hate  thy  love  again : 
Your  faults  are  both  alike  ;  thou  lovest  her. 
And  she  in  love  thy  rival  doth  prefer : 
If  then  her  love  to  him  thy  hate  procure, 
Thou  should'st  for  loving  her  like  hate  endure  : 
Then  do  not  hate  ;  for  all  the  lines  I  write 
Are  not  address'd  to  turn  thy  love  to  spite, 
But  writ  to  draw  thy  doting  miud  from  love. 
That  in  the  golden  mean  thy  thoughts  may  move  ; 
In  which,  when  once  thou  &nd'st  thyself  at  quiet, 
Learn  to  preserve  thyself  with  this  good  diet : 

THB  CONCLUSION. 

Sleep  not  too  much  ;  nor  longer  than  asleep 

Within  thy  bed  thy  lazy  body  keep  ; 

For  when  thou,  warm  awake,  shall  feel  it  soft. 

Fond  cogitations  will  assail  thee  oft : 

Then  start  up  early,  study,  work,  or  write, 

Let  labour,  others'  toil,  be  thy  delight. 

Eat  not  too  much,  or  if  thou  much  dost  eat, 

Let  it  not  be  dainty  or  stirring  meat ; 

Abstain  from  wine,  although  thoa  think  it  good, 

It  sets  thy  meat  on  fire,  and  stirs  thy  blood ; 

Use  thyself  much  to  bathe  thy  wanton  limbs, 

In  coolest  streams  which  o'er  the  gravel  swims  : 

Be  still  in  gravest  company,  and  fly 

The  wanton  rabble  of  the  younger  fry. 

Whose  lustful  tricks  will  lead  thee  to  delight 

To  think  on  love,  where  thou  shalt  perish  quite  ; 

Come  not  at  all  where  many  women  are, 

But,  like  a  bird  that  lately  'scaped  the  snare, 

Avoid  their  garish  beauty,  fly  with  speed. 

And  learn  by  her  that  lately  made  thee  bleed ; 

Be  not  too  much  alone,  but  if  alone, 

Get  thee  some  modest  book  to  look  upon  ; 

But  do  not  read  the  lines  of  wanton  men, 

Poetry  sets  thy  mind  on  fire  again  : 

Abstain  from  songs  and  verses,  and  take  heed 

That  not  a  line  of  love  thou  ever  read. 


AN  XLBOT   ON  THB   LADY  ICARKHAtf. 

I    As  unthrifts  groan  in  straw  for  their  pawnM  beds. 
As  women  weep  for  their  lost  maidenheads, 

i    When  both  are  without  hope  or  remedy, 
Such  an  untimely  grief  I  have  for  thee. 

I  never  saw  thy  face,  nor  did  my  heart 
Urge  forth  mine  eyes  unto  it  whilst  thou  wert ; 
But  being  lifted  hence,  that,  which  to  thee 

,    Was  death's  sad  dart,  proved  Cupid's  shaft  to  me. 

I       Whoever  thinks  me  foolish  that  the  force 
Of  a  report  can  make  me  love  a  corse, 
Know  he  that  when  with  this  I  do  compare 
The  love  1  do  a  living  woman  bear, 
1  find  myself  most  happy :  now  I  know 
Where  I  can  find  my  mistress,  and  can  go 
Unto  her  trimm'd  bed,  and  can  lift  away 
Her  grass-green  mantle,  and  her  sheet  display ; 
And  touch  her  naked ;  and  though  th'  envious  mold 
In  which  she  lies  uncover'd,  moist,  and  cold, 
Strive  to  corrupt  her,  she  will  not  abide 

LWith  any  art  her  blemishes  to  hide, 
VOL.    II. 


As  many  living  do,  and  know  their  need ; 

Yet  cannot  they  in  sweetness  her  exceed, 

But  make  a  stink  with  all  their  art  and  skill. 

Which  their  physicians  warrant  with  a  bill ; 

Nor  at  her  door  doth  heaps  of  coaches  stay. 

Footmen  and  midwives  to  bar  up  my  way  ^ 

Nor  needs  she  any  maid  or  page  to  keep, 

To  knock  me  early  from  my  golden  sleep, 

With  letters  that  her  honour  all  is  gone, 

If  1  not  right  her  cause  on  such  a  one. 

Her  heart  is  not  so  hard  to  make  me  pay 

For  every  kiss  a  supper  and  a  play  : 

Nor  will  she  ever  open  her  pure  lipa- 

To  utter  oaths,  enough  to  drown  our  ships. 

To  bring  a  plague,  a  famine,  or  the  sword. 

Upon  the  land,  though  she  should  keep  her  word ; 

Yet,  ere  an  hour  be  past,  in  some  new  vein 

Break  them,  and  swear  them  double  o*er  again. 

Pardon  me,  that  with  thy  blest  memory 

I  mingle  mine  own  former  misery  : 

Yet  dare  I  not  excuse  the  fate  that  brought 

Tbese  crosses  on  me,  for  then  every  thought 

That  tended  to  thy  love  was  black  and  foul, 

Now  all  as  pure  as  a  new-baptiz*d  soul : 

For  I  protest,  for  all  that  I  can  see, 

I  would  not  lie  one  night  in  bed  with  thee ; 

Nor  am  I  jealous,  but  could  well  abide 

My  foe  to  lie  in  quiet  by  thy  side. 

You  worms,  my  rivals,  wbiUt  she  was  alive. 
How  many  thousands  were  there  that  did  strive 
To  have  your  freedom  ?  for  their  sake  forbear 
Unseemly  holes  in  her  soft  skin  to  wear : 
But  if  you  must  (as  what  worms  can  abstain 
To  taste  her  tender  body  ?)  yet  refrain 
With  your  disordered  eatings  to  deface  her. 
But  feed  yourselves  so  as  you  most  may  grace  her. 
First,  through  her  elir-tips  se«  you  make  a  pair 
Of  holes,  which,  as  the  moist  inclosed  air 
Turns  into  water,  may  the  clean  drops  take^ 
And  in  her  ears  a  pair  of  jewels  make. 
Have  ye  not  yet  enough  of  that  white  skin, 
The  touch  whereof,  in  times  past,  would  have  been 
Enough  to  have  ransom'd  many  a  thousand  soul 
Captive  to  love  ?  If  not,  then  upward  roll 
Your  little  bodies,  where  I  would  you  have 
This  Epitaph  upon  her  forehead  grave : 
**  Living,  she  was  young,  fair,  and  full  of  wit ; 
Dead,  all  her  faults  are  in  her  forehead  writ..'*' 


A  CBARM.. 

Slbbp,  old  man,  let  silence  charm  thee, 
Dreaming  slumbers  overtake  thee. 

Quiet  thoughts  and  darkness  arm  thee. 
That  no  creaking  do  awake  thee. 

Phoebe  hath  put  out  her  light, 

All  her  shadows  closing  ; 
Phcebe  lend  her  boms  to-night 

To  thy  head^s  disposing. 

Let  no  fatal  bell  nor  clock 
Pierce  the  hollow  of  thy  ear : 

Tongueless  be  the  early  cock. 
Or  what  else  may  add  a  fear*. 

Let  no>  rat  nor  silly  mouse 

Move  the  senseless  rushes. 
Nor  a  cough  disturb  this  house 

Till  Aurora  blushes. 

Come,  my  sweet  Corinna,  come, 
Laugh,  and  leave  thy  late  deploring : 

z  m 
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Sable  Midnight  makes  all  damby 
But  Uiy  j^ouB  huaband's  8iioriiig.« 

And  with  thy  sweet  perfam'd  kisses 

Entertain  a  stranger : 
Lpve's  delight,  and  sweetest  bliss  is 

Qot  with  greatest  danger. 


OK    THB    KARRI AOB    OF   A    BRAUTBOUS    TOUNO 
OBNTLBWOMAN   WITH    AM    ANCIBNT  MAN. 

FoNDLTi  too  carious  Nature,  to  adorn 

Aurora  with  the  blushes  of  the  morn : 

Why  do  her  rosy  lips  breathe  ^ms  and  spice. 

Unto  the  East,  and  sweet  to  Paradise? 

Why  do  her  eyes  open  the  day  ?  her  hand 

And  voice  in  trance  the  panther,  and  command 

Incensed  winds ;  her  breasts,  the  tents  of  love. 

Smooth  as  the  godded  swan,  or  Venus'  dove ; 

Soft  as  the  balmy  dew  whose  every  touch 

Is  pregnant ;  but  why  those  rich  spoils,  when  sooh 

Wonder  and  perfection  must  be  led 

A  bridal  captive  unto  Tithon's  bed  ? 

Ag'd,  and  deformed  Tithon  I  must  thy  twine 

Circle  and  blast  at  once  what  care  and  time 

Had  made  for  wonder  ?  must  pure  beauty  have 

No  other  foil  but  ruin  and  a  grave  ? 

So  have  I  seen  the  pride  of  Nature's  store. 

The  orient  pearl,  chained  to  the  sooty  Moor ; 

So  hath  the  diamond's  bright  ray  been  set 

In  night,  and  wedded  to  the  negro  jet. 

See,  see,  how  thick  those  showers  of  pearl  do  fall 

To  weep  her  ransom,  or  her  funeral, 

Whose  every  treasured  drop,  congealed,  might  bring 

Freedom  and  ransom  to  a  fettered  king, 

While  tyrant  Wealth  stands  by,  and  laughs  to  see 

How  he  can  wed  love  and  antipathy. 

Hymen,  thy  pine  bums  with  adulterate  fire  ; 

Thou  and  thy  quivered  boy  did  once  conspire 

To  mingle  equal  flames,  and  then  no  shine 

Of  gold,  but  beauty,  dressed  the  Paphian  shrine  ; 

Roses  and  lilies  kiss'd ;  the  amorous  vine 

Did  with  the  fair  and  straight-limb'd  elm  entwin& 


THE   6LANCB. 

Colo  Virtue  guard  me,  or  I  shaU  endure 
From  the  next  glance  a  double  calenture 
Of  fire  and  lust !  Two  flames,  two  Semeles, 
Dwell  in  those  eyes,  whose  looser  glowing  rays 
Would  thaw  the  frosen  Russian  into  lust. 
And  parch  the  negro's  hotter  blood  to  dust. 

Dart  not  your  balls  of  wild-fire  here ;  go  throw 
Those  flakes  upon  the  eunuch's  colder  snow. 
Till  he  in  active  blood  do  boil  as  high 
As  he  that  made  him  so  in  jealousy. 

When  that  loose  queen  of  love  did  dress  her  eyes 
In  the  most  taking  flame  to  win  the  prize 
At  Ida  ;  that  faint  glare  to  this  desire 
Burnt  like  a  taper  to  the  zone  of  fire  : 
And  could  she  then  the  lustful  youth  have  crowned 
With  thee  his  Helen,  Troy  had  never  found 
Her  fate  in  Sinon's  fire ;  thy  hotter  eyes 
Had  made  it  bum  a  quicker  sacrifice 
To  lust,  whilst  every  glance  in  subtle  wiles 
Had  shot  itself  like  lightning  through  the  piles. 

Go  blow  upon  some  equal  blood,  and  let 
Earth's  hotter  ray  engender  and  beget 
New  flames  to  dress  the  aged  Paphians'  quire^ 
And  lead  the  world  new  Cupids  borne  on  fire. 


Dart  no  more  here  those  flames,  nor  strive  to  thiov 
Your  fire  on  him  who  is  immured  in  soow ! 
Those  glances  work  on  me  like  the  weak  shine 
The  frosty  sun  throws  on  the  Appenine, 
When  the  hill's  active  coldness  doth  go  nesr 
To  freeze  the  gUmmering  taper  to  his  sphefe: 
Each  ray  is  lost  on  me,  like  the  faint  light 
The  glow-worm  shoots  at  the  cold  breast  of  nii^ 
Thus  virtue  can  secure  ;  but  for  that  name 
I  had  been  now  sin's  martyr,  and  your  flame. 


A  soNinrr* 

Flattrrino  Hope,  away  and  leave  me, 
She'll  not  come,  thou  dost  deceive  me ; 
Hark  the  cock  crows,  th*  envious  light 
Chides  away  the  silent  night ; 
Yet  she  comes  not,  oh  !  how  I  tire 
Betwixt  cold  fear  and  hot  desire. 

Here  alone  enforced  to  tarry 
While  the  tedious  minutes  marry. 
And  get  hours,  those  days  and  yean, 
Which  I  count  with  sighs  and  fears : 
Yet  she  comes  not,  oh  !  how  I  tire 
Betwixt  cold  fear  and  hot  desire. 

Restless  thoughts  a  while  remove 
Unto  the  bosom  of  my  love* 
Let  her  languish  in  my  pain. 
Fear  and  hope,  and  fear  again ; 
Then  let  her  tell  me,  in  love's  fire. 
What  torment's  like  unto  desire  ? 

Endless  wishing,  tedious  longing, 
Hopes  and  fears  together  thronging; 
Rich  in  dreams,  yet  poor  in  waking. 
Let  her  be  in  such  a  taking : 
Then  let  her  tell  me,  in  love's  fire. 
What  torment's  like  unto  desire  ? 

Come  then,  Love,  prevent  day's  eyeii%» 
My  desire  would  fain  be  dying  : 
Smother  me  with  breathless  kisses, 
Let  me  dream  no  more  of  blisses ; 
But  tell  me,  which  is  in  Love's  fire 
Best,  to  enjoy,  or  to  desire  ? 


TRUB   BBAUTY. 

Mat  I  find  a  woman  fidr. 
And  her  mind  as  dear  as  air, 
If  her  beauty  go  alone, 
'Tis  to  me  as  if 't  were  none. 

May  I  find  a  woman  rich, 
And  not  of  too  high  a  pitch  ; 
If  that  pride  should  cause  disdain. 
Tell  me,  lover,  where's  thy  gain  ? 

May  I  find  a  woman  vrise. 
And  her  falsehood  not  disgoise; 
Hath  she  wit  aa  she  hath  will, 
Double  arm'd  she  is  to  ill. 

May  I  find  a  woman  kind, 
And  not  wavering  like  the  wind : 
How  should  1  call  that  love  miae, 
When  'tis  his,  and  his,  and  thine  } 

May  I  find  a  woman  true. 
There  is  Beauty's  fairest  h«e, 
There  is  Beauty,  Love,  and  Wit: 
Happy  he  can  compass  it. 
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Nbtbr  more  will  I  protest. 
To  loTC  a  woman  bnt  io  jest : 
For  as  they  caxmot  be  true, 
So,  to  give  each  man  his  dae, 
When  the  wooing  fit  is  past 
Their  affection  cannot  last. 

Therefore,  if  I  chance  to  meet 
With  a  mistress  foir  and  sweet. 
She  my  service  shall  obtain, 
Loving  her  for  love  again : 
Thus  much  liberty  I  crave, 
Not  to  be  a  constant  slave. 

Bat  when  we  have  tried  each  other. 
If  she  better  like  another, 
Let  her  quickly  change  for  me, 
Then  to  change  am  I  as  free. 
He  or  she  that  loves  too  long 
Sell  their  freedom  for  a  song* 

X.0V<*S  FBEBDOIC. 

Wbt  should  man  be  only  tied 

To  a  foolish  female  thing, 
When  all  creatnres  else  beside, 
Birds  and  beasts,  change  every  spring  ? 
Who  woold  then  to  one  be  bound, 
When  so  many  may  be  found  ? 

Why  should  I  myself  confine 
To  the  limits  of  one  place, 
When  I  have  all  Europe  mine, 
Where  I  list  to  run  my  race. 
Who  would  then  to  one  be  bound, 
When  so  many  may  be  found  ? 

Would  you  think  him  wise  that  now 

Still  one  sort  of  meat  doth  eat, 
When  both  sea  and  bnd  allow 
Sundry  sorts  of  other  meat  ? 
Who  would  then  to  one  be  bound. 
When  so  many  may  be  found  ? 

Ere  old  Saturn  changed  his  throne, 

Freedom  reigned  and  banish'd  strife, 
Where  was  he  that  knew  his  own, 
Or  who  called  a  woman,  wife  ? 
Who  would  then  to  one  be  bound. 
When  so  many  may  be  found  ? 

Ten  times  happier  are  those  men 

That  enjoyed  those  golden  days  : 
Until  time  redress*t  again 
I  will  never  Hymen  praise. 
Who  would  then  to  one  be  bound, 
When  so  many  may  be  found  ? 

AN   BPITAPH. 

Hbrb  she  lies,  whose  spotless  fame 

Invites  a  stone  to  leard  her  name. 

The  rigid  Spartan,  that  denied 

Ad  epitaph  to  all  that  died. 

Unless  fbr  war,  in  charity 

Would  here  vouchsafe  an  elegy. 

She  died  a  wife,  but  yet  her  mind. 

Beyond  virginity  refined. 

From  lawless  fire  remain'd  as  free. 

As  now  from  heat  her  ashes  be. 

Her  husband,  yet  without  a  sin. 

Was  not  a  stranger,  but  her  kin ; 

That  her  diaste  love  might  seem  no  other 

To  her  husband  than  a  brother. 


Keep  well  this  pawn,  thou  marble  chest, 
Till  it  be  caU'd  for  let  it  rest ; 
For  while  this  jewel  here  is  set, 
The  grave  is  like  a  cabinet* 


▲  BOmtST. 

LiKB  a  ling  without  a  finger, 

Or  a  bell  without  a  ringer ; 

Like  a  horse  was  never  ridden. 

Or  a  feast  and  no  guest  bidden ; 

Like  a  well  without  a  bucket, 

Like  a  rose  if  no  man  pluck  it : 
Just  such  as  these  may  she  be  said 
That  lives,  ne'er  loves,  but  dies  a  maid. 

The  ring,  if  worn,  the  finger  decks, 
The  bell  pulled  by  the  ringer  speaks  ; 
The  horse  doth  ease  if  he  be  ridden, 
The  fJBBst  doth  please  if  guest  be  bidden  ; 
The  bucket  draws  the  water  forth. 
The  rose  when  plnck'd  is  still  most  worth  : 
Such  is  the  vii^n,  in  my  eyes, 
That  lives,  loves,  marries,  ere  she  dies. 

Like  to  a  stock  not  grafted  on. 

Or  like  a  lute  not  played  upon ; 

Like  a  jack  without  a  weight, 

Or  a  bark  without  a  freight ; 

Like  a  lock  without  a  key, 

Or  a  candle  in  the  day : 
Just  such  as  these  may  she  be  said 
That  lives,  ne'er  loves,  but  dies  a  maid. 

The  grafted  stock  doth  bear  best  fruit, 
There's  music  in  the  finger'd  lute : 
The  weight  doth  make  the  jack  go  ready. 
The  freight  doth  make  the  bark  go  steady ; 
The  key  the  lock  doth  open  rig^t. 
The  candle's  useful  in  the  night : 
Such  is  the  virgin,  in  my  eyes. 
That  lives,  loves,  marries,  ere  she  dies. 

Like  a  call  without,  "  Anon,  sir ! " 

Or  a  question  and  no  answer ; 

Like  a  ship  was  never  rigg'd. 

Or  a  mine  was  never  digg'd ; 

Like  a  wound  without  a  tent, 

Or  civet-box  without  a  scent  t 
Just  such  as  these  may  she  be  said 
That  lives,  ne'er  loves,  but  dies  a  maid. 

Th'  Anon,  sir  1  doth  obey  the  call. 
The  question  answered  pleaseth  all ; 
Who  rigs  a  ship  sails  with  the  wind. 
Who  digs  a  mine  doth  treasure  find ; 
The  wound  by  wholesome  tent  hath  ease. 
The  box  perfumed  the  senses  please : 
Such  is  the  virgin,  in  my  eyes, 
That  Uves,  loves,  marries,  ere  she  dies. 

Like  marrow-bone  was  never  broken. 
Or  commendations  and  no  token ; 
Like  a  fort  and  none  to  win  it, 
Or  like  the  moon  and  no  man  in  it ; 
Like  a  school  without  a  teacher. 
Or  like  a  pulpit  and  no  preacher : 
Just  such  as  these  may  she  be  said 
That  lives,  ne'er  loves,  but  dies  a  maid. 

The  broken  marrow-bone  is  sweet, 
The  token  doth  adorn  the  g^et ; 
There's  triumph  in  the  fort  being  won. 
The  man  rides  glorious  in  the  moon  ; 

g  g  i 
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The  school  is  by  the  teacher  stilPd, 

The  pulpit  by  the  preacher  fiU'd  : 
Such  is  the  virgin,  in  my  eyes. 
That  lives,  loves,  marries,  ere  she  dies. 

Like  a  cage  without  a  bird, 

Or  a  thing  too  long  deferred  ; 

Like  the  gold  was  never  tried, 

Or  the  ground  unoccupied ; 

Like  a  house  that's  not  possessed, 

Or  the  book  was  never  press'd  : 

Just  such  as  these  may  she  be  said  | 

That  lives,  ne'er  loves,  but  dies  a  maid. 

The  bird  in  cage  doth  sweetly  sing, 

Due  season  prefers  every  thing ; 

The  gold  that*s  tried  from  dross  is  pured» 

There's  profit  in  the  ground  manured  ; 

The  house  is  by  possession  graced. 

The  book  when  press'd  is  then  embraced : 
Such  is  the  virgin,  in  my  eyes, 
That  lives,  loves,  marries,  ere  she  diea. 

A   FUNERAL  SLIOY   ON   TBB   DEATH   OF  THE 
LADY    PENELOPE    CLIFTON. 

Since  thou  art  dead,  Clifton,  the  world  may  see 

A  certain  end  of  flesh  and  blood  in  thee ; 

Till  then  a  way  was  left  for  man  to  cry, 

Flesh  may  be  made  so  pure  it  cannot  die ; 

But  now  thy  unexpected  death  doth  strike 

"With  grief  the  better  and  the  worse  alike ; 

The  good  are  sad  they  are  not  with  thee  there. 

The  bad  have  found  they  must  not  tarry  here. 

Death,  I  confess,  'tis  just  in  thee  to  try 

Thy  pow'r  on  us,  for  thou  thyself  must  die ; 

Thou  pay'st  but  wages.  Death,  yet  1  would  know 

What  strange  delight  thou  tak'st  to  pay  them  so ; 

When  thou  com'st  face  to  face  thoa  strik'st  us 

And  all  our  liberty  is  to  dispute  [mute 

Viith.  thee  behind  thy  back,  which  I  will  use  : 

If  thou  hadst  bravery  in  thee,  thou  wouldst  choose 

(Since  thou  art  absolute,  and  canst  controul 

All  things  beneath  a  reasonable  soul) 

Some  look'd  for  way  of  killing ;  if  her  day 

Had  ended  in  a  fire,  a  sword,  or  sea. 

Or  hadst  thou  come  hid  in  a  hundred  years 

To  make  an  end  of  all  her  hopes  and  fears. 

Or  any  other  way  direct  to  thee 

Which  Nature  might  esteem  an  enemy. 

Who  would  have  chid  thee?  now  it  shews  thy  hand 

Desires  to  cozen  where  it  might  command : 

Thou  art  not  prone  to  kill,  but  where  th'  intent 

Of  those  that  suffer  is  their  nourishment ; 

If  thou  canst  steal  into  a  dish,  and  creep 

When  all  is  still  as  though  into  a  sleep, 

And  cover  thy  dry  body  with  a  draught, 

Whereby  some  innocent  lady  may  be  caught. 

And  cheated  of  her  life,  then  thou  wilt  come 

And  stretch  thyself  upon  her  early  tomb. 

And  laugh  as  pleased,  to  shew  thou  canst  devour 

Mortality  as  well  by  wit  as  pow'r. 

I  would  thou  hadst  had  eyes,  or  not  a  dart. 

That  yet  at  least,  the  clothing  of  that  heart 

Thou  Btruck'st  so  spitefully  might  have  appear*d 

To  thee,  and  with  a  reverence  have  been  fear*d : 

But  since  thou  art  so  blind,  receive  from  me 

Who  'twas  on  whom  thou  wrought'st  this  tragedy ; 

She  was  a  lady,  who  for  public  fame, 

Never  (since  she  in  thy  protection  came, 

Who  sett'st  all  living  tongues  at  lar^)  received 

A  blemish ;  with  her  beauty  she  deceived 

I   -   


No  man ;  when  taken  with  it,  they  agree 
'Twas  Nature's  fault,  when  from  'em  'twas  in  thee. 
And  such  her  virtue  was,  that  although  she 
Received  as  much  joy,  having  pass'd  through  thee, 
As  ever  any  did ;  yet  hath  thy  hate 
Made  her  as  little  better  in  her  state. 
As  ever  it  did  any  being  here ; 
She  lived  with  us  as  if  she  had  been  there. 
Such  ladies  thou  canst  kill  no  more,  but  so 
I  give  thee  warning  here  to  kill  no  moe ; 
For  if  thou  dost,  my  pen  shall  make  the  rest 
Of  those  that  live,  especially  the  best. 
Whom  thou  most  thirstest  for,  to  abandon  all 
Those  fruitless  things,  which  thou  wouldst  have  as 
Preservatives,  keeping  their  diet  so,  [call 

As  the  long-living  poor  their  neighbours  do : 
Then  shall  we  have  them  long,  and  they  at  hut 
Shall  pass  from  thee  to  her,  but  not  so  lasL 

TBB   examination  OF  BIS  ICIETKESS's 
PERFECTIONS. 

Stand  still  my  ^lappiness,  and  swelling  heart 
No  more,  till  I  consider  what  thou  art. 
Desire  of  knowledge  was  man's  fatal  vice. 
For  when  our  parents  were  in  paradise, 
Though  they  themselves,  and  all  they  saw  was  good, 
They  thought  it  nothing  if  not  understood ; 
And  I  (part  of  their  seed  struck  with  their  sin) 
Though  by  their  bounteous  favour  I  be  in 
A  paradise  where  I  may  freely  taste 
Of  all  the  virtuous  pleasures  which  thou  hast, 
Wanting  that  knowledge,  must  in  all  my  bliss 
Err  with  my  parents,  and  ask  what  it  is. 

My  faith  saith  'tis  not  Heaven,  and  I  dareivetf 
If  it  be  Hell  no  sense  of  pain  is  there  ; 
Sure  'tis  some  pleasant  place,  where  I  may  sttj. 
As  I  to  Heaven  go  in  the  middle  w«y. 
Wert  thou  but  fair  and  no  whit  virtuous. 
Thou  wert  no  more  to  me  but  a  fair  house 
Haunted  with  spirits,  from  which  men  do  themhkss. 
And  no  man  will  half  furnish  to  possess  : 
Or  hadst  thou  worth  wrapt  in  a  rivell'd  skin, 
'Twere  inaccessible  ;  who  durst  go  in 
To  find  it  out  ?  far  sooner  would  I  go 
To  find  a  pearl  covered  with  hills  of  snow ; 
'Twere  buried  virtue,  and  thou  mighut  me  move 
To  reverence  the  tomb,  but  not  to  love. 
No  more  than  dotingly  to  cast  mine  eye 
Upon  the  urn  where  Lucrece'  ashes  fie. 

But  thou  art  fair  and  sweet,  and  every  good 
That  ever  yet  durst  mix  with  flesh  and  blood : 
The  devil  ne'er  saw  in  his  fallen  sute 
An  object  whereupon  to  ground  his  hate 
So  fit  as  thee  :  all  living  things  but  he 
I  Love  thee  ;  how  happy  then  must  that  man  be 
I  Whom  from  amongst  all  creatures  thou  dost  take? 
Is  there  a  hope  beyond  it  ^    Can  he  make 
A  wish  to  change  thee  for  ?    This  is  my  Uiss, 
Let  it  run  on  now,  I  know  what  it  is. 


I 


TO  TBB  MUTABLE   FAIR. 

Here,  Celia^  for  thy  sake  I  part 
With  all  that  grew  so  near  my  heart  i 
The  passion  that  I  had  for  thee. 
The  faith,  the  love,  the  constancy ; 
And  that  I  may  successful  prove. 
Transform  myself  to  what  you  love. 
Fool  that  I  was,  so  much  to  piise 
Those  simple  virtues  you  demise ! 
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Fool,  that  with  such  dull  arrows  atrove, 
Or  hoped  to  reach  a  flying  dove  I 
For  yoa  that  are  in  motion  still 
Decline  oar  force  and  mock  our  skill ; 
Who,  like  Don  Quixote,  do  advance 
Against  a  windmill  our  vain  lance. 

Now  will  I  wander  through  the  air, 
Mount,  make  a  stoop  at  every  fair» 
And  with  a  fancy  unconfined 
(As  lawless  as  the  sea,  or  wind) 
Pursue  you  wheresoe'er  you  fly, 
And  with  your  various  thoughts  comply. 
The  formal  stars  do  travel  so 
As  we  their  names  and  courses  know ; 
And  he  that  on  their  changes  looks. 
Would  think  them  governed  by  our  books ; 
But  never  were  the  clouds  reduced 
To  any  art  the  motion  used. 
By  those  free  vapours  are  so  light,  * 

So  frequent,  that  the  conquer'd  sight 
Despairs  to  find  the  rules  that  guide 
Those  gilded  shadows  as  they  sUde ; 
And  therefore  of  the  spacious  air 
Jove's  royal  consort  had  the  care, 
And  by  that  power  did  once  escape 
Declining  bold  Izion's  rape  ; 
She  with  her  own  resemblance  graced 
A  shining  cloud,  which  he  embraced. 

Such  was  that  image,  so  it  smiled 
With  seeming  kindness,  which  beguiled 
Your  Thirsis  lately,  when  he  thought 
He  had  his  fleeting  Celia  caught ; 
'Twas  shaped  like  her,  but  for  the  fair 
l\e  flU'd  his  arms  with  yielding  air, 
A  fate  for  which  he  grieves  the  less. 
Because  the  gods  had  like  success : 
For  in  their  story  one,  we  see. 
Pursues  a  nymph  and  takes  a  tree ; 
A  second  with  a  lover's  haste 
Soon  overtakes  what  he  had  chased ; 
But  she  that  did  a  virgin  seem, 
Possess'd,  appears  a  wand'ring  stream. 
For  his  supposed  love  a  third 
Lays  greedy  hold  upon  a  bird ; 
And  stands  amazed  to  see  his  dear 
A  wild  inhabitant  of  the  air. 

To  such  old  tales  such  nymphs  as  yoa 
Give  credit,  and  still  make  them  new  ; 
The  amorous  now  like  wonders  find 
In  the  swift  changes  of  your  mind. 

But,  Celia,  if  you  apprehend 
The  muse  of  your  incensed  friend. 
Nor  would  that  he  record  your  blame, 
And  make  it  live,  repeat  the  same ; 
Again  deceive  him,  and  again. 
And  then  he  swears,  he'll  not  complain ; 
For  still  to  be  deluded  so 
Is  all  the  pleasures  lovers  know. 
Who,  like  good  falc'ners,  take  delight 
Not  in  the  quarry  but  the  flight. 

T1X  ON  LOW. 

Now,  fie  on  foolish  Love  !  it  not  befits 

Or  man  or  woman  know  it. 
Love  was  not  meant  for  people  in  their  wits, 

And  they  that  fondly  shew  it 
Betray  the  straw  and  feathers  in  their  brain. 
And  shall  have  Bedlam  for  their  pain  : 
If  single  love  be  such  a  curse, 
To  marry  is  to  make  it  ten  times  worse. 


BSCRBCr  PROTESTED. 

Fear  not,  dear  love,  that  I'll  reveal 
Those  hours  of  pleasure  we  two  steal ; 
No  eye  shall  see,  nor  yet  the  sun 
Descry,  what  thou  and  I  have  done  ; 
No  ear  shall  hear  our  love,  but  we 
Silent  as  the  night  will  be ; 
The  god  of  love  himself,  whose  dart 
Did  first  wound  mine  and  then  thy  heart. 
Shall  never  know  that  we  can  tell 
What  sweets  in  stol'n  embraces  dwell : 
This  only  means  may  find  it  out. 
If  when  I  die  physicians  doubt 
What  caused  my  death,  and  there  to  view 
Of  all  their  judgments  which  was  true, 
Rip  up  my  heart ;  O  !  then  I  fear 
The  world  will  see  thy  picture  there. 

■TBRNITY   OF   LOVE    PROTESTED. 

How  ill  doth  he  deserve  a  lover's  name, 

Whose  pale  weak  flame 

Cannot  retain 
His  heat  in  spite  of  absence  or  disdain  ; 
But  doth,  at  once,  like  paper  set  on  fire, 

Burn  and  expire. 

True  love  can  never  change  his  seat. 
Nor  did  he  ever  love  that  could  retreat ; 
That  noble  flame,  which  my  breast  keeps  alive, 

Shall  still  survive 

When  my  soul's  fled  ; 
Nor  shall  my  love  die  when  my  body's  dead. 
That  shall  wait  on  me  to  the  lower  shade. 

And  never  fade. 

My  very  ashes  in  their  urn 
Shall,  like  a  hallowed  lamp,  for  ever  bum. 

THE   WILLING   PRISONER  TO   HIS   MISTRESS. 

Let  fools  great  Cupid's  yoke  disdain. 
Loving  their  own  wild  freedom  better, 

Whilst  proud  of  my  triumphant  chain 
I  sit  and  court  my  beauteous  fetter. 

Her  murd'ring  glances,  snaring  hairs. 
And  her  bewitching  smiles,  so  please  me. 

As  he  brings  ruin  that  repairs 
The  sweet  afflictions  that  displease  me. 

Hide  not  those  panting  balls  of  snow 
With  envious  veils  from  my  beholding ; 

Unlock  those  lips,  their  pearly  row 
In  a  sweet  smile  of  love  unfolding. 

And  let  those  eyes,  whose  motion  wheels 

The  restless  fate  of  every  lover. 
Survey  the  pains  my  sick  heart  feels. 

And  wounds  themselves  have  made  discover. 

ON   the   tombs  in  WESTMIN8TBR-ABBET. 

Mortality,  behold,  and  fear. 

What  a  change  of  flesh  is  here  I 

Think  how  many  royal  bones 

Sleep  within  this  heap  of  stones  ; 

Here  they  lie,  had  realms  and  lands. 

Who  now  want  strength  to  stir  their  hands ; 

Where,  from  their  pulpits  seal'd  with  dust. 

They  preach,  •*  In  greatness  is  no  trust  I " 

Here's  an  acre  sown  indeed 

With  the  richest,  royal'st  seed, 

That  the  earth  did  e'er  suck  in 

Since  the  first  man  died  for  sin : 
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Here  the  bones  of  birth  have  cried, 

'*  Though  gods  they  were,  as  men  they  died  i" 

Here  are  sands,  ignoble  things 

Dropt  from  the  ruin'd  sides  of  kings* 

Here's  a  world  of  pomp  and  state 

Buried  in  dost,  once  dead  by  fate. 

MR.  nuiNCis  bsaumont's  lettkb  to 

BBN   J0N80N, 

Written  before  he  and  Master  Fletcher  came  to  London 
with  two  of  the  precedent  Ck)medies,  then  not  flninhcd, 
which  deferred  their  merry  Meetings  at  the  Mermaid. 

The  san  (which  doth  the  greatest  comfort  bnng 

To  absent  friends,  because  the  self-same  thing 

They  know  they  see,  however  absent)  is 

Here  oar  best  hay-maker,  (forgive  me  this  1 

It  is  our  country's  style.)     In  this  warm  shine 

I  lie,  and  dream  of  your  full  Mermaid  wine. 

Oh,  we  have  water  mix'd  with  claret  lees, 

Drink  apt  to  bring  in  drier  heresies 

Than  beer,  good  only  fbr  the  sonnet's  straiD, 

With  fustian  metaphors  to  stuff  the  brain ; 

So  mix'd,  that,  given  to  the  thirstiest  one, 

'Twill  not  prove  alms,  unless  he  have  the  stone : 

I  think  witii  one  draught  man's  invention  fades, 

Two  cups  had  quite  spoil'd  Homer's  Iliades. 

*Tis  liquor  that  will  find  out  Sutcliff's  wit, 

lie  where  he  will,  and  make  him  write  worse  yet. 

Fill'd  with  such  moisture,  in  most  grievous  qualms, 

Did  Robert  Wisdom  write  his  singing  psalms ; 

And  so  must  I  do  this :  And  yet  I  think 

It  is  a  potion  sent  us  down  to  drink. 

By  special  Providence,  keeps  us  from  fights. 

Makes  us  not  laugh  when  we  make  legs  to  knights. 

'Tis  this  that  keeps  our  minds  fit  for  our  states, 

A  medicine  to  obey  our  magistrates : 

For  we  do  live  more  free  than  you ;  no  hate, 

No  envy  at  one  another's  happy  state. 

Moves  us ;  we  are  all  equal ;  every  whit 

Of  land  that  God  gives  men  here  is  thcdr  wit. 

If  we  consider  fully ;  for  our  best 

And  gravest  man  will  with  his  main  house-jest. 

Scarce  please  you ;  we  want  subtilty  to  do 

The  city.tricks,  lie,  hate,  and  flatter  too : 

Here  are  none  that  can  bear  a  painted  show. 

Strike  when  you  wink,  and  then  lament  the  blow; 

Who,  like  mills  set  the  right  way  for  to  grind, 

Can  make  their  gains  alike  with  every  wind : 

Only  some  fellows,  with  the  subtlest  pate 

Amongst  us,  may  perchance  equivocate 

At  selling  of  a  horse,  and  Uiat's  the  most. 

Metbinks  the  little  wit  I  had  is  lost 

Since  I  saw  you ;  for  wit  is  like  a  rest 

Held  up  at  tennis,  which  men  do  the  best      [seen 

With  the  best  gamesters :  What  things  have  we 

Done  at  the  Mermaid!  heard  words  that  have  been 

So  nimble,  and  so  full  of  subtile  flame. 

As  if  that  every  one  from  whence  they  came 

Had  meant  to  put  his  whole  wit  in  a  jest. 

And  had  resolved  to  Uve  a  fool  the  rest 

Of  his  dull  life ;  then  when  there  hath  been  thrown 

Wit  able  enough  to  justify  the  town 

Fot  three  days  past ;  wit  that  might  warrant  be 

For  the  whole  city  to  talk  foolishly 

Till  that  were  canoell'd  {  and  when  that  was  gone. 

We  left  an  air  behind  us,  whidi  alone 

Was  able  to  make  the  two  next  companies 

Right  witty ;  though  but  downright  fools,  mere  wise. 

When  I  remember  thisy  and  see  that  now 

The  country  gentlemen  begin  to  allow 


My  wit  for  dry-bobs,  dien  I  needs  must  cry, 

I  see  my  days  of  ballading  grow  nigh ; 

I  can  already  riddle,  and  can  sing 

Catches,  sell  bargains,  and  I  fear  shall  bring 

Myself  to  spe^  the  hardest  words  I  find. 

Over  as  oft  as  any,  with  one  wind. 

That  takes  no  medicines :  Bnt  one  tboogbt  of  thee 

Makes  me  remember  all  these  tilings  to  be 

The  wit  of  our  young  men,  fisllows  that  sheir 

No  part  of  good,  yet  utter  all  diey  know ; 

Who,  like  trees  of  the  garden,  have  growing 

Only  strong  Destiny,  which  all  controula, 

I  hope  hath  left  a  better  fate  in  store 

For  me  thy  friend,  than  to  live  ever  poor, 

Banish'd  unto  this  home !    Fate  once  again 

Bring  me  to  thee,  who  canst  make  smooth  and 

The  way  of  knowledge  for  me,  and  then  I« 

Who  have  no  good  but  in  thy  company. 

Protest  it  will  my  greatest  oomfoit  be 

To  acknowledge  all  I  have  to  flow  from  thee. 

Ben,  when  these  scenes  are  perfect,  we'll  taste 

I'll  drink  thy  muse's  health,  thou  shalt  qoaff  mine. 

AO   COMITI88AM  BUTLAKDI.X. 

Madam,  so  may  my  verses  pleasing  be. 

So  may  you  laugh  at  them  and  not  at  me, 

'Tis  something  to  you  gladly  I  would  say ; 

But  how  to  do't  I  cannot  find  the  way. 

I  would  avoid  the  common  beaten  ways 

To  women  used,  which  are  love  or  praise : 

As  for  the  first,  the  little  wit  I  have 

Is  not  yet  grown  so  near  unto  the  grave. 

But  that  I  can,  by  that  dim  fading  light. 

Perceive  of  what,  or  unto  whom  I  write. 

Let  such  as  in  a  hopeless,  witless  rage. 

Can  sigh  a  quire,  and  read  it  to  a  page ; 

Such  as  do  backs  of  books  and  windows  fill, 

With  their  too  fbrious  diamond  or  quill ; 

Such  as  were  well  resolved  to  end  their  days 

With  a  loud  laughter  Mown  beyond  the  seas ; 

Who  are  so  mortified  that  they  can  live 

Contemned  of  all  the  world,  and  yet  forgive, 

Write  love  to  tou  :  I  would  not  willingly 

Be  pointed  at  m  every  company; 

As  was  that  little  tailor,  who  till  death 

Was  hot  in  love  with  Queen  Elisabeth : 

And,  for  the  last,  in  all  my  idle  days 

I  never  yet  did  Uving  woman  praise 

In  prose  or  verse :  and  when  I  do  begm 

I'll  pick  some  woman  out  as  full  of  sin 

As  you  are  full  of  virtue ;  with  a  soul 

As  black  as  you  are  white ;  a  face  as  iwd 

As  you  are  .beautiful :  for  it  shall  be 

Out  of  the  rules  of  physiognomy 

So  far,  that  I  do  fear  I  must  dis|rfaoe 

The  art  a  little,  to  let  in  her  fiuse. 

It  shall  at  least  four  faces  be  below 

The  deril's ;  and  her  parched  corpse  shall  show 

In  her  loose  skin  as  if  some  sprite  she  were 

Kept  in  a  bag  bv  some  great  coiynrer. 

Her  breath  a^all  be  as  horrible  aind  wild 

As  every  word  you  speak  is  sweet  and  mild  i 

It  shall  be  such  a  one  as  will  not  be 

Covered  with  any  art  or  poUey : 

But  let  her  take  all  powders,  fumes,  and  drink. 

She  shall  make  notlung  but  a  dearer  stink ; 

She  shall  have  snch  a  foot  and  snch  a  nose. 

She  shall  not  stand  hi  anything  but  pioae  i 

If  I  bestow  my  praises  upon  snch, 

'Tis  charity,  and  1  shall  merit  mvdi. 
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My  praise  will  come  to  ber  like  a  fall  bowl, 
Bestowed  at  most  need  on  a  tbiraty  soul ; 
Where,  if  I  sing  your  praises  in  my  rhyme, 
I  lose  my  ink,  my  paper,  and  my  time ; 
And  nothing  add  to  yonr  overflowing  store, 
And  tell  yon  nought,  but  what  you  knew  before. 
Nor  do  the  yirtuous^minded  (which  I  swear. 
Madam,  I  think  you  are)  endure  to  hear 
Their  own  perfections  into  questions  brought, 
But  stop  their  ears  at  them ;  for  if  I  thought 
You  took  a  pride  to  have  your  virtues  known, 
Pardon  me,  madam,  I  should  think  them  none. 
To  what  a  length  is  this  strange  letter  grown, 
In  seeking  of  a  subject,  yet  finds  none  I 
Bat  your  brave  thoughts,  which  I  so  mncli  respect 
Above  your  glorious  titles,  shall  accept 
These  harsh  disordered  lines.     I  shall  ere  long 
Dress  up  your  virtues  new,  in  a  new  song ; 
Yet  far  from  all  base  praise  and  flattery, 
Although  I  know  whatever  my  verses  bie. 
They  will  like  the  most  servile  flattery  show. 
If  I  write  truth,  and  make  the  subject  you. 

AN   BLVOT   ON  THB    DBATH     OF  THB    VIRTUOUS 
LADY  BLIZABBTH,  COUNTB88  OP  RUTLAND. 

I  MAT  foi|;et  to  drink,  to  eat,  to  sleep, 
Remembering  thee :  but  when  I  do,  to  weep 
In  well-weighed  lines,  that  men  shdl  at  thy  heane 
Envy  the  sorrow  which  brought  forth  my  verse ; 
May  my  dull  understanding  have  the  might 
Only  to  know  her  last  was  yesternight  1 
Rutland,  the  fair,  is  dead !  and  if  to  hear 
The  name  of  Sidney  will  more  force  a  tear, 
'Tis  she  that  is  so  dead !  and  yet  there  be 
Some  more  alive  profess  not  poetry ; 
The  statesmen  and  the  lawjrers  of  our  time 
Have  business  still,  yet  do  it  not  in  rhyme. 

I    Can  she  be  dead,  and  can  there  be  of  those 
That  are  so  dull  to  say  their  prayers  in  prose  ? 
It  is  three  days  since  she  did  feel  Death^s  hand; 
And  yet  this  isle  not  leel  the  poet's  land  ? 
Hath  this  no  new  ones  made  ?  and  are  the  old 
At  such  a  needful  time  as  this  grown  cold  I 
They  all  say  they  would  frdn  ;  but  yet  they  plead 
They  canndt  write,  because  their  muse  is  dead. 
Hear  me  then  speak,  which  will  take  no  eiDcnse ; 

>   Sorrow  can  make  a  verse  without  a  muse. 
Why  didst  thon  die  so  soon  ?    O,  pardon  me, 
I  know  it  was  the  longest  life  to  thee, 
That  e'er  with  modesty  was  called  a  span, 

,   Since  the  Almighty  left  to  strive  with  man ; 
Mankind  is  sent  to  sorrow ;  and  thou  hast 
More  of  the  business  which  thon  cam'st  for  past, 
Than  all  those  aged  women,  which,  yet  quick, 
Have  quite  outlived  their  own  arithmetic. 
As  soon  as  thou  oouldst  apprehend  a  grief. 
There  wero  enough  to  meet  thee ;  and  the  chief 
Blessing  of  women,  marriage,  was  to  thee 
Nought  but  a  sacrament  of  misery  ; 
For  whom  thou  hadst,  if  we  may  trust  to  fame. 
Could  nothing  change  about  thee  but  thy  name : 
A  name  which  who  (that  were  again  to  do't) 
Would  change  without  a  thousand  joys  to  boot  ? 
In  all  things  else  thon  rather  led*st  a  life 
like  a  betrothed  viigin  than  a  wife. 
But  yet  I  would  have  called  thy  fortune  kind. 
If  it  had  only  tried  the  settled  mind 
With  present  crosses :  not  the  loathed  thought 
Of  worse  to  come^  or  past,   then   might  have 
wrought 


Thy  best  remembrance  to  have  cast  an  eye 

Back  with  delight  upon  thine  infancy. 

But  thon  hadst,  ere  thou  knew'st  the    use  of 

tears. 
Sorrow  laid  up  against  thou  cam*st  to  years ; 
Ere  thou  wert  able  who  thou  weit  to  tell. 
By  a  sad  war  thy  noble  father  fell. 
In  a  dull  clime,  which  did  not  understand 
What  'twas  to  venture  him  to  save  a  land. 
He  left  two  children,  who  for  virtue,  wit. 
Beauty,  were  loved  of  all ;  thee  and  his  wit : 
Two  was  too  few ;  yet  death  hath  from  us  took 
Thee,  a  more  faultless  issue  than  his  book. 
Which  now  the  only  living  thing  we  have 
From  him,  we'll  see,  shall  never  find  a  grave 
As  thou  hast  done.     Alas !  'would  it  might  be 
That  books  their  sexes  had,  as  well  as  we, 
That  we  might  see  this  married  to  the  worth. 
And  many  poems  like  itself  bring  forth  J 
But  this  vain  wish  divinity  controuls ; 
For  neither  to  the  angels,  nor  to  souls. 
Nor  anything  he  meant  should  ever  live, 
Did  the  wise  God  of  nature  sexes  give. 
Then  with  his  everlasting  work  alone 
We  must  content  ourselves,  since  she  is  gone ; 
Gone,  like  the  day  thou  diedst  upon ;  and  we 
May  call  that  back  again  as  soon  as  thee. 
Who  should  have  looked  to  this  ?    Where  were  you 

all. 
That  do  yourselves  the  help  of  nature  call. 
Physicians  ?     I  acknowledge  you  were  there 
To  sell  such  words  as  one  in  health  would  heare 
So  died  she.     Curst  be  he  who  shall  defend 
Your  art  of  hastening  nature  to  its  end  I 
In  this  you  shewed  that  physic  can  but  be 
At  best  an  art  to  cure  your  poverty. 
Ye're  many  of  you  impostors,  and  do  give 
To  sick  men  potions  tiiat  yourselves  may  live. 
He  that  hath  surfeited,  and  cannot  eat, 
Must  have  a  medicine  to  procure  you  meat ; 
And  that's  the  deepest  ground  of  all  your  skill,  ' 
Unless  it  be  some  knowledge  how  to  kill. 
Sorrow  and  madness  make  my  verses  flow 
Cross  to  my  understanding  ;  for  I  know 
You  can  do  wonders :  Every  day  I  meet 
The  looser  sort  of  people  in  the  street 
From  desperate  diseases  freed ;  and  why 
Restore  you  them,  and  suffer  her  to  die  ? 
Why  should  the  state  allow  you  colleges. 
Pensions  for  lectures,  and  anatomies, 
If  all  your  potions,  vomits,  letting  blood, 
Can  only  cure  the  bad,  and  not  the  good. 
Which  only  they  can  do  ?  and  I  will  show 
The  hidden  reason,  why  you  did  not  know 
The  way  to  cure  her :  You  believed  her  blood 
Ran  on  such  courses  as  you  understood ; 
By  lectures  you  believed  her  arteries 
Grew  as  th^y  do  in  your  anatomies  s 
Forgetting  that  the  state  allows  you  none 
But  only  whores  and  thieves  to  practise  on : 
And  every  passage  'bout  them  I  am  sure 
You  understood,  and  only  them  can  cure ; 

Which  is  the  cause  that  both 

Are  noted  for  ei^oying  so  long  lives. 

But  noble  blood  treads  in  too  strange  a  path 

For  your  ill-got  experience,  and  hath 

AnoUier  way  of  cure.     If  you  had  seen 

Penelope  dissected,  or  the  Queen 

Of  Sheba ;  then  you  might  have  found  a  way 

To  have  preserved  her  from  that  fatal  day. 
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Afl  'tis,  you  have  bat  made  her  sooner  blest, 
By  sending  ber  to  Heaven,  where  let  her  rest. 
I  will  not  hurt  the  peace  which  she  would  have. 
By  longer  looking  in  her  quiet  grave. 

TO   ItY  DEAR  PRIEND  M.    BEN  J0N80N,  tJPON 
HIS   FOX.       1605. 

If  it  might  stand  with  jwtHee  to  allow 
The  swift  conversion  of  all  follies  ;  now, 
Such  is  my  mercy^  that  I  could  admit 
All  sorts  should  equally  approve  the  wit 
Of  this  thy  even  work,  whose  growing  fame 
Shall  raise  thee  high,  and  thou  it,  with  thy  name. 
And  did  not  manners  and  my  love  command 
Me  to  forbear  to  make  those  understand. 
Whom  thou,  perhaps,  hast  in  thy  wiser  doom 
Long  since  firmly  resolved,  shall  never  come 
To  know  more  than  they  do  ;  I  would  have  shewn 
To  all  the  world,  the  art,  which  thou  alone 
Hast  taught  our  tongue,  the  rules  of  time,  of  place, 
And  other  rites,  delivered,  with  the  grace 
Of  comic  style,  which,  only,  is  far  more 
Than  any  English  stage  hath  known  before. 
Bat,  since  our  subtle  gallants  think  it  good 
To  like  of  nought,  that  may  be  understood, 
Lest  they  should  be  disproved ;  or  have,  at'best, 
Stomachs  so  raw,  that  nothing  ran  digest 
But  what's  obscene,  or  barks :  let  us  desire 
They  may  continue,  simply,  to  admire 
Fine  clothes,  and  strange  words  ;  and  may  live,  in 
To  see  themselves  tH  brought  upon  the  stage,  [age, 
And  like  it :  whilst  thy  bold  and  knowing  muse 
Contemns  all  praise,  but  such  as  thou  wouldst 
choose. 

rPON  TffE   SILENT  WOMAN.      1609. 

Hear,  you  bad  writers,  and  though  you  not  eeei 
I  will  inform  you  where  you  happy  be : 
Provide  the  most  malicious  thoughts  you  can, 
And  bend  them  all  against  some  private  man^ 
To  bring  him,  not  his  vices,  on  the  stage  ; 
Your  envy  shall  be  clad  in  some  poor  rage, 
And  your  expressing  of  him  shall  be  such. 
That  he  himself  shall  think  he  hath  no  touch. 
Where  he  that  strongly  writes,  although  he  mean 
To  scourge  but  vices  in  a  laboured  scene, 
Yet  private  faults  shall  be  so  well  expressed 
As  men  do  get  'em,  tliat  each  private  breast^ 
That  finds  these  errors  in  itself,  shall  say, 
'*  He  meaiit  me,  not  my  vices,  in  the  play.'^ 

TO  MT  FRIEND    M.    BEN  JONSON,  UPON   HIS 
CATILINE.      1611. 

If  thou  hadst  itch'd  after  the  wild  applause 
Of  common  people,  and  hadst  made  thy  laws 
In  writing  such  as  catch'd  at  present  voice, 
1  slu>uld  commend  the  thin^  but  not  th^  choice. 


But  thou  hast  squared  thy  rales  by  what  is  good^ 
And  art  three  ages  yet  from  nnderstcKid : 
And  (I  dare  say)  in  it  there  lies  much  wit 
Lost,  till  the  reader  can  grow  up  to  it ; 
Which  they  can  ne'er  outgrow,  to  find  it  iU, 
But  must  fall  back  again,  or  like  it  still. 


TO  ICT  FRIEND  MR.  JOHN  FLETCHER,   UPON  HIS 
FAITHFUL  SHEPHERDESS. 

I  know  too  well,  that,  no  more  than  the  man. 
That  travels  through  the  boming  desarts,  can. 
When  he  is  beaten  with  the  raging  son, 
Half-smother'd  with  the  dost,  have  power  to  nm 
From  a  cool  river,  which  himself  doth  find. 
Ere  he  be  slaked ;  no  more  can  he,  whose  mind 
Joys  in  the  Muses  hold  from  that  deiigfat. 
When  Nature   and   his    full   thoughts  bid  him 

write. 
Yet  wish  I  those,  whom  I  for  friends  have  known, 
To  sing  their  thoughts  to  no  ears  but  their  own. 
Why  should  the  man,  whose  wit  ne'er  had  a  stain, 
Upon  the  public  stage  present  his  vein, 
And  make  a  thousand  men  in  judgment  sit. 
To  call  in  question  his  undoubted  wit. 
Scarce  two  of  which  can  understand  the  laws 
Which  they   should  judge  by,  nor  the  party's 

cause? 
Among  the  rout,  there  is  not  one  that  hath 
In  his  own  censure  an  explicit  faith  ; 
One  company,  knowing  they  judgment  lack. 
Ground  their  belief  on  the  next  man  in  blade  ; 
Others,  on  him  that  makes  signs,  and  is  mute ; 
Some  like,  as  he  does  in  the  fiirest  suit ; 
He,  as  his  mistress  doth ;  and  she,  by  chance ; 
Nor  want  there  those,  who,  as  the  boy  doth  daiiee 
Between  the  acts,  will  censure  the  whole  play ; 
Some  like  if  the  wax -lights  be  new  that  day ; 
But  multitudes  there  are,  whose  judgment  goes 
Headlong  according  to  the  actors'  clothes. 
For  this,  these  public  things  and  I  agree 
So  ill,  that,  but  to  do  a  right  to  thee, 
I  had  not  been  persuaded  to  have  harl'd 
These  few  ill-spoken  lines  into  the  world ; 
Both  to  be  read  and  censured  of  by  those 
Whose  very  reading  makes  verse  senseless  prOK ; 
Such  as  most  spend  above  an  hour  to  spell 
A  challenge  on  a  post,  to  know  it  wdL 
But  since  it  was  thy  hap  to  throw  away 
Much  wit,  for  which  the  people  did  not  pay. 
Because  they  saw  it  not,  l  not  dislike 
This  second  publication,  which  may  strike 
Their  consciences,  to  see  the  thing  they  sconi'd. 
To  be  with  so  much  wit  and  art  adom'd. 
Besides,  one  Wantage  more  in  this  I  see. 
Your  censurers  must  have  the  quality 
Of  reading,  which  T  am  afraid  is  more 
Than  half  your  shrewdest  judges  had  befbra» 


GLOSSARY. 


ABRAM-MAN,  %  cant  term  for  a 
Bturdy  beggar  who  oounterfeited 
madneaa 

Adamants,  loadstones 

Addrtsted,  mAjt  prepared 

AJTtet,  to,  to  lore 

AJfecU,  passions,  affeotlons 

AJfrontt  meet  front  to  front 

Aglets,  spangles,  (•*  Two  Noble  Kins- 
men,** Act  lii,  Scene  4.) 

Aim,toayaim,  ('<TheFalseOne.*Act 
T,  Scene  4.)  '*  Aim  f  (for  so  it  should 
be  printed,  and  not  erp  aim)  was  al- 
ways addressed  to  the  person  about 
to  shoot  (at  the  game  of  archery) ; 
tt  was  an  hortatory  exclamation  of 
the  by-etanders,  or  asMassinger  has 
it,  the  idU  lookers  on,  intended  for 
his  encouragement.*'— Girroan 

Alckoroden,.  or  Alchoehoden,  i,  e.  the 
pluiet  which  rules  in  the  principal 
parts  of  an  astrological  figure,  at  the 
nativity  of  any  person,  and  which 
regulates  the  numberof  years  he  has 
toliTe 

Alferext  ensign.    (Spanish) 

AlffuasitTy  alguaxil,  a  bailiff  or  officer 

Aiigantt  Alicant 

AU&w,  approve 

Almucanlurits,  circles  of  altitude  pa- 
rallel to  the  hortaon,  the  common 
pole  of  which  is  the  zenith— Bailky 

Aimuten,  in  astrology,  is  the  lord  of  a 
flgure,  the  most  powerful  star  at  a 
nativity 

Ambs-€ue,  the  lowest  throw  of  the  dice 

Ambtred,  seasoned  with  ambergris,  a 
favourite  condiment  in  former  times 

Anatomy,  a  skeleton 

Angels,  evil  angels,  bad  money.  An 
angel  was  a  coin  worth  about  ten 
shillings 

Anti-masque,  something  opposed  to  the 
principal  masque,  and  admitting  the 
wildest  extravagancies 

Arbour,  when  their  arbour's  made. 
V'TheBeggars' Bush,''Act  ▼,  8cene2,) 
a  hunting  phrase,  signifying  '*  when 
they  ars  out  up" 

Argosjf,  a  large  vessel 

Argot,  (*'  The  Coxcomb,"  Act  iil.Boene 
2,)  a  oorruption  of  argmt,  silver 

Arrose,  water,  sprinkle.    (French) 

Asinego,  a  young  ass.  a  fool 

Asper,  a  Turkish  coin,  worth  about 
three  farthings 


Assay,  a  term  in  hunting,  tignifying 
to  run  the  knife  along  the  breast  of 
the  deer,  to  ascertain  the  depth  of 
the  fat 

Assoil,  this  word  Is  used  in  the  sense 
of  soil,  stain,  or  attaint,  in  **  The 
Queen  of  Corinth,**  Act  iii.  Scene  1 

Atomies,  atoms 

Atonement,  reconciliation 

Auberge,  inn.  (French) 


Back,  or  hetty  cheats,  stolen  apparel 
Baekrack,  Baeharaeh,  a  German  wine 
Bair,  a  bouncing  Itair,  (*'  The  Wild 

Goose  Chase,**  Act  ill.  Scene  1.)  a 

bairn,  a  child 
Baldriek,  a  belt 
Band,  bond 
Banquet  /  was  rimilar  to  our  dessert, 

and  was  composed  of  sweetmeats, 

fruits,  &c. 
Baratto,  an  Indian  boat 
Bastn,  enough  (Spanish) 
Bastard,  a  kind  of  sweet  wina 
Batten,  fatten 
Bavian,  baboon  (Dutch) 
Beadsman,  one  who  offers  up  prayers 

to  heaven  for  the  welfare  of  another 
Bearing  cloth,  the  fine  mantle  or  cloth, 

with  which  a  child  is  usually  covered, 

when  it  is  oanied  to  the  church  to  be 

baptized 
Bear^ward,  a  bear-keeper 
'Bellp-cheat,  an  apron 
Be-lee,  (**  The  Mad  Lover,**  Act  ▼,  Scene 

4,)  a  contraction  tor  Miev§ 
Bene-boufse,  good  drink 
Better  cheap,  at  a  less  price.    Cheap 

means  market ;  and  the  expreesions 

good  eheap,  and   better  cheap,  for 

cheap  and  cheaper,  are  common  in 

our  old  writers 
Bever,  a  refreshment  between  meals 
Biggen,  a  kind  of  close  cap 
Bilboes,  a  bar  of  iron,  with  fetters 

annexed  to  it,  by  which  mutinous 

and  disorderly  sailors  were  anciently 

linked  together-^SnavaNS 
Billet-dealers,  vendors  of  wood  for  fuel 
BUM,  singU  biUet,  {**  The  Captain," 

Act  ii.  Scene  1,)  seems  to  be  a  forced 

expression  for  singlestick 
Birding^ls,  to  go  a-birding,  is  fn- 

quently  used  for  going  a-wenching ; 

hence  perhaps  birding-pills  are  pills 

to  cure  the  consequences  of  wendilng 


Bisognhs,  needy  fdlows,  beggars ;  from 
the  Italian  bisogno,  signifying  want 

Blacks,  mourning 

Black-guard,  {**  Woman  Hater.**  Act  i. 
Scene  3,)  the  lowest  menials  of  the 
court,  the  scullions,  dec. 

Black  Ja^ks,  tankards  made  of  leather 

Blench,  flinch,  start,  fly  off 

Block,  a  Spanish  block,  a  Spanish  hat 

Blue-bottle,  a  footman,  in  allusion  to 
his  blue  coat,  the  usual  costimie  of 
ancient  footmen 

Blurted,  scorned 

hodkin,  frequently  used  fbr  the  small 
dagger  worn  at  the  time 

Bombast,  the  lining  of  a  doublet, 
generally  of  cotton 

Bona-roba,  a  lady  of  pleasure 

Bor^,  bajfttd  and  bored,  (•<  Spanish 
Curate,"  Act  iv.  Scene  6.)  To  bore 
a  man's  nose  Is  at  this  day  a  com- 
mon expression,  and  means  to  make 
a  fool  of  him— MASON 

Bord,  rim,  or  circumference.  (French) 

Bolt,  an  arrow 

Bo%ti-hammer,  a  blacksmith's  hammer, 
from  boul,  which  formerly  signified 
a  blow 

Boot,  booty 

Boudge,  {**  The  Humorous  Lieute- 
nant," Act  ii.  Scene  4.)  Boudge  at 
this,  perhaps,  start,  be  moved  a^~ 
Qirronn.  (Jonsom,  iv,  823,)  would 
read  Boude,  i.  e.  pout 

Bourgeons,  buds 

Bouxe,  drink 

BouMing-ken,  a  cant  term  for  an  ale* 
house 

Bow-hand,  the  left  hand.  The  hand 
in  whidi  the  bow  was  held 

Bote,  a  distemper  Incident  to  horsee 

Brache,  a  scenting  dog ;  used  also  by 
corruption  for  a  bitch.  '*  A  brach  is 
a  mannerly  name  for  all  hound- 
bitches."— <7tfn(.  Recr.  p.  87- 

Brack,  breach,  flaw 

Brand-wine,  brandy. 

^ra^af,  aliquor  made  of  honey  andalo 

Brave,  fine,  handsome 

Brewis,  broth 

Breeze,  the  gad-fly 

Bridling-cast,  has  been  oonjeeturcd  to 
mean  a  draught  while  the  horse  Is 
bridling 

BrooA,  originally  a  clasp  or  buckle, 
but  generally  used  for  any  Jewel  or 
gold  ornament 
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Brood,  to,  to  guard  with  vigilance,  as 
birds  with  a  brood  of  unfledged 
yonng  ones 

Brogtt  properly  broffues»  shoes  of  un- 
tanned  leather;  but  in  '*  The  Pair 
Maid  of  the  Inn,"  Act  iv,  Scene  S, 
the  word  appears  to  be  uied  for  a 
kind  of  breeches,  not  shoes 

Broken,  bankrupt 

Brutle,  to  crack 

Brv^.  Then  bear  up  hravtlyvfith  pour 
Brute,  my  lade.  (**  Beggars'  Bush,'* 
Act  ▼,  Scene  2.)  Alluding  to  Brute, 
or  Brutus,  a  Trqjaa,  and  descendant 
of  iBneas,  said  to  have  landed, 
settled,  and  reigned  in  England 

Bt^Jf-^erkin  men,  sheriffs' officers ;  so 
called  from  their  dress 

JBuj7«'imwdf,haughty,menaoiiig  words; 
from  bugs,  terrors,  or  hobgoblins 

BuUiont,  seems  to  have  meant  some 
article  of  'finery,  (trunk-hose,  &c  ) 
■0  oalled  fhnn  the  large  globular  gilt 
buttons  nn  It.  See  the  **  Beggars' 
Bush,**  Act  iv,  Scene  6,  and  •*  The 
Clianoes,'*  Act  v.  Scene  S 

BurmooUus,  the  Bermudas 

B%U  jrott,  excepting  you,  without  you 

ButUr-print,  a  child 

Butte,  the  mark  at  which  arrows  were 
shot 

Buuard,  or  bald  kite,  one  of  the  wwst 
speoles  of  hawks 

B/r  lakin,  by  our  tadyfeiM,  a  diminu- 
tive of  lady 

Bye  and  maki,  phrms  in  oookflghting 


Caeafitgoet,  from  the  Spanish  eaea- 
^ugoi  similar  to  our  phrase  qxltfire 

ifatikiing-ekeaU,  a  eant  tssm  tax  cooks 
or  oapcma 

Cataya,  the  aooleiit  name  for  Chin* 

Ca«,oaUing 

Calkinge,  hinder  parts  of  a  horse-shoe 

Ca/trop#,Instruments  composed  of  thne 
spikes  of  Iron,  and  so  disposed  as  to 
wound  the  feet  of  horses  in  whatever 
way  th^  lie 

Canariee,  a  quick,  lively  danoo 

Cantle,  a  small  piece 

Capper,  one  who  makes  or  sdls  eapa 

Carbine,  a  horse  soldier 

Careaaut,  a  necklaoe 

Card,  the  card  thatguidee  ue,  (**  The 
Chanoes,"  Aot  iv,  Soena  3.)  tbo  ma- 
riner's oompass 

Carle,  a  ohurl,  a  down 

Caroehfdt  ooaehed ;  eatroeh,  a  ooadi 

Carreuk,  a  large  ship  of  burthen 

Corwel,  a  small  ship 

Casting  bottle,  a  bottle  tag  easting  or 
sprfaikiing  perfumes 

Cat«r,  caterer 

CautOaue,  oantions 

Canvae,  to  sift,  to  eumine 

Ceaee,  to  oease  Is  fluently  naad  as  a 
verb  active,  for  to  destroy,  to  etop, 
to  end 

OBffrea,  alstem 

CivU,  solemn,  giaTO,  fober 

Chare,  task-work ;  aU'e  chared  teJkcn  he 
it  gone,  ("  Two  Neblo  Kinsmen," 
Aot  lU,  Scene  3.)  aU  is  done 

Chameco^  wine  made  at  the  vlllace  of 
Chameeo,  near  Lisbon 

Ckar]r»oaMfttl 

Chawdrone,  entraila 

Charger,  a  great  dish 


Chfck:  to  check,  is  when  the  hawk 
forsakes  her  game  and  quarry,  to  fly 
at  other  birds 

CheraUy,  a  liquor;  of  what  kind  Is 
uncertain 

Cheure,  eheur'd,  oormpt  forms  of 
chare,  ehar'd  .*  see  above 

Chevrel,  soft,  pliable  Idd  leather 

Cheyney,  diinA 

Chibbale,  a  sort  of  onions 

Chined,  broken-bscked 

Chink,  chinche,  a  bug 

Chive,  foul  ehive  him,  ("  Knight  of 
t])e  Burning  Pestle,"  Act  I,  Sc«>e  3.) 
evil  befal  him  { may  It  soooeed  evflly 
'with  him! 

Cinque-pace.  "  The  name  of  a  danoe, 
the  measures  whereof  are  regulated 
by  the  number  five."— Sot  Jouw 
HAwanra 

Cittern-head,  wooden  head.  In  aUnskm 
to  the  heads  carved  on  the  handles 
of  citterns  or  lutes 

Cithern,  a  kind  of  guitar 

Clapper,  a  eloper  or  olap  dish.  Is  a 
wooden  oup,  with  a  moveable  cover 
to  It.  Originally  it  was  appropriated 
for  lepers,  who  clapped  down  the 
eover,  to  give  notice  of  their  ap- 
proach ,  and  that  alms  might  be  given 
without  touching  the  obiJeot.  It 
afterwards  became  ornnmon  amaog 
beggars 

Clapperdogeon,  a  eant  term.  *'  A 
olapperdogeon  is,  in  English,  a  beg^ 
gar  bora."— DasJCAR'ftFittoiiMfiMf' 
covered 

Carped,  called 

Clinquant,  glittering,  shining 

doeely^  privately 

CMe,  the  great  bur 

Clouted,  aimed  at;  the  okmt  was  the 
white  mark  In  the  centre  of  the  botts 

Clowee,  a  cant  term  for  thieves 

CZoy'd,  that  his  artiUery  ie  clCj^d  by 
me.  (**  The  False  One,"  Act  v.  Scene 
4.)  That  la,  nailed  or  spiked  up ;  de> 
rived  from  the  French  verb,  clauer-^ 
Masom 

C^Mt— Take  your  horse  and  ooast  ^anu 
C*Loyal  Subjeot."  Aot  v.  Scene  6,)  to 
keep  close  to,  porsue;  also,  to  a|>> 
pioaoh  ("Maid  in  thfi  MIU,"  Aot  i. 
Scene  1) 

Cock-ehool,  twOight 

Cocoloch,  a  poor  dispsssi!  wivtoh. 

Codee,  a  vulgar  oath 

Cog,  flatter,  wheedle 

Cosing,  lyingf  ftheattng 

CoU,  stir,  busUe 

Cold-irfet,  swords 

CoUetaaee,  strong  polos  on  wbleh  a 
burthen  is  carried  between  two 

CcU,  to,  to  fool,  triok,  or  deoslTO 

CoUeetione,  inferences 

CoUei,  the  setting  of  a  jewst 

Collogue,  to  wheedle,  to  flatter 

CosijMmion,  a  scurvy  fellow 

dmcealmenlM  /  £Obe  keepe  an  qfiee  of 
eencMriineiite,  (**  Hnmoroas  Uen- 
tenant,"  Act  11,  Scene  8)  an  allusion 
to  the  praottce  In  the  time  of  Queen 
Elisabeth,  of  begging  hmds  which 
had  Ibnnerly  been  appropriated  to 
superstitious  uses.  Tbo  holders  of 
thsse  lands  did  their  best  to  osneeol 
tiie  oharges  upon  them,  whieh  oooa- 
aioned  several  oommlsslons  of  dis- 
ooveriff  whidi  wars  mnoh  abossd 


Conceit,  a  pleasant  thought,  a  clinch 
of  wit,  a  fanciful  conception 

Conjlrmed,  convinced 

Consort,  a  band  of  mnsirfans,  a  cmocrt 

Conveyance,  trick,  artifice.  Juggling 

CooUr^f-card :  this  phrase  originated 
probably  fnmi  card-playing,  whoi 
the  exultation  of  one  of  the  parties  Is 
cooled  l^  his  being  over^tmmped 

Cordevan,  Spanish  leather 

Coetermonger,  a  dealer  in  tvghm 

Couneei,  a  secret 

Coureer;  A  coureer  ef  broken  ^gindai 
women,  {**  The  Ct^ttain,"  Act  v.  Seene 
1,)  a  dealer,  as  koree-ootavtr,  a 
dealer  in  horses 

Courtship:  is  often  naed  tar  oowtly 
breeding;  the  behavionr  of  aooortier 

Cox,  a  foolish  fellow ;  probably  a  eon- 
traction  of  coxcomb 

Coxcomb,  skuU :  the  term  Is  derivad 
fhnn  the  cap  of  the  licensed  fool 
having  been  beetf  frequently  made  to 
terminate  In  a  ooek'ahead and eomb 

Croibt  Crab  your  ehmUdars,  («*  Kea- 
deur  Thomas,"  Aot  iv.  Scene  C|  beat 
wlthacrab^tiek 

Cradmel,  a  hard  brittle  cake 

Cranes,  or  creyance,  strings  meaand  ts 
the  hawk's  Jeaaee  when  it  was  let  iy 
before  It  wa 
prevent  its  flying  too  tetx,  < 

Crank,  spiritful.  brisk 

Cranke,  a  osnt  term. 
cranks  are  such  as  ptetamd  to  have 
the  falling  slcilmess,  and  by  pitting 
a  piece  of  white  aoop  Into  the  aoraer 
of  their  months,  win  make  tbe  frofUi 
to  come  boiling  Ibrth  to  eanse  pity 
In  the  bdiolders:  tboy  stare  wildly 
with  their  oyss,  to  appear  aa  If  dis- 
traoted;  and  go  half  naked,  to  i 
the  greate 
RoeoB,  li.  1» 

Onare,  a  small 

ChMsel,  worsted 

Croekaleur,  a  porter  (Fnneh) 

Cross,  a  piece  of  money ; 
being  stamped  on  ona  slda  with  a 


CYiMl2e<f,  curdled 

Cry:  When  aU  aw»  crir  Ma^  (*'Hn- 
noronaXJentasuni,**  Aot  i,  fiosne  U 
oiyhlmnp,speak  loudly  to  Uspaaisc 

Cuek^etools,  the  pnniahment  ef  aooUs ; 
adiakorstoollJcedaioBs  cndsf  a 
lever,  by  means  of  whdoli  tha  sesld 
was  ducked  in  the  wmtor 

C\m»,  small  portloas 

CuOie,  a  broth  of 
for  a  sifiks  or 

OaAVB 

CHrtottf,  predss,  pUBsiaionsb  ^ 

toesoess 
Curst,  malicions,  fkowanl» 
CurtUned,  ehrlstonsd 
Cut ,  a  iismlllar  tsrm  for  a  4 
Cut  and  long  taU,  dogs  oT  aU 

any  sort  of  ] 
CW|M9,  theent 

to  astrology 
Cutter,  a  swaggering  fdlov 
CuiKorke,  Unen  ofnamented  with  < 

work;  ont  or  atanped  oat 


J>srf ,  soars,  MghtsB 

Av,  a  pistol 

Dames  carpet,  a  osrfsi  at 
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fttnnDoornIck,  the  Flanlah  oamo  of 
that  town 

Dap4^ed»,  conches 

Dfboghfd,  debauched 

PtpoMbapt,  viol  de  gamba 

2>ettt^  ('<  The  Beggar**  Biuh,"  Aet  U, 
Scene  1)  *'  Young  ripe  wenches,  who 
hare  not  lost  their  virginity,  which 
the  upright  man  (<.  «.  the  vilest, 
stoutest  rogue  in  the  pack)  has  a 
right  to  the  enjoyment  of;  after 
which  they  ue  used  in  oommon  by 
the  whole  fraternity**— Co/{ee<<<m  i^f 
eantinff  words  ai  tKe  4nd  nfBAiLn** 
Dietionmy 

Ikpart:  is  sometimes  osed  hi  the  ssnse 
of  part 

Dependandei*  an  old  tenn  for  the  suh- 
jeeta  of  quarreU 

Detainff,  Dublin 

Devest,  undress 

Device'.  Tkekinn^t  device f  The  tin's 
at  universal  as  the  sun  if,  i^e. 
("The  Hum<»ous  Lieutenant,**  Act 
Iv,  Scene  1.)  Device  mesne  the 
ktaig^  ensign  armorial,  a  common 
acceptation  of  the  word.  The  device 
of  Antigonus  was  a  ran,  as  appears 
from  a  speech  of  Celia's,  in  Scene  2 
of  this  Act,  when  she  aays  to  Anti- 
gonus: 
«'  Be  as  your  emhlem  Is,  a  fl^orioos 

lamp 
Set  on  the  top  of  all.  to  light  all  per- 
fectly.'' 
To  this  she  allodea  in  the  present 


Devotions:  Priests  and  all  devotionst 
(**  The  Double  Marriage,"  Aet  iv. 
Scene  4. )  Devntlons  here  means  the 
same  as  devoted^  or  holy  things— 


IM«<,  sauce 

DisaUe,  disparage,  hold  cheap 

Diseoleured  taffeta^  (*'  A  Masque,'*)  i. «. 
variegated  with  a  variety  of  colours 

DijfUsedip,  disorderly  or  negligently 

Discourse :  {**  The  Little  French  Law- 
yer,** Act  I,  Scene  1,)  frequently  sig« 
nified  reason ;  or,  as  Mr.  Oifford 
explains  it,  *'  a  more  rapid  deduction 
of  consequenoee  from  premises,  than 
supposed  to  be  effected  l^rea* 
"  Tell  us  the  discourse  be- 
Uvixt  Tipranes  and  our  kinp,  and 
Mom  we  pol  the  vietorp,  (**  A  King 
and  No  King,**  Act  U*  Scene  I.) 
This  was  one  of  the  numerous  words 
derived  from  the  Latin,  whi(A  were 
iMod  with  a  great  latitude  of  mean- 
ing by  our  ancestors.  Here  it  signi- 
fies, as  Mr.  Mason  observes,  transso* 
tion,  not  conversatlcm— WaBsa 

Disposed,  merry 

Dissolve,  to  solve 

Doers  t  **  Thjr  storp  FU  have  written, 
and  in  gold  too  .•  in  prose  and  veree, 
and  bp  the  aMest  doers  i*^  makers  of 
verses.  The  word  is  A  literal  trans- 
lation of  the  Greek  wonfr^r,  whleh 
means  not  only  simply  a  maker  or 
doer,  but  a  maker  of  verses— Wmemu 

Dop-boU,  a  term  of  reproach 

Doff-Uaeh,  dog-doetor 

Dole,  grief,  sorrow 

Dommerers,  a  cant  term ;  beggar*  who 
oounterfeit  dumbnees 

Donsel  (a  Spanish  woid),  a  yonUi  of 
gentle  blood 


Dor,  means  the*  chaffer ;  to  give  iJk« 
dor,  to  mock,  play  on,  outwit 

Dorsers  or  Dossers,  panniers 

Dottrel,  a  silly  kind  of  bird,  which 
imitates  the  actions  of  the  fowler  till 
at  last  he  is  taken 

DowsUs,  the  genitals  of  a  deer,  (used 
in  «<  The  Coxcomb,**  Act  il,  Scene  3, 
in  reference  to  the  tight  pantaloons 
of  the  Irishman) 

Doxies,  {**  The  Beggar^  Bush,**  Aet  ii. 
Scene  I.)  "  Such  as  have  been  de- 
flowered by  the  upright  men,  and 
are  after  oommon  to  any  of  the 
brotherhood**— Bnolish  Ro0ua,  L 124 

Dn^on's  water :  this  word  occurs  in 
*•  The  Knight  of  the  Burning Peetle/* 
the  wdl-known  gum 

Dread,  to,  to  frighten 

Drolleries,  puppetehowa 

Drp-fat,  the  old  way  of  speUlng  dry 
vat 

Dropls,  drudges 

Ducat  a  whee,  Du  pata  whee  ;  oorrup> 
tions  of  the  Welsh  Duw  cadw  chwi, 
Ood  bless  or  preserve  you 

Dudpeou'dapper,  a  wooden-handled 
dagger ;  pJEurtloularly  applied  to  dag- 
gers with  handles  of  box-wood 

DtMir,  clothes 

Dump,  a  mournful  ditty 

Dunkirk,  or  the  Dunkirit,  (**  The  Elder 
Brother,**Aet  iv,8oene2,)  an  allusion 
to  the  piratical  vessels  belonging  to 
Dunkirk 

Dun's  in  the  mire,  an  obsolete  game. 
Dun  is  a  vulgar  name  for  a  horse 

Dure,  endure 

Durindan,  the  sword  of  Oriando 

Dust-point,  a  game 


B 

JSZa,  the  highest  note  In  the  scale  of 

mosie 
BmulaU,  Is  used  In   "The  Faithful 

Friends,**  Act  I,  Scenes  1  and  3,  in 

the  sense  of  envy 
Endless :  All  love's  endless,  ('<Love*s 

Pilgrimage/*  Aet  ii.  Scene  3)  that  is 

fruitless 
Endue,  or  endew.  In  falconry  is  when 

a  hawk  digesteth  her  meat,  that  she 

not   only    dlschargeth    Turn   gorge 

thereof,  but  likewise  eleanseth  her 

pannel— ^BuwMB 
Entertain,  Is  used  In  the  "  Faithftil 

Friends,*'  Act  ill.  Scene  S,  Da  the 

sense  of  entertalnmoBt 
Entreat,  treat,  use 

Snvp,  often  used  for  malice  er  hatred 
Equal,  just 
Erra  pater,  a  name  given  to  some  old 

astrologer 
Ettins,  giants 
Exhibition,  allowance 
Epe:    An    epe  of  tasne  pheasants, 

("Beggar's  Bush,"  Act  ii.  Scene!) 

a  brood  of  pheasants 
Epess,  or  epos,  a  young  nofledged 

hawk 


Paeert,  riiamelees  people 

Facing,  effrontoy 

Fading  i  the  name  of  a  daaoe,  alio  the 

burden  of  a  ballad 
Fadge,  mat  with,  agrse 


Faisiip,  a,  a  term  in  fendng ;  what  is 
now  called  a  feint 

Fambles,  a  cant  term  for  hand* 

Farces,  stuffs 

Far-fct,  far-fetched 

Fast  and  loose,  the  cheating  game 
known  at  the  present  day  as  **  prick- 
ing at  the  belt  or  girdle" 

Favours,  sometimee  used  to  mean 
counteoanoes 

Fear,  to,  to  frighten  er  make  afraid 

Fearful,  frightful  or  furious 

Feat,  fine,  nea^— Muvsaaw 

Fending  \  Such  fending  and  such 
proving  f  ("Humorous  Lieutenant,*' 
Act  V,  Scene  5,)  defending 

Ferkt,  cheated,  fobbed 

Feskue,  a  small  wire,  by  which  thoee 
who  teach  to  read,  point  at  the  letteia 

Fewterer,  a  dog-keeper 

Figent,  busy,  stirring,  fidgety 

^^Mary,  vagary 

Firkf  a  word  of  various  mesnings ; 
beat,  steal,  tease,  irritate,  gambol 

Firecock,  («*  Wit  Without  Money,** 
Act  ii,  Scene  2,)  firecock,  the  cock  of 
the  firelnok.  Is  a  modem  reading  for 
Jlreug 

Fire-drake,  a  fiery  dragon 

Fitehoek,  a  polecat 

Fitters,  pieces,  fragments 

Flaws,  storms  or  gusts 

Fleshed,  hardened 

Fleetsnfaee :  to  fleet  Is  to  skim  milk ; 
a  fleeten  face  means  what  we  now 
call  a  whey-f aoe— MAsoif 

Flight,  (**  Bonduca,"  Act  i.  Scene  1,)  an 
arrow 

Florentines,  a  kind  of  pie 

^oter,acantterm.  **A/irateriKme 
that,  with  aoounterfeit  patent,  goeth 
about  with  a  wallet  at  his  back  and 
a  black  box  at  his  girdle,  to  beg  for 
some  hospital  or  spittle-house"-* 
English  Rooub,  ii.  121 

Foin,  a  thrust  in  fencing 

Foist,  a  light  galley  that  has  about  16 
or  18  oars  on  a  side,  and  two  rowers 
to  an  oar— CoTOBAVB 

Foisted,  cheated 

Fond,  foolish 

Foot  cloth,  caparisons  for  horsea 

Fox,  a  cant  term  for  a  sword 

Fore-Jtap,  bands  sneh  as  those  worn 
by  clergymen  and  lawyers 

Force,  enforce,  dwell  upon 

Forks,  the  gallows 

Formal  heat,  a  metaphyalcal  and  logi- 
cal term  for  the  soul 

Founded,  living  upon  a  eharitohle 
foundation 

Fopson,  abundance 

.pyaiiip<l,iretf ul,  peevish,  erosa^koward 

Fraped,  affhtyed,  frightened 

Fried  ;  fried  me,  made  me  drunk 

Firipperp,  an  old  clothes  shop 

Fumbumbis  t  A  cove  comes  andfkm- 
bumbis  to  U,  («<  The  Beggar's  Bush,** 
Act  il.  Scene  1.)  Fumbumbis  is 
explained  by  Theobald,  probably 
without  sny  authority  but  the  con- 
text, **  to  your  guard  and  postures." 
But  I  think,  with  the  hist  editors, 
that  it  was  rather  a  fncied  watch- 
word than  a  cant  term— Wsnaa 

Fucus,  a  paint  or  cosmetic  in  use 
among  the  ladies  of  the  day 

Fumers,  perftamers 

Furies :  {**  The  Elder  Brother,"  Aet  ilL 


ft 
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Scene  S)  pilferers,  pecBons  with  ra^ 
pacioiu  talons 
FiftchodttJUehett,  poleoat 


O 

ffape,  a  oant  tonn  for  quart  poC 

Oailiard^  Urely  air  in  triple  time;  also, 
a  popular  dance  of  a  very  sprightly 
description— Sir  John  HAwaiNa 

OalingaJtt  a  root  Imnight  from  the 
East  Indies,  where  it  Is  used  medi- 
cinally, and  also  as  an  ingredient  in 
savoury  dishes— Mason 

OaUf/oitt,  the  old  name  for  the  Lord 
Mayor's  barge 

OaUimavfiTft  medley 

Galiftifaikin*,  slops,  wide  breeches 

€fambriUdt  with  the  legs  tied  together 

Oardage:  (*' Thierry  and  Theodoret," 
Act  ▼,  Scene  1.)  I  have  never  met 
with  this  word,  but  suppose  it  to 
allude  to  the  guards  or  laoes  of 
ancient  breeches— Waaaa 

OeukinSf  wide  hose,  breeches 

Oasteredt  frightened 

Gime,  ("Faithful  Friends,**  Act  li. 
Scenes.)  Crime  must  be  either  the 
name  of  the  horse,  or,  what  is  more 
likely,  an  absurd  corruption  of  Jen- 
net—WxaaR 

Oin,  a  trap,  but  ftwquently  used  as  a 
contraction  for  engine^  and  in  that 
sense  applied  to  swords  and  other 
warlike  weapons  or  machines 

GirdlesUad,  the  place  where  the  girdle 
is  worn 

Olade :  a  glade  to  eateh  tuoodeocki, 
(•*  The  Wild  Goose  Chase."  Act  v. 
Scene  4,)  in  allusion  to  the  mode 
practised  in  snaring  woodcocks  in 
glades,  open  qmces  in  woods 

Giavet,  weapons  shaped  like  halberts 

Gloriaui,  ostentatfous,  gorgeously  at- 
tired, vain,  proud 

Oloriouslp,  proudly 

God-dent  an  abbreviation  of  good  even- 
ing 

Gog'M'boretf  a  corruption  of  the  ancient 
oath  Ood's  bones 

GoUe,  a  oant  term  for  hands 

Oom,aman 

Gordt,  false  dice 

Grand-guardt  a  part  of  the  anoour 
worn  by  knights  on  horseback 

Grass:  this  word  is  used  in  '*  Love's 
Pilgrimage,"  Act  ill,  Soene  3,  for  fat ; 
grot.  Ft.  gross 

Grave  Maurice:  ("Love's  Cure,** Act 
1.  Soene  £>  Oraaf  Maurioe}  Count 
Maurice.    (German) 

Greet,  greeting 

GrUMe-tails :  trindle,ortmnd]e-tails> 
a  common  name  for  puppies 

GrovtHotd,  a  thick  head 

Grunting-<Keats,  a  cant  term  for  pigs 

Guards,  lace,  trimming,  embroidery 

Guarded,  fringed,  embroidered 

Gules,  the  heraldic  term  for  red 

Gummed:  JShe  was  never  gummed 
SW<,  bop,  nor  fretted,  (**  Woman 
Hater."  Act  ir.  Scene  9,)  both  these 
terms  wers  usually  applied  to  velvet. 
The  gum  was  used  to  stiffen  velvet, 
which  was  then  very  liable  to  chafe 
or  fret 

Gusts,  reUsbes 

(7|ffiMiiai,  a  sort  of  double  ring 


H 

Halter-sack,  a  term  equivalent  to  gal- 
lows-bird 

Hand-wo^f,  a  tamed  wolf 

Hang-bies,  hangers  on 

Hangers,  ornamented  loops  attached 
to  the  girdle,  in  which  the  dagger  or 
small  sword  usually  hung 

Haggard,  an  unreclaimed  hawk 

Harmanbeck,  cant  word,  the  ooostaUe 

Harness,  armour 

Harrjf-groatt  a  groat  coined  In  the  reign 
of  Henry  VIIL 

Harrying,  pillaging,  plundering 

Hatched,  among  cutlers,  means  when 
the  hilts  of  a  sword  are  gilt'-TMNo- 

BALD 

Hatchments,  the  ornament  of  the  hilt 
of  a  sword,  the  inlaying,  &e>. 

Head-bound,  turbaned 

HeU-^the  last  eoupU  in  hell:  (*•  The 
Scornful  Lady,"  Act  v.  Scene  4,)  an 
allusion  to  the  game  of  barley-break 

High-racked,  screwed  up  too  high.  An 
allusion  to  the  rack  or  screw  of  a 
cross-bow 

Hilding,  a  low  pitlftal  person ;  a  com- 
mon term  of  contempt 

Hippocras,  a  drink  composed  of  wine 
(generally  red  wine)  with  sugar  and 
spices 

Historical  shirt :  (**  Custom  of  the 
Country,"  Act  ii.  Scene  3.)  A  shirt 
adorned  with  worked  or  woven  figures 

Hobs,  hobgoblins 

Hobby-headed,  shag-headed»  from  hob- 
by, a  horse  or  pony 

Holt,  a  wood 

Hollock,  the  name  of  a  wine 

Housel:  Map  zealous  smith  so  housel 
all  our  hacknies,  ("  Wit  without 
Money,"  Act  ill.  Scene  1.)  To  housel 
is  to  administer  the  sacrament ;  the 
alloston  is  a  very  profane  one, — to 
giving  the  viaticum  for  the  final 
journey 

Honesty,  credit ;  also  oontinenoo 

Huffing,  proud,  strutting 

Hull,  to,  a  vessel  is  said  to  hull,  when 
she  floats,  or  rides  idle  to  and  fro 
upon  the  water— Thsobald 

Hum,  a  kind  of  strong  liquor 

Hushiers,  ushers 

Hyleg:  this  term,  Lilly,  the  astrologer, 
ezplaina— prorogator  of  life 


r/ex,  in  faith 

III  bearing.  111  behaviour 

Jmbost,  foaming 

Jmbosture,  raised  work 

Important,  used  in  the  sense  of  im- 
portunate 

Imp,  to,  a  term  of  fslconzy.  When  the 
wing  or  tail  feathers  of  a  hawk  were 
dropped,  or  forced  out  by  any  aed- 
dent,  it  was  usual  to  supply  as  many 
as  were  deficient.  This  opwation  was 
called  to  imp  a  Aaiefc 

Inclosed,  Is  used  for/>recIosed,  In  refe- 
rence to  mortgages  of  land,  and  in- 
closer  for/or«clo8er 

Indued,  endowed 

Inevitable,  irrssistible 

Ingrum,  perhaps  a  corruption  of  igno- 
rant 

Innocent,  an,  an  idiot,  a  natural  fool 

Inquire,pnd  out 

Intend,  regard,  pay  attention  to 


Inveett  inveigh 

Inward,  fBmillar,  fntimata 

Irish,  the  game  i^f,  a  kind  of  bade- 

gammon 
Isgrtm,  the  name  of  the  wolf  in  tiw 

romance  of  Reynard  the  Pox 


Jacks,  fellowB 

Jack  of  beer,  a  leathern  tuikard 

Jack<i4ent,  puppets  made  to  tfarov 
at  in  Lent 

Jadtwuin,  a  cant  term.  **  A  Jadnnsii 
is  one  that  osn  read  and  write:  even 
some  of  them  have  a  smattering  in 
the  Latine  tongue :  whidi  leamio^ 
of  theirs 'advances  them  in  dfice 
amongst  the  beggars,  as  to  be  cl«ric 
of  their  hall,  or  the  Hka.  His  m- 
ployment  is  to  mako gybes  with  jetkt 
to  them,  which  ttne  counterfeit  li- 
censes with  seals"— EN«uaH  Roers, 
ii.  121. 

Jaek-merlin,  a  small  kind  of  hawk 

JcLcoVs  staff,  a  kind  of  astrolabe 

Jave  :  Ye  Jave  Judgments.  ('*  Two 
Noble  Kinsmen,"  Act  iil.  Scene  &.\ 
A  word  of  uncertain  meaning 

Jennets  t  Do  you  conceive  as  our  jen- 
nets do,  with  a  west  windf  ('*  Rale 
a  Wife  and  have  a  Wife."  Act  ir. 
Soene  3.)  Jennets  are  a  oeiebrawd 
breed  of  Spahish  horses,  a  cross  of 
the  Arabian ;  and  that  they  were 
engendered  by  the  wind  is  a  Ikvonrite 
fiction  in  irrniance 

Jerker,  a  whipper,  a  lasher 

Jovy,  jovial,  merry 

Jump,  just,  exact 

Justice:  What  Justiee  hetvt  you  asv 
unto  this  lady  f  (•«  Islsnd  Princess," 
Act  ii,  Scene  7>)  right,  claim,  pre- 
tence 


Keeps,  dwells,  residee 

Xell,  the  same  as  the  oanl  or  i 
of  abesst 

Kembed,  combed 

Ken,  oant  term  for  a  hooae^ 

Kimnel,  a  salting  tub 

Kind,  nature 

King*s-takers,  officers  of  the  iMnisriiold, 
who,  when  the  king  was  on  his  pro- 
gress, were  employed  to  take  op  csr- 
riages  and  other  neoesmrias  for  his 
use.— >Ma8on 

Kirsome,  Christian 

KiUs,  sharpers;  piping  kites,  in  aOs- 
sion  to  the  noise  naade  bycns  specta 
of  kite  when  flying 

Kijc,  a  dry  stalk,  gcncnUy  of  banlock 


lag:  **  JIf tUtn^  a  lag  ^dud»r  robbisf 

a  buck  (basket  or  parcell  of  clotbM. 

— DaKKAN's    FiUmmies  Discovered, 

sign.  M,  3. 
Lambed,  soundly  beaten 
Lammif^,  beating 

Lanceprisado,  the  lowest  oflleeref  foot 
Lare,  ('*  Wild-goose  Chase,*  Act  iii. 

Soene  1,)  fstten 
Laughing^take,  langfatng-sbxlc 
Lavolta,  a  lively  bounding  danoe 
tavoUeiere,  a  dancer  of  lavoltas 
Laye,  laye  ground,  miploagbed,uncai- 

tivated  ground  < 

Luuh,  a  physioian 
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Lfffer^  a  Uiger,  ambaMador  resident  at 
a  foreign  court 

L' Envoy t  a  kind  of  ^Uogue  freqnently 
added  to  ancient  poema:  also,  a  con- 
clusion, generally 

Lefstf  loote 

Lit,  to  obstruct,  hinder,  prerent 

Lfts,  hindrances 

LetUr$  <tf  martf  liters  of  marque  or 
reprisal 

Lettice-cap,  probably  a  common  medi- 
cinal cooling  application  in  those 
times— Wmbbr.  From  the  opium 
contained  in  lettuces,  It  may  have 
been  efficacious  in  producing  sleep. 
Bee  i**  Monsieur  Thomas,*'  Act  ii, 
Scene  3) 

Levei,  a  blast  on  the  trumpet;  pro- 
bably that  by  which  the  soldiers  are 
called  in  the  morning— Johnson 

Leted,  bad,  rile 

LiegeTf  laifhere,  liegtr.  \'*  Love's  Cure," 
Act  li,  Scene  2,)  resident.  See 
"  Leger.'* 

Liked,  pleased 

Limn'd,  painted 

Lin,  cease,  stop,  or  leave  off 

Lingell,  a  thread  of  hemp  rubbed  with 
rosin,  &o. 

Liverp,  an  allowanoe  of  victual,  meat, 

Lockram,  a  kind  of  linen 
Lookinff^lastt  a  by-word  for  a  cham- 
ber-pot:  see  (*<  Beggars' Bush,"  Act 
ii.  Scene  3) ;  where  Vandunke  being 
drunk  calls  for  a  looking-glass 
Lope,  to  leap 

Lour,  a  cant  term  for  money 
Low-bell,  a  hand>bell  used  in  fowling 
Luetm,     This  animal  Is  nearly  the 
size  of  a  wolf.    It  is  covered  with  an 
exceeding  rich  fur,  the  colour  be- 
tween red  and  brown,  and  something 
mailed  like  a  cat,  intermixed  with 
bhick  spota— £dtf.  1778 
Lungies,  a  long,  awkward  fellow 
Lure,  in  falconry,  an  artificial  Mrd, 
with   which    the  young    hawk  is 
trained 

Madrm,  Madrid 

Mahound,  Mahomet 

Mail,  to  fasten  down  the  wings  of  a 
hawk  with  a  girdle 

Malligo,  Malaga 

Manehet,  a  small  loaf  of  fine  white 
bread 

Man,  used  for  husband.  Bee  i**  Beg- 
gars' Bush."  Act  ii.  Scene  3} 

Mankind,  masculine,  impudent 

Manntr,  taken  «'  tk*  manner.  {**  Rule 
a  Wife,  and  have  a  Wife,"  Act  v. 
Scene  4,)  i.  e.  In  the  mainowTt  ^th 
the  stolen  goods  in  possession,  a  law 
term 

Mann'd,  to  man  was  to  attend  upon, 
and  protect  a  lady 

Marchpane,  a  very  favourite  kind  of 
confectionary,  and  very  fashi(mable 
at  banquets.  It  was  composed  of  fil- 
berts, almonds,  pistacioes,  pine-ker- 
nels, and  sugar  of  roses,  with  a  small 
proportion  of  flour,  and  frequently 
formed  to  represent  cities,  towns, 
and  other  fopperies  of  the  kind— 
Wbbsk 

Margery-pratertf  a  cant  term  for  hens 

Marlem,  a  large  speoies  of  weasel 


Maumet,  idol,  puppet 

Maund,  to  bc^ 

Maunder,  to  beg;  also  to  grumble, 
murmur 

Maundert,  beggars 

Mate,  to  oppose;  also  to  ^unt  or 
terrify 

Mattaekin,  a  dance  with  swords 

Mazard,  head 

Mazer,  bowl  or  goblet 

Meach,  to  lurk 

Meacock,  a  cowardly  fellow 

Measure,  a  solemn  stately  dance 

Meeeher,  or  Mieher,  a  skulker,  one 
indulging  in  secret  amours 

Meeehing,  or  Miching,  lying  hid,  acting 
by  stealth 

Meg  /  euch  a  meg  as  this.  ("  Scornful 
Lady,"  Act  v.  Scene  2. )  An  allusion 
to  the  celebrated  Long  Meg  of  West- 
minster 

Memoirs/  memoirs  raised  to  Sfou, 
('*  Humorous  Lieutenant,"  Act  iv, 
Scene  5.)    Memorials  raised  to  you. 

Merit  /  this  word  is  used  in  '« Thierry 
and  Theodoret,"  Act  Iv,  Scene  1,  in 
the  sense  of  profit  by 

Methridatam,  Mithridate,  a  compo- 
sition of  a  vast  variety  of  herbs,  sup- 
posed to  be  a  preservative  against 
poison  and  the  plague 

Mew,  to  moult ;  also  to  keep  shut  up 

Mieher,  see  Meeeher 

Mis-ken,  a  dunghill 

Moans,  grieves 

Moiff  a  mule 

Mona,  the  Isle  of  Anglesea 

Mops  and  mowes,  grimaces  and  dis- 
tortions of  the  face 

Moriscoes,  morris-danoers ;  also  the 
dances  themselves 

Morglays,  swords,  from  Morglay,  the 
sword  of  Bevis  <tf  Southampton 

Mort,  a  cant  term.  Morts  are  of  two 
kinds:  Walking  Morts,  who  have 
\)omeluUaby  cheats,  or  children,  but 
were  never  married;  and  Autem 
Morts,  who  are  married  generally  to 
rufflers,  upright  men,  wild  rogues, 
dec.  According  to  Dsxkar,  the  for- 
mer are  older  than  doxies,  and  pro- 
fess themselves  to  be  widows.— 
WxBsa 

Mortar,  a  cap  in  the  shape  of  a  mortar 

Motion,  Puppet-shows  were  called 
•«  Motions." 

Motions,  puppets 

MoUept  <L  fool's  dress  * 

Moyle,  an  old  word  for  a  mule 

Muckender,  a  handkerchief 

Muffler,  a  piece  of  linen  wom  by 
women,  which  covered  the  lower 
part  of  the  face 

Murderer,  (•«  The  Woman's  Prixe," 
Act  I,  Scene  2.)  A  very  destructive 
kind  of  cannon 

Murrain,  a  disease  incident  to  cattle 

Murrion,  morion,  an  iron  scull-cap 

Muse,  (**  The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen," 
Act  iii.  Scene  1.)  opening  in  afenceor 
thicket,  through  which  a  hare  passes 

li 
Ad»,head 
NeUson,  (**  Wit  without  Money,**  Act 

V.  Some  2,)  probably  a  cant  term  for 

sword 
Nesh,  tender,  delicate 
Nicely,  with  foolish  pnnotiUousneaa 


N\ffles,  frivolous  baubles 

Niggle,  to  company  with  a  woman— 

DaiEXAa 
Night  shade,  a  cant  term  for  a  pros* 

titute 
Night  snaps,  thievea 
Nipitato,  ale 
Nobie  science,  the  noble  science  of  de* 

fence. 
Noise,  rumour,  report 
Nonce :  for  tM  nonce,  for  the  present 

purpose. 


Observed,  obeyed 

Officious.  **  The  most  officious  falsehood.*' 
{**  Cupid's  Revenge,"  Act  iii.  Scene 
2.)  Officiops  seems  here  to  reli^  to 
duty,  qfflce ;  and  again  in  the  same 
sense,  Act  ii.  Scene  1 

Often,  (used  as  an  adjective)  frequent 

Open  yourself,  declare  who  you  are. 
<'*  The  Queen  uf  Corinth,"  Act  IL 
Scene  2) 

OpiUaiUm,  obstmctton 

Opinion,  reputation,  fame 

Orient  heiress.  The  orient  heiress. 
The  Margarita,  sir  (**  Rule  a  Wife 
and  Have  a  Wife,"  Act  i,  Scene  ii.) 
A  quibble  upon  the  name.  Marga- 
rita is  Spanish  for  a  pearl. 

Ouches,  (**  The  Woman's  Prise,"  Act 
iv.  Scene  1)  seems  to  mean  necklaces; 
the  word,  used  to  signify  Jewels  of 
different  sorts.  Is  of  uncertain  ety- 
mology 

Ought,  owed 

Oui'look,  face  down 

Over-hie,  to  hasten  before  another 

Owe,  is  often  used  for  wen, , 


Packed,  combined,  conspired 

Pads.  Maund  on  your  own  pads,  a 
cant  expression  for  beg  on  your  own 
roads 

Pair,  **  Two  pair  of  cards'*  ("  The  Sea 
Voyage,"  Act  i.  Scene  ii)  two  packs 
of  cards 

Palliard,  adebauchee,  a  whore-master 

Pane,  **  a  pane  of  wainscot,**  a  panel 

Paned  hose,  were  a  kind  of  trunk 
breeches,  formed  of  stripes  of  various 
coloured  cloth,  occasionally  inter- 
mixed with  slips  of  silk  or  velvet, 
stitched  together— OxrFORO 

Pantfifie,  slipper 

Paramentos,  articles  of  dress,  oapa- 
risons 

Paratour,  an  apparitor 

Parcel-drtfnk,  half-drunk ' 

Parcels,  a  law  term,  meaning  that 
part  of  a  deed  in  which  land  or  other 
things  to  be  conveyed,  are  described 

Parlous,  keen,  shrewd 

Partixan,  a  pike  or  halbert 

Partlet,  a  ruff 

Partage,  a  share  or  dividon 

Passion,  woTTow 

Passionate,  full  of  complaint ;  full  of 
amorous  exclamation 

Pasterns,  shackles  or  fetters  for  un- 
ruly or  unbroken  horses— Cotoravs 

Patch,  a  general  term  for  a  fool 

Patrico,  a  cant  term.  **  A  Patrice  is 
their  priest ;  every  hedge  is  his  pa- 
rish, and  every  wandering  rogue  and 
whore  his  parishioners"— <Eno£ISB 
Rooua,  ii.  123 
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Patron,  In  '*  The  Little  Freooh  Law- 
yer," Aol  1«  Boene  1»  it  used  in  the 
Latin  tenae  of  a.  pleader  or  «dvogate 


Paven,  a  peaoock 

Pead  an,  pad  on,  fo  oil 

Pea-gooie,  a  silly  creature 

Ptdiart  French,  equivalent  to  thievet' 
Latin,  the  oant  language  of  benars 
and  thieree 

P<a(.pet 

Pee.    See  Veivet-pee 

Peeter,  or  Peter-^e-mea,  a  wine;  a 
oorruption  of  PedKo-Ximenee 

Pelting,  low,  despicable 

Penner,  a  oaee  for  holding  pent 

Pennif-roonu,  those  portions  of  the 
theatre  where  specta^ora  were  ad- 
mitted for  a  penny 

Perdie,  a  corruption  of  par  Diem 

Perduee.  Enfans  peitius  (Frcndi.) 
The  liorlom  hope 

PerepicU,  properly  perspieiii  a  per^ 
speotive  glass 

Pestu,  a  leg ;  most  fk«quently  used  in 
the  expression  **  a  peetie  of  pork** 

Petnmel,  a  snail  gun  used  hy  the 
oaTalzy 

PA«er,  companion 

Philip,  a  familiar  name  for  a  sparrow ; 
also  a  kind  of  stuiT 

Pickadel,  a  ruiT:  aooofding  to  OiW' 
r  ORO, "  simply  a  diminution  of  picea, 
(Spanish  and  Italian,)  a  spear  bead ; 
and  was  given  to  this  article  of  Ibp- 
pery,  fh>m  a  fsnoied  resemblance  of 
iU  stiffened  plaits  to  the  bristled 

*  points  of  those  wei4ions'* 

Pinh,  a  teohnioal  term  ef  the  tallon  of 
tt^  time;  to  cut  or  slash  the  olothes 
according  to  the  fashion  of  the  times 

Pinh,  a  narrow-etemed  ship 

Plachete,  pettiooate 

Plaintain :  a  plantain  leef  waa  mp- 
posed  to  be  an  excellent  styptio 

Ptatique,  a  ray  cast  from  one  planet  to 
another,  not  exactly,  but  within  the 
orbit  of  its  own  light— Bailsv 

Plap-pheere,  play-feUowe 

Plump,  a  collection 

Plurity,  l^illnees,  soperebundanoe 

Poahinff^UdU,  sticks,  or  irona,  for  ad- 
justing the  plaits  of  ru  A 

Poop:  with  eear/k  mnd  Hngt,  and 
poeep  in  *mp  hand,  {**  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pestle,"  Act  T,  So.  3.)  The 
word  is  here  used  torpatp,  a  motto, 
or  short  sentence 

Pointi,  laces  with  metal  tags  to  them, 
ormetalhooke,tokeepupthebieedheB 

Poisure,  weight 

Pollard,  a  stag  that  haa  died  ita  homa 

Polled,  bald-headed 

Pomander,  a  ball  made  of  different  per^ 
fumes,  and  worn  in  the  pocket  or 
about  the  neck  to  prevent  infection 

PompiUion,  an  ointment  made  of  black 
poplar  buds 

Poor  John,  dried  and  salted  hake 

Poriigue,  a  Portugueseooin  worth  fonr 
pounds,  ten  shillings 

Poee,  a  catarrh,  or  deflnxion  of  rheum 

Potsete,  to  inform 

Poet :  Are  pou  in  pott  f  (*'  The 
Honest  Blan's  Fortune, "  Act  !▼, 
Scene  1,)  are  you  in  haste? 

Polargo:  this  should  be  bolargo,  a  sa- 
voury composition  made  of  the  roes 
of  mullets— MAaoH 


Potguns,  popguna 
Pouncingt,  perforatlona  in 

fbnnerly  fashlonab&a 
Powdered,  salted 

Praetiee,  artifice,  stratagem,  or  ploi 
Froficert,  borssss  prigged  the  pram' 

cere,  a  cant  term  for  stole  the  hones 
Pregnanep,  readiness  of  wit 
Presence,  the  audience  chamber  at  a 

Pretence,  a  wowum  of  apnmmee,  L  a. 

a  fine  stately  form 
Prett,  prepared,  rsady 
Prevent,  toprsMNi,  to  be  beineliaBd 

with 
Prieh,  athom 

Priehant,  pricking  or  spnirlng  along 
Pricket,  a  buck  in  the  escond  year 
Pricking,  riding  briskly,  spurring 
Priwu:  twihedgedwindt  that  prime  the 

maiden  bloetomt,  (**  The  Ooxoamb,** 

Act  ir.  Scenes:)  If  the  text  be  right, 

seems  to  mean  d^/lawer» 
Prodigiomi,  hoirfble*  terrible,  portcn- 

tooa 
Progging,  ("  The  Spanish  Curate,**  Act 

iU,  Scenes.)  stealing:  the  right  qwU- 

ing  is  prdii;«ifV 
PreHMlcr#,  informera 
Prerenl,  proTision 
Pmckfoitt,  puehbaU,  or  pmei^,  and 

pu^fbmUp  names  for  a  fungus  full  of 

dust 
Purchase,  property  acquired  fllegally 
Puffie,  to  embroider 
PurVd,  (**  The  Sea  Toyage,**  Act  i, 

Soene  3.)  laoed  i  from  jmrl,  a  border 


Quaiitp,  profession 

Quarrei,  a  aquare  of  glaaa 

Quesr'ai^n,  a  cant  term  ftir  the  juatioe 

Q^erpo,  uaad  only  in  the  phrase  in 
qmerpo,  in  a  olose  dress,  without  a 
cloak :  fhnn  the  Spanish  emerpo 

Qverry,  equerry 

QuiddH,  anbtiltiea,  ahiftain  the  Uw 

QuilUU,  tricka 

Quit,  to  requite,  revenge,  or  icpaj  the 
loss  of 

(jmoi-quean,  a  oorruption  of  Cotqmean, 
a  man  who  employs  himself  in  wo- 
men's affalra 


S.) 


Rack,  clouds  in  motion 

Rag,  ("The  Captain,**  Aot  It. 
a  cant  term  for  a  fsrtiiing 

Railt,  loose  gowns,  night-gowna 

Bukert,  guns  with  whioh  the  enemiaa* 
ahip  may  be  raked 

Randt,  long  piecea,  aomething  like 
ateaks 

Rap,  Sure  he  would  rap  etc  into  tome- 
thing,  ('*  Island  Princeas,**  Aot  Hi, 
Scene  1,)  transport,  cany  away 

Rascal,  a  lean  deer 

Rapit^  She  was  the  ravin't  prep, 
r  The  Maid  in  the  MiU,**  Act  r. 
Scene  2. )  That  is  the  ravenous  crea- 
ture's prey 

Reaching:  a  reaching  eoUmr,  ("The 
Woman  Hater,**  Act  v.  Scene  1,)  a 
penetrating  colour 

Rearlp,  early 

Rebeekt,  instruments  of  the  fiddle  kind 

Reclaimed,  made  tame;  a  tenn  in  fal- 


Reeord,  to  sing;  applied  parttealarty 
to  the  singing  of  birda 

Jteeortlcr,  a  flageolet,  or  email  flute 

Jtol  ^«il.  one  of  the  old  pla]^ioasBi»  la 
St.  John  Street,  ClerlBaivrell 

Rtmarte,  Is  frequently  used  for  pUg 

Retolm,  Ikeqnently  need  for  eovvises^ 
sometimes  satisfy 

Metl,  **  Upgoetmp  tesL"  •«  J Aevrstf 
up  mp  rett."  Tenna  derived  from 
the  game  of  priaseio,  at  a  esftaia 
period  of  which,  the  players  rat 
upon  the  cards  in  haad,  and  dedlm 
to  diaeard  or  to  oaU  for  mors  cards 

Ride  the  wild  ssare,  a  game  wUet 
siwinii  to  have  been  popnlar  at  the 
time 

JUder,  a  Dutch  oota  impreased  with  the 
flgure  of  a  man  en  horsohaek,  sad 
worth  about  twi^  eaten  BagUih 
shillings 

Rigel,  or  ndgUi^t  a  lam  half  eastrsftid 

Ring,  «  Kilkennp  riiy,  <*'  The  Qix- 
comb,"  Aot  ii.  Scene  3,)  perhaps  a 
Kilkenny  rung,  a  ron^  stiok 

Ring-taU,  aaort  of  kite 

Ripier,  Rtpptr^  one  thai  canisB  fiih 
from  the  seadde;  a  hawker  ef  fish 

Jleoiif,  inroads 

Rogtrt,  a  cant  terai  ISor  feaaa 

Rogue,  la  fluently  uaad  for  a  big- 

Roptrp,  rogaeiy 

Rotet,  ahoe-roeee,  eonaiallng  ef 

bundiea  of  rlbainda 
JKoufulf,  roundelaya 
Route,  a  MX  glass,  a  large 

a  drinking  bout,  a  hamper 
RowMt  (•  retsell,  tn  i^ply  a ! 
Rmffln,  a  cant  term  lor  the  devil 
R¥gU,  to  be  noiay>  to  swagger 
R^f|wiant,  a  cant  term  for  hedgee 
Rundlett,  a  kind  of  email  bamla 
Jttmte,  cattle 
RutUr,  («*  Cnatom  of  the  Gonatiy.* 

Act  ill.  Scene  3.)  a  German  hotw- 

ooldler;  need  perhaps  with  an  aUa* 

alon  to  the  mlMiv  (1^ ' 


B 


Sad, 

Se^feguard,  (*'  The  Nobla 

Act  U.  Scene  1,)  an  ootward  petti- 

ooat,  to  prssenre  the 

ttom  soiling 
Saliant,  leaping,  boonding 
&rfBMm,  the  oath  of  the ; 
Salvage,  savage 
Bantit:  a  black  oaaMt,  (••The  Mad 

Lover,"  Aot  Iv,  Scene  1.)   A  black 

sanctuB,  a  kind  of  builesgne  hynn : 


TiiaamMIng  the 


noise 
Sarditut,  a  fish 

chovy  or  pjkdiard 
SaUin :  I  am  in  tattim,  (**  Tbe  Honest 

Man'e  Fortune."  Aet  Iv,  Scene  l^ 

•*  I  am  a  genttenan  :**  a 

to  his  drees 
Saunce-hrli,   or  eoiMe^elt: 

b^,  rung  when  the 

'*Sanctus,sanetH 

Deua  Babbnoth. 

IHeL 
Sap:  tobea tap, a SBBq>laerexaiBp1r 
Sap:  eutap,  a  hnnting  tsm  Ibr  the 

first  cut  of  the  deer,  to  escertsin  the 

depth  of  fat 
Scdldt  scabfay«  mean,  shabky 
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SeaUion,  a  kind  of  onion 

Scarabs,  a  kind  of  bMOv  thai  tend 
in  dung 

A0«iMC»  a  petty  fertiflcation 

89al$dmp,  aterm  of  falconry;  properly 
wpeliieeled.  When  a  hawk  was  first 
takoo,  aUmad  waa  run  through  Its 
eyelids*  so  that  It  might  see  veiy 
litae,  till  it  became  tractable 

Seared,  shrank  or  dried  up 

£Eerv<wM.  lover  <nr  admirer ;  80  also  to  do 
AM  service,  to  beeeme  my  eervami 

Shadows,  disgnisew 

Shape,  habitor  dresi ;  atheatrical  tenn 

AcMt,  scolded 

Shog  off*  Jog  off 

ShoUenrSovUd :  ^ou  pUdters,  poush(^ 
ten^soHTd  sli^/eUows,  («*  Wit  with- 
out Monoy,"  Act  iii.  Scene  4.)  A 
tenn  used  in  allusion  to  the  fish 
(pilchard)  whioh,  when  he  has  spent 
hie  roe.  is  said  to  be  sbotten 

££Me.aUn 

Sicker,  groaning 

Simming,  simmering 

Sketeed  at,  looked  al  ridekmg,  ob- 
liquely 

ShUl:  lOemnot,  I  care  not:  it  MUs 
not.,  it  matters  not 

Skink,  to  eerre  out  Uqnor 

£Mr,  to  scour 

SiubberdegulUan,  a  word  fbraied  tnm. 
siuhber,  and  gull 

'Snails,  an  abbreviation  of  the  oath, 
«*  by  God's  nails,"  I.  e.  the  nails  of 
the  cross 

Snap-haunces,  firelocks;  used  meta- 
phorically, (*«  Women  Pleased,"  Aot 
iii.  Scene  2) 

Snick  up,  equivalent  to  Go  hang ! 

Snigled,  caught ;  a  fisherman's  term  for 
catching  eels 

Sort,  a  company 

Sort,  men  qf  sort,  men  of  quality 

Sounder,  a  herd  of  wild  swine 

SiNiM.plokle 

Souse,  to,  to  strike  with  sudden  vio- 
lence, as  a  bird  strikes  its  prey 

Soever,  a  cobbler 

Spanisk  block,  a  hat  in  the  Spanish 
fashion 

Sparkle,  to  seatter,  disperse 

Spiced,  precise,  scrupulous 

Spoom,  a  nantical  term  for  aalUng 
on  steadily 

SpringaU,  or  springald,  a  youth 

^»rtfi^,  tunes,  ("The  Prophetess," 
Act  T,  Scene  3) 

Spur-rjfois,  spur^oyals,  a  gold  ooin 
cnrrent  fas  the  reign  of  James  L  and 
worth  lis.,  being  half  a  rose-royal 

Sttuare-eaters,  (**  Bonduca,'*  Act  11, 
Scene  3,)  hearty  feeders 

Staggers,  a  disease  incident  to  horses 

Stale,  a  word  in  fowling,  meaning  a 
b^t  or  decoy  to  catch  birds ;  astalk- 
ing-horse ;  also  I4>plled  to  a  strumpet, 
from  the  idea  of  her  entlctng  or  en- 
snaring 

fifotf.instaU 

SUunmel,  a  onarse  kind  of  red  cloth 
'    Stamp,  coin,  a  halfpenny 
I    Standergrau,  satyrion 
I    Stark,  strong 

I  State,  properly  the  raised  platform  on 
I  which  a  throne  or  chair  of  state  is 
J  placed ;  but  it  is  also  applied  to  the 
canopy  over  the  chair,  and  to  the 
1      cliair  itself.     Also  osUte,  oourtly 


bdiaviour,  and  a  penon  of  high  dis- 
tinction 

Startups,  rustk)  ehoeSf  with  hi^  tops, 
or  half  gaiters 

Statist,  generally  used  for  a  statesman ; 
but  sometimes,  as  In  *'  The  Laws  of 
Ouidy,"  for  a  secretary 

Staved,  beaten  with  staves 

Staving:  a  strange  staving  /eUow, 
(**The  Pilgrim."  Aot  11,  Scene  S,) 
explained  by  the  commentators. — 
having  a  pilgrim's  staff  in  his  hands 

Stillatorg,  distUlery 

Stinger,  a  provocaUon,  a  oorrosiva 

SMidhet,  grimaces 

Stiver,  a  strumpet 

Sto^,  stocking 

Stock,  to:  a  ehevaUer  would  stock  a 
needWs  point,  ('*  Love's  Cure,"  Act 
m,  Scene4 ;)  that  is,  would  hit  it  with 
a  stoccado,  a  thrust  with  his  rapier 

Stock  :  nag,  then  I  m%ut  bug  the  stock  / 
send  me  good  carding,  (**  Humorous 
Lieutensnt,"  Act  Iv,  Scene  1 ;)  i,e. 
I  must  play  out  the  game ;  I  must 
take  in  the  cards:  buging  the  stock 
is  a  term  used  at  gleek— Tuobald 

Stoop,  a  vessel  for  drinking 

Stoops:  she  makes  her  stoops.  Is  an 
allusion  to  the  term  in  falconry,  when 
the  hawk  stoops  (darts  down)  upon 
the  quarry,  the  game  pursued 

Strain,  constrain  or  force 

Strike,  cant  term :  strike  att  the  cheats, 
steal  everything  you  meet  with 

Strike:  strike  a  fresh  piece  of  wine, 
('*  Monsieur  Thomas,"  Act  v,  Scene 
10.)  tap  a  fresh  butt  of  wine 

Stringer,  a  phrase  similar  to  striker, 
denoting  a  weneher 

Stript,  outstript 

^romma,  a  cant  term  for  straw 

Structures,  oontrivsnces 

Stupes,  ('*  The  Lover's  Progress,"  Act 
i,  Scene  8,)  pledgets  of  fiaz  or  tow, 
dipped  in  medicaments,  and  applied 
to  vrounds 

Stgle,  title;  an  heraldic  phrase 

Sucker,  a  sucking  rabbit 

Sudtets,  confectionary 

Summed,  a  term  in  falconiy  for  ftill 
plumed 

Summer,  a  summoner ;  an  apparitor 

Sumpters,  the  burdens  of  a  pack-horse ; 
alao  used  for  the  horse  itself 

Surcingle,  the  Jessea  of  a  hawk 

Surdinp,  see  Sardina 

Surquedrg,  pride  or  presumption 

Swaddle  :  {**  The  Captain,"  Aot  U, 
Scene  2.)  to  beat 

Swap,  a  blow,  a  sudden  stroke 

Swartg,  black 

Swash-buckler:  this  is  equivalent  to 
roaring,  blustering  fellow 

Sweet  islands:  (**Ruld  a  Wife  and 
have  a  Wife,"  Act  ill,  Scene  8,) 
aUudfaig  to  the  West  Indies 

Swinge,  to  beat 

Spnnet,  a  short  fiouriah  of  muslo, 
generally  on  comets 


Table  i  a  table  q/*  the  ptusion,  (**  Cua- 
tom  of  the  Country,"  Act  iv.  Scene 
8,)  a  picture  of  the  [Lord's]  Psasion 

TaUes,  table-books,  or  memorandum 
books;  also  thegameof  backgammon 

Tall :  You're  a  taU  soldier,  (•«  Uumor- 


ous  Ueuteoant,"  Aot  1,  Soane  8,)  a 
stout,  bold,  or  oottiageous  soldiar 

Tallgt  gou  that  stand  so  tallg  on 
pour  reputation,  ("The  Captain," 
Aot  11,  Scene  8,)  you  that  hold  your- 
self  so  strong,  or  bravO)  on  your  re- 
putation. See  TaU 

2Vmj7,te.  twang 

Taraiont,  a  oomiptlon  of  termagant 

Tartarian,  a  cant  term  for  thief 

Taudrp  lace,  a  sort  of  band,  for  the 
head  or  vraist 

Taxes:  all  private  (oxet  ("Knight  of 
the  Burning  Pestle."  Introduction,) 
all  reflections  on  individuals 

Teer:  Irish  heads  of  teer  («<  The 
Scornful  Lady,"  Act  ill,  Soene  1.) 
alludes  to  the  enormous  horns  of 
the  moose  deer  found  in  the  boga  of 
Ireland— Masoit 

Tell,  count,  reckon 

Tenter  .•  tenter  his  credit,  stretch  his 
credit  to  the  utmost  extent,  as  cloth 
is  expended  upon  the  tenter-hooks 

Tennagant  was  a  Saracen  deity,  very 
clamorous  and  violent,  in  the  old 
moralities— PaacY 

Termers,  persons  f^uentlng  London 
during  the  term  time 

retti«*,peevish,tetchy,fretful.  irritable 

Tew,  to  beat,  to  stretch.  The  word 
properly  means  to  use  as  leather  is 
used  in  dressing ;  to  tew  a  hide  is 
to  dress  it 

Tewgh,  a  fishing  line,  ropo 

Tto;.  this  word  is  used  in  the"  Wfld- 
goose  Chase,"  Aot  U,  Soene  1,  for  a 
bond  or  tie 

Tibs,  of  the  butterp^-geeae 

*TiU  is  frequently  used  for  whilH,  and 
vice  versd 

Tiller,  a  steel  bow 

Timonist,  a  misanthrope ;  an  allusion 
to  Timon  of  Athens 

Tine  is  used  for  teen,  sorrow 

Ttpvaes,  ("Monsieur  Thomas,"  Act  iii. 
Scene  1.)  Perhaps  a  misprint  for 
tiptoes 

Tire,  to,  to  tear  or  rend  in  pieces ;  to 
prey  upon 

Tith,  tight,  strong 

Thereafter  la  aometfanea  «Md  fat  ao* 
cordingly 

Thicks,  thickets 

Three  piFds,  an  allusion  to  three-piled 
▼dvet,  the  most  costly  kind  of  velvet 

Toad-^tone.  It  was  commonly  believed 
that  a  stone,  of  high  medicinal  qua- 
lities, was  oontained  in  the  head  of 
toads 

r<Nf-<v|faDdfiMfq/'i«ir,tuftorbushofivy 

Tod,  applied  to  wool  and  hay,  signifies 
a  certain  weight,  i. «.  88  pounds 

Tole,  draw,  or  entice  forward 

Topless,  supreme,  having  nothing 
superior 

Trapt,  accoutred ;  as  we  still  use  the 
word  trappings 

Trash,  to  keep  back  ;  he  trasht  me, 
("  Bonduca,"  Aot  i,  Scene  1 ,)  he 
checked  my  flight :  a  word  of  doubt- 
ful origin 

Tra-trip,  a  game  played  with  dice, 
and  probaUy  in  the  tables 

Traunce,  tramp 

Treacher,  traitor 

Trenchmore,  a  boisterous  kind  of  dance 
to  a  lively  tune 

TrickmenU*  See**trickt" 
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Trickt  and  fOoMed,  («*  The  I^ight- 
walker/'  Act  i.  Scene  7*)  Tricking  is 
drawing  any  person's  arms  with  pen 
and  ink ;  blazoning  them  is  to  set 
them  forth  in  their  proper  coloun 

Trinct  cant  term  for  hang 

Tros$€r$,  tight  drawers 

Troul :  troul  the  black  bawl  to  nu,  pass 
the  bowl  round  to  me;  so  troul  a 
catch 

True  mant  an  honest  man ;  generally 
used  in  opposition  to  a  thief 

Trumpt  a  game  at  cards 

Trunk-hose,  a  kind  of  large  slope  or 
breeches 

Trutch  noord,  a  fword  of  ceremony 
at  funerals 

Tub,  the  sweating  tub,  commonly  used 
for  the  cure  of  the  renereal  disease 

Turkcg  tomb*,  turkey  pies 

Twang,  (cant  term,)  lie  with 

Tufire,  {**  Women  Pleased/*  Act  It, 
Scene  1,)  to  peep  out,  glance  at  ob- 
liquely 

Twire-pipe,  {**  Monsieur  Thomas,  "Act 
iii.  Scone  1 . )  VAxaa  {Oloss. )  remarks, 
that  **  to  twire  sometimes  means  to 
aing  [or  chirp],  and  to  this  iwire-pipt 
seems  to  allude.** 


Umlrana,  a  fish,  the  umber,  or  gray- 
ling 

Unaffected,  insensible  of  affeotiona 

Uncertainty,  in  tha  sense  of  inconsis- 
tency 

Unhappy,  in  the  sense  of  mischievous ; 
it  is  also  sometimes  used  for  wag- 
gish—IFAaf  unhappy  meaning  hast 
thou,—{**  Loyal  Subject,**  Act  ii, 
Scene  2.) 

Unmanned  hawk,  an  untamed  hawk, 
one  not  yet  made  familiar  with  man 

Unready,  undressed 

Unwappered,  perhaps,  unwearied ; 
according  to  SravKCB,  undebllitated 
by  venory 

Unworded,  without  qteUcing 

Upright  lord,  a  cant  term.  *'  The  up- 
right man  [of  a  company  of  beggars] 
is  the  chief  of  the  ragged  regiment : 
lie  walks  like  a  commander,  with  a 


short  truncheon  in  his  hand,  which 
he  calls  his^/cAman  ;  pretends  him- 
self to  be  a  decayed  soldier,   and 
claims  a  share  In  all   the  booties 
which  any  inferior  rogues  do  get :  he 
hath  all  the  morts  and  doxies  at  his 
back,  and  can  command  any  other 
of  the  gang  at  pleasure'*'— EKOuau 
RoouB,  ii.  121 
Upsey-Dutch,    )  Cant  terms  of  tip- 
Upsey 'English,  ]     piers,  for  being  in- 
toxicated—in the  Ihitch  fashion,  fto. 
Use,  to  frequent,  lodge 
Use,  interest  of  mon^ ;  behayfour 
UUr:  to  utter  socks,  <**  The  Captain,** 
Act  ii.  Scene  1,)  to  sell 


Vellure,  velvet 

Velvet-head,  ('*  The  Chanoes,**  Act  Iv. 
Scene  3,)  in  allusion  to  the  velvet 
hood  worn  by  the  bawd.  Velvei- 
heoiled  cuckold,  ("Tlie  Coxcomb," 
Act  i,  Scone  6.)  perhaps  a  twofold 
allusion  to  the  down  on  the  young 
horns  of  deer,  and  the  velvet  caps 
worn  by  old  men 

Velvet-pee,  ("  Love's  Cure,"  Act  11, 
Scene  2.)  perhaps,  as  Mason  con- 
jectures, should  be  velvet-peel,  i.  e. 
velvet  covering 

Venie,  a  bout  of  fighting 

Vent,  ("Love's  Pilgrimage,**  Act  I, 
Scene  1).     Venta,  (Spanish)  an  inn 

Vie.  Vie  and  revie  are  terms  In  the 
old  game  at  cards,  called  gleek 

Vilify,  hold  ch«ap 

Virginals,  a  musical  instrument  of  the 
spinnet  kind 

Virtuous,  salutiferous 

Visited  houses,  houses  visited  by  the 
plague 

Voider,  a  basket  or  tr«y  into  which 
the  bniken  meat,  &c  was  swept, 
and  carried  from  table 

W 

Wei/krHDoman,MrwQman  that  sdls  wafer 
cakes;  often  employed  in  amorous 
embassies 

Waisl-€oateers,  strumpets.    A  kind  of 


waistcoat  was  peoullartottutdis 
of  females 

Wale,  texture 

Wannion,  with  a  wanniom,  eqtfnlsi 
to— with  a  vengeance,  or  pbigat 

Warden,  a  kind  of  pear 

Wtuhinp-beetle,  a  rammer  orb•trr^ 
ataff,  used  by  lanndiesKs  to  ps» 
the  linen  in  washing 

Wassel,  or  Wassail,  isaworditnh 
use  in  the  midland  oountie.  ici  - 
signifies  what  is  sometimM  o^^ 
lambs'^wool,  L  e.  roasted  apple*  i: 
strong  beer,  with  sugar  and  i^«  t 
Is  sometimes  also  used  for  gauniiii^t 
intemperance,  or  festivity 

Waster,  a  cudgel 

Wemb,  belly 

Where,  is  frequently  used  for  vlMfCH 

Whidsi  cut  bene  whids,  in  east  '&■ 
guage,  speak  better  words 

Whiffler,  a  person  who  desnd  tf 
way  for  a  prooesaion :  in  CbspiBan  * 
verses  on  the  FaiO^l  Shtprnu, 
it  means  a  person  to  introduce 

Whipstock,  the  stock  or  h.indlec^i  ; 
whip,  but  frequently  xtwd  for  tbe  « 
whip  itself 

White-boy,  a  usual  term  of  endetfiwi  \ 

Whiting-^mops,  J'oung  iRiiiting» ;  a  toa 
of  endearment 

Whobub,  a  oomaptkm  of  boUnb 

Whooped,  cried  out  upon,  hoolsA 

Wigher,  neigh 

Will,  wilfulness 

Wittols,  patient  euekolds 

Won,  dwell 

ir<KMf,  mad 

Woodcock,  a  term  tor  a  foolish  fdk* 
The  woodcock  waa  proverbial  to  » 
foolish  bird 

Wreak,  revenge 

Wyth,  a  band  of  twisted  oslen  or  «b<^* 
twigs,  and  thenoe  applied  bis Ual*^ 
A  wyth  take  him,  (**  Tbe  Coiooia^' 
Act  ill.  Scene  2,)  a  baiter  take  bin 


Yoke,  in  a  naatieal  aanie,  to  gta^ 
with 

Z 
Zany,  a  boffoon,  a  mlmla 


THE   END* 


igRADBtTaY  ijffo  mvAtn,  panrraaa  to  thb  4L*BXir, 
wurrsraiAiia. 


!JG- 
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